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sorrow, physical injury, and moral defeat, were written in every
line of the poor drawn face and shrunken form. The brow was
furrowed, the breathing hard, the mouth dry and bloodless.
Upon the mind of the new-comer, possessed as it was with the
image of what David Grieve had been two short months before,
the effect of the SE_M'L'.'U']" was 1'!'151‘[111_\ -:‘.t'{'\\'hl‘ll!lih‘_f.

He fell on his knees beside the sleeper. But as he did so, he
I

“'.)lit'wi the black Iiliil'_‘ on the Ile»I‘, ,\[nn!lwl to jI' and took it up.
That it should be a loaded revolver seemed to him at that moment
the most natural thing in the world, little nsed as he personally
was to such possessions. He looked at it carefully, took out the
two cartridges it contained, put them into one pocket and the
revolver into the other.,

Then he laid his arm round the lad’s neck.

*Dayid !’

The young man woke direetly and sat up, shaking with terror
and excitement. He pushed his vigitor from him. looking at him
with defiance. Then he slipped his hand inside his coat and
sprang up with a ery.

‘ David !—dear boy—dear fellow !’

The voice penetrated the lad’s ear. He caught his visitor and
dragged him forward to the light. It fell on the twisted face and
wet eyes of Mr. Ancrum. So startling was the vision. so poignant
were the associations which it set vibrating. that David stood
staring and trembling, struck dumb.

‘ Oh, my poor lad ! my poor lad ! John wanted me to come
yesterday, and I delayed. I was a selfish wreteh. Now [ will
take you home.’

David T‘l“ again upon his "illif!‘. too feeble to H]i!‘:lk‘ too feeble
eéven to weep, the little remaining colour ebbing frem his cheeks,
The minister used all his strength, and laid him on the bed. Then
he rang and made even the callous and haughty madame, who
was presently summoned, listen to and obey him while he sent
for brandy and a doctor, and let the air of the night into the
stifling room.

CHAPTER XII

IN two or three days the E glish doctor who was attending
David strongly advised Mr. Anerum to get his charge home.
The fierce strain his youth had sustained acting through the
nervous system had disordered almost ¢ very bodily funetion, and
the collapse which followed Mr. Anerum’s appearance was severe.
He would lie in his bed motionless and speechless, volunteered no
confidence, and showed hardly any rallying power.

‘Get him out of this furnace and that doghole of a room,’
said the doctor. ‘He has come to grief here somehow—that's
plain. You won’t make anything of him till you move him.’

When the lad was at last stretched on the deck of a Channel
Steamer speeding to the English coast, and the sea breeze had

CHAP XII STORM AND STRESS

brought a faint touch of returning colour to his cheek. he asked
the question he had never yet had the physical energy to ask.

‘ Why did you come, and how did you find me ?*

Then it appeared that the old cashier at Heywood's bank, who
had taken a friendly interest in the young bookseller since the
opening of his account, had dropped a private word to John in
the course of conversation, which had alarmed that youth not a
little. His own last scrawl from David had puzzléd and dis-
quieted him, and he tway m: 1 off to Mr. Anerum to
consult. Whereupon the minister wrote cautiously and affection
ately to David asking for some prompt and full explanation of
things for his fri sake. The letter was, as we know. never
n]-i".ir'-l. and therefore never answered. \\'ch-:'r"!;llali John's jea
lous misery on Louie’s ace t and Mr. Anerum’s love for David
had so worked that er had broken in upon his scanty
savings and started for is at a few hours' notice. Onee in the
Rue Chantal he had come e on David's track.

Naturally he had i ired after Lonie as soon as David wasin
a condition to be ¢ d at all. The young man hesitated a
moment, then he said resolutely, ‘She is mar ,’ and would say
no more. Mr. Ancrum pressed the matter alittle, but his patient
merely shook his head, and the sight of him as he lay there on
the I.iv}‘.--w was soon enough to si e the minister.

On the evening before they left Paris he called for atelegraph

a message and paid the reply, but Mr. Ancrum saw

g of either. When the reply arrived David crushed it in

his hand with a strange look, half bitterness, half relief, and
flung it behind a piece of f re standing near.

Now, on the cool, win pt deck, he seemed more inclined
to talk than he had been yet. He asked questions about John
and the Lomaxes—he even inqu after Lucy, as to whom the
minister who had lately roy n acquaintance with Dora and
her father, begun throt yavid, could only answer vaguely that
he believed she was still in the south. But he volunteered no-
thing about his own affairs or the cause of the state in which
Mr. Ancrum had found him.

Every now i , indeed, as they stood together at the
side of the ve: I, David leaning he: rily it, his words
would fail him altogether, and he would be lef iring stupidly,
the great black eyes widening, the lower lip falling—over the
shifting brilliance of the sea.

Ancrum was almost sure too that in the darkness of their
last night in Paris there had been, hour after hour, a sound of
hard and stifled weeping, mingled with the noises from the
street and from the station ; and to-day the youth in the face
was more quenched than ever, in spite of the signs of reviving
health. There had been a woman in the case, of course : Louie
might have misbehaved herself : but after all the world is so
made that no sister can make a brother suffer as David had
evidently suffered—and then there was the revolver ! Abont this
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last, after one or two restless movements of search, which Mr.,
Ancrum interpreted, David had never asked, and the minister,
timid man of peace that he was, had resold it before leaving.

Well, it was a problem, and it must be left to time. Mean-
while Mr. Ancrum was certainly astonished that any love affair
should have had such a destructive voleanic power with the lad.
For it was no mere raw and sensuous nature, no idle and morbid
brain. One would have thought that so many different aptitudes
and capacities would have kept each other in check.

As they neared Manchester, David grew plainly restless and
ill at ease. He looked out sharply for the name of each succeed-
ing town, half turning afterwards, as though to speak to his
companion ; but it was not till they were within ten minutes of
the Central Station that he said—

‘John will want to know about Louie. She is married,—as |
told you,—to a French sculptor. 1 have handed over to her all
my father's money—that is why I drew it out.’

Mr. Ancrum edged up closer to him—all ears—waiting for
more. But there was nothing more.

* And you are satisfied 7’ he said at last.

David nodded and looked out of window intently.

‘ What is the man’s name ?°

David either did not or would not hear, and Mr. Ancrum let
him alone. But the news was startling. So the boy had stripped
himself, and must begin the world again as before! What had
that minx been after ?

Manchester again. David looked out eagerly from the cab,
his hand trembling on his knee, beads of perspiration on his face.

They turned up the narrow street, and there in the distance
to the right was the stall and the shop, and a figure on the steps.
Mr. Ancrum had sent a card before them, and John was on the
watch.

: The instant the cab stopped, and before the driver could
dismount, John had opened the door. Putfing his head in he
peered at the pair inside, and at the opposite seat, with his small
short-gighted eyes.

‘ Where is she?’ he said hoarsely, barring the way.

Mr. Ancrum looked at his companion, David had shrunk
back into the corner, with a white }”'“.L"l"l-: [ru.k‘ and said no-
thing. The minister interposed.

‘David will tell you all,” he said gently.
with him, and the bags. He is a sick man.’
. With a huge effort John controlled himself, and they got
inside. Then he shut the shop door and put his back against it.

‘Tell me where she is,” he repeated shortly.

‘She is married,’ David said in a low voice, but looking up
from the chair on which he had sunk. ‘By now—she is mar-
ried. I heard by telegram last night that all was arranged for
to-day.’ H

The lad opposite made a sharp, inarticulate sound which

‘First help me in
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startled the minister’s ear. Then clutching the handle of the
door, he resumed sharply—

¢ Who has she married 1’

The assumption of the right to question was arrogance itself
—strange in the dumb, retiring creature whom the minister had
hitherto known only as David’s slave and shadow !

‘A French sculptor,’” said David steadily, but propping his
head and hand against the counter, so as to avoid John's stare—
‘a man called Montjoie. I was a brute—I neglected her. She
got into his hands. Then I sent for all my money to bribe him
to marry her. And he has.’

* You—you blackguard!® eried John.

David straightened instinctively under the blow, and his eyes
met John's for one fierce moment. Then Mr. Ancrum thought he
would have fainted. The minister took rough hold of John by
the shoulders.

‘If you can't stay and hold your tongue,’ he said, ¢ you must
go. He is worn out with the journey, and I shall get him to
bed. Here’s some money : suppose you run to the house round
the corner, in Prince's Street; ask if they’ve got some strong
soup, and, if they have, hurry back with it. Come—look sharp.
And—one moment—you've been sleeping here, I suppose?
Well, I shall take your room for a bit, if that'll suit you. This
fellow’ll have to be looked after.’

The little lame creature spoke like one who meant to have his
way. John took the coin, hesitated, and stumbled out.

For days afterwards there was silence between him and David,
except for business directions. He avoided being in the shop
with his employer, and would stand for hours on the step,
ostensibly” watching the stall, but in reality doing no business
that he could help. Whenever Mr. Ancrum caught sight of him
he was leaning against the wall, his hat slouched over his eyes,
his hands in his pockets, utterly inert and listless, more like a
log than a human being. Still he was no less stont, Iumpish,
and pink-faced than before. His fate might have all the tragic
quality ; nature had none the less inexorably endowed him with
the externals of farce,

Meanwhile David dragged himself from his bed to the shop
;||],|l set to work to ]iif"n up ll]'u].\[n‘:] threads. '] Iil'l‘ll.\(u“h‘r-_ who
had been formerly interested in him, discovered his return, and
came in to inquire why he had been so long away, or, in the case
of one or two, whether he had executed certain commissions in
Paris. The explanation of illness, however, cireulated from the
first moment by Mr. Ancrum, and perforce adopted—though
with an inward rage and rebellion—by David himself, was amply
sufficient to cover his omissions and inattentions, and to ease his
resumption of his old place. His appearance indeed was still
ghastly. The skin of the face had the tightened, transparent
look of weakness: the eyes, reddened and sunk., showed but
little of their old splendour between the blue circles beneath and
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the heavy brows above; even the hair seemed. to have lost its
boyish curl, and fell in harsh, troublesome waves over the fore-
head, whence its owner was perpetually and impatiently [hnz sting
it back. All Ihr' bony structure of the face had been emphasise d
at the e Xpense of its young grace and bloom, and the new indi-
cations of moustache and beard did but add to its striking and
painful black and white. And the whole impression of l]mn"l
was wmp}r d by the melancholy aloofness, the shrinking distrust
with which eyes once ove ving with the frankness and eager-
ness of one of the most access of human souls now looked out
upon the world.

‘ Was it fever?’ said a young Owens Colleg e professor who
had taken a lively interest from the be ginning in Iln clever lad’s
venture. ‘Upon my word ! \.... do look pulled down. Paris
may be the first city in the world—it is an insanitary hole all the
same. So you never found time to inquire after those Molitre
editions for me?’

David racked his brains. What was it he had been asked to
do? He remembered half an hour's talk on one of those early
days with a bookseller on the Quai Voltaire—was it about this
commission? He could not recall.

‘ No, sir,” he said, st: unmering and flushing. ‘I believe I did
ask somewhere, but I can't remember.

*It’s very natural, very natural,’ said the professor kindly.
‘Never mind. T'll send you the particulars again, and yon can
keep your eyes open for me. And. look he , take your business
easy for a while. You'll get on you're sure to get on—if you
only recover your health.’

David opened the door for him in silence,

The reawakening of Id life i strange and slow.
When he first found himself bacl ks and catalogues,
his ledgers and }mml- S8 T T l‘..ffl he was h. wildered and im-
patient. W hat did t laborate x ith their cabalistic

signs and abbroy the iu-.-i[_\ of customers,

or the whereabouts of | 8, or the 1 tory of prices—mean or
matter ? He was * 4 man wi t a sense. Then the

pressure of cer \

money in the bank first put
his finaneial situation and f
All hope of a large and easy e

gone. The loss of

‘e been met out of the
He looked into
h not de ’Spe rate.
Iness was. of colurse,
n unl]an daily shifts
and small laborious ;u'-‘..:u..;n"n which he had begun.
But this factor in his state was ¥ ni' more profit to him at
the moment than any other. \\' uch homely medicines nature
and life can often do most fo
Such was Anerum’s belief, alw[ in consequence he showed a
very remarkable wisdom during these early days of David’s
return. ; i
‘As far as I can judge, there has been a bad shake to the
heart in more senses th; an one,’ had been the llr}' remark of the
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any left. Take care
an invalid of hi
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s for nervous system, it's a mercy he’s got
of hi:n. "1'.1( for Heaven’s sake don’t make
the finish.’

So that \11 m nl,- 1.:1 no "'1“\ opposition to the resumption

1:1 ht ll"E the

gh at first it P roduced a con-
de 1””’ ssion. But never day or
He saw that he ate and

drank ; he n-mnrn ed a few common-sense remedies for the nervous
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lad in his i
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Daddy and ot

1 would f; ave hidden even from
h kept Dora and

how to say an
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at suicide,
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up his hat one afternoon and,
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n of wind and rain,
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\ ly better?’
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] 1 ought to be out in such weather
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3 i e which could
ked Paris 7—what he
1 beer ? 10w long had he
h it le r. An some one know
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1 : Dora, wanted
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own sympathy—she was taken up, overwhelmed by these general
impressions. Inferences, details escaped her.

But as she touched on the matter of Louie, and they were now
at his own steps, he said to her hurriedly—

¢ Walk a little further, and I'll tell youn. John's in there.’

She opened her eyes, not understanding, and then demurred
a little on the ground of his health and the rain.

¢ Oh, I'm all right,’ he said impatiently. ¢ Look here, will
you walk to Chetham’s Library ? There'll be a quiet place there,
in the reading room—sure to be—where we can talk.’

She assented, and very soon they were mounting the black
oak stairs leading to this old corner of Manchester. At the top
of the stairs they saw in the distance, at the end of the passage
on to which open the readers’ studies, each with its lining of
folios and its oaken lattice, a librarian, who nodded to David,
and took a look at Dora. Further on they stumbled over a small
boy from the charity school who wished to lionise them over the
whole building, But when he had “been routed, they found the
beautiful panelled and painted reading-room quite empty, and
took llls.-‘a,i{.'-i-iiuu of it in peace. David led the way to an oriel
window he had become familiar with in the off-times of his first
years at Manchester, and they seated themselves there with a low
sloping desk between them, looking out on the wide rain-swept
yard outside, the buildings of the grammar-school, and the black
mass of the cathedral.

Manchester had never been more truly Manchester than on
this dark July afternoon, with its low shapeless clouds, its
darkness, wind, and pelting rain. David, staring out through
the lozenge panes at the familiar gloom beyond, was suddenly
earried by repulsion into the midst of a vision which was an
agony—of a spring forest cut by threadlike paths ; of a shade-
less sun : of a white city steeped in charm, in gaiety.

Dora watched him timidly, new perceptions and alarms
dawning in her.

¢ You were going to tell me about Louie,’ she said.

He returned to himself, and abruptly turned with his back to
the window, so that he saw the outer world no more,

¢ You heard that she was married ¢’

‘Yes.

¢She has married a brute. It was partly my fault. I
wanted to be rid of her; she got in my way. This man was in
the same house: I left her to herself, and partly, I believe, to
spite me, she went off with him. Then at the last when she
wouldn’t leave him I made her marry him. I bribed him to
marry her. And he did. I had just enough money to make it
worth his while. But he will ill-treat her; and she won't stay
with him. She will go from bad to worse.’

Dora drew back, with her hand on the desk, staring at him
with incredulous horror.

“ But you were ill 1’ she stammered.
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He shook his head.

tNove - v hatsn =

Never mind my being ill. T wanted you to know. becanse
you were good to her, and I'm not > ocrite
you. Nobody need know anytl
which is true. 1If I'd looked after 1

going to be a hypoerite to
g but that she's married,
t mightn't have happened

1
—perhaps. But I didn’t look after her—I couldn’t.?
His face . ned ir ] I 1 i \ P
_ His Tace, propped In his hands, was hidden from her. She
was in a wh of excitement
standing something, divini

Louie was always so s lled,’ she said trembling.

impression—under-

‘Aye. That 1‘111]1'1 maxe 1t any better. You remember all I

told you about her before? You know we didn't get on: she
wasn't nice to me, and I di suit her, I suppose. “Bu all l..lx'L
‘\.‘1-:“"'[-'1”“! know why, she's been on my mind from mur:siul-'
till night ; I've alws: ure, w, that she would L'uzu:
to harm ; and f{ WOIT, about
seemed ff” grow ones.'—He threw out the last
words after a pause, in which he had seemed to search for ‘--JlIll.'
phrase wherewith to fit the er [ his feelir ‘T took h .
to Paris to keep her « : b rather h: l'r-
L"Jnv..‘d-n.-w: but she would not ask you to take he l: iT:( 'n-l:;h[‘
:‘HU].II[J‘E leave her with John. Well, then, ,},._-‘ got in my un
I Milll'-\‘”f : and I le r 2o to the de There—it's done—done !’
3 z-!"n'tnllr[l:l;ttilk'I:II.'-1:' ::-I; t, '.sl:;-- l;';l-.!.u'i‘151‘1;1:11111‘::: the u.\k, !“*”»"
Humphry ("l"II!LIIl“I‘. .-'\““.“E‘I'_l.:"'l‘.:l} “.:L i gk e i
o sl _ .pa..._‘..\. 11-“.l‘ltl.jl.l"Lll". His Imanner
JIne. MEL €r Vpice nor expression had any of
pil M remorse.
Dora remained silent looking at him :
\\_:-re- I:I‘t‘x-wl tight against e * cheek
till they filled her
‘It is very sad
There was a pause.
o ]\‘Ilr‘;‘ll\‘\-llli *] ) are mos gs in this world, perhaps.
BLral Wanis. ses n just to lead us to misery sooner or later
And who gave them to us—who put us here with no choice im1‘
just to go on blunderi

her—well ! it has

her slender hands
; the tears rose slowly

ng n one I ile into another 2’
o It was as the 1 he had remembered her
i Id not, i itterness, refrain from an indiree
mprgh In from an indirect
X .'\l.w' Iu:" ].‘ur. what he said was strange and repellent to her
3ut her forlorn passion ng t i ithi :
: 1[1 _”1 o rn passion, so long n, eried within her ;
@ yure 1 7;11.4 \‘|| -3 ne A vAOT ne 9 ¥ ' + - 3 M !
im_\-_l eart was one prayer, one exquisite throb of pain and

‘Did some one deceive you?' she
words seemed j 1

‘No,~-

Then as he look
mind. Sympathy,
had always asso«

aal 1 1 |
asked, so low that the

3 : 1
ed 1nto the air.

""l ]“\
ess, these I]JEH:“ he
Instinetively he had
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chosen her for a friend long ago as soon as their first foolish
Spars were over,

But the impulse passed ;L\\':{_\'. He thought of her severity,
her religion, her middle-class canons and judgments, which
perhaps were all the stricter be cause of Daddy’s laxities. What
common ground between her and his passion, between her and
Elise? No! if he must speak—if, in the end, he proved too
weak to forbear wholly from speech—let it be to ears more
prac tised, and more hum:

So he e ':wnrfl back his words, and I’u!':L felt il!:-[‘:!_’l'l-l\'l_'ll\' that
he would tell her no more. Her consciousness of this was a
ming 'inl ht tio id relief ; it wounded her to feel that she
had so little comman 'I of him ; yet she dreaded what he might
say. Paris was a wicked place—so the world reported. Her
imagination, s ive, Christianised, ascetic, shrank from what
he might hay 5. Perhaps the woman shrank too. Instead,
she threw herself upon the thought, the bliss, that he was there
again beside her, restored, rescued from the gulf, if culf there
had been.

He went back to the subject of Louie, and told her as much
as a girl of Dora’s kind could be told of what he himself knew
of Lounie’s husband. In the course of his two days’ search for
them, which had included an interview with Madame Cervin; he
had become tolerably well acquainted with Montjoie’s public
character and career. Incidentally parts of the story of Louie’s
behaviour came in, and for one who knew her as Dora did, her
madness and wilfulness emerged, could be guessed at, little as
the brother intended to excuse himself thereby. How, indeed,
should he excuse himself? Louie's character was a fixed quan-
tity to be reckoned on by all who had dealings with her. One
might as well excuse oneself for letting a lunatic escape by the
pretext of his lunacy. Dora perfectly understood his tone. = Yet
in her heart of hearts she forgave him—for she knew not what !
—became his ch: I There was a iir'_\' .\]‘.;lt'plii'“' f self-
judgment, a settled ¢ ction of coming ill in all he said which
wrang her heart. And hu:‘.\‘ blanched he was by that unknown
misery ! How shoul 7, not forgive? It was the
impotence of he r--.\n feelir iz to express itself that swelled her
throat. And poor Lucy, too—ah ! poor Lucy.

Suddenly, as he was speaking, he noticed his (-;mplmuu more
closely, the shabbiness of the little black hat and jacket, the new
lines round the eyes and mouth.

* You have not been well,” he said abruptly. * How has your
father been going on?’

She started and tried to answer quietly. i-‘.u her nerves had
been shaken by their talk, and by that inward play of emotion
which had gone on out of his sight. Quite unexpectedly she broke
down, and covering her eyes with one hand, began to sob gently.

5 't do anything with him now, poor father,’ she said,
when she could control herself. ‘He won’t listen to me at all,
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The debts are beginning to be dreadful, and the business is roing
down fast. I don’t know what we shall do. And it all makes
him worse—drives him to drink

David thought a minute, lifted out of himself for the first time.

¢Shall T come to-night to see him 7’

‘Oh do !’ she said eagerly ; ‘come about nine o'clock. I will
tell him—perhaps that will keep him in.’

Then she went into more ‘1» 3 than she had yet done
named the creditors who were press told how her chureh-
m-u though she worked herself bli ht and day, could do
but little for them ; how both the resta ;n and the reading-
room were emptying, and she coul Id now get no servants to stay,
but Sarah, because of her father’s te !up I.

It seemed to as he listened t the story, with its sickened
hope and on-comin .':L'.--, was all in some strange way familiar ;
it or something like as to have !n\ll expected ; for him the
strange and i' rring thing now would have been to find a hap Py
person. A r morbid state when the mind h.ilr 4
I8 own I]nunl over 1] @ un

But Dora got up to go,

She was so }‘!uuh.. grateful to him that hr was :-!‘II_\ for ]uI
that he could spare a thought fr -' wn griefs for her.

As they went down the dark stairs toge , he asked after
Lucy. She was now stayi ith some rel s at Wakely, a
cotton town in the valley of the Irwell, Dora said : but she would
probably go back to Hastings for the wir . It was now settled
that she and her father could not eet on nd the stepmother
that was to be—Purcell, however, was taking his time—was
determined not to be bothered h her,

David listened with a cer liscomfort. ‘It was what she
lid for me,’” he thought, *that set him against her for good and

Old brute !?

Aloud he said: ‘I wrote to her, you know, and sent her that

book. She did write me a (queer r back—it was all dashes

and splashes—about the street " gs on the beach, and a
I ns. v remember why she hated

him so partic :

She answered his faint smile. Lue \‘ was a child for both of
‘}-- Im. '“'1 ‘N }n \-nvl\ t'» [4: the door of the E'.ll‘;h’JT. ]!!\T]"ill'_ﬂ as

and neglected the place looked.

Afterwards ctly he had left her—the weight ..c his pain
which had been li for an hour descended upon him agair
shutting the doors of the 3, leaving 1 alone within, face
to face with the little fi » which haunted him and night.
During the days sinc return from P he faculty of pro-
jective ii nation, whicl hl endowed his childhood with a
second world, and peoy nw} it with the lents and creatures of
his books, had grown to an abnormal st tl Behind the stage
on which he was now 1.‘,.1111“1 hering together the fragments
of his old life, it created for him another, where, amid scenes
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richly set and lit with perpetual summer, he lived with Elise,
walked with her, watched her, lay at her feet, quarrelled with
her, forgave her. His drama did not depend on memory alone,
or rather it was memory pas into creation. Within its bounds
he was himself and not h ; his part was loftier than any he
had ever played in reality ; his eloquence was no longer tongue-
tied—it flowed and pene His love might be cruel, but he
was on her level, nay, her master; he could reproach, wrestle
with, command her; and at the end evoke the pardoning flight
into each other’s arms—confess -rapture.

Till suddenly, poor fo ] shot from the bow of
memory—the image of a diligence r: r along a white road—
or of black rain-beaten quays, with the
—or of a hideous upper room with blue rep furniture where
could neither move nor breathe—would strike his dream to frag
ments, and as it fell to ruins withi im, his whole being would
become one tumult of delirium—angnish
with which the s 1 seemed to be wrestling for
life.

It was so to-day after he lef First the vision, the
enchantment—then the agony, ion which conld
hardly be kept down. He saw ing in the streets. He walked
on past the Exchange, where an unusual’ crowd was gathered,
elbowing his way through it mechanieally, but not in truth know-
ing that it was there.

When he reached the shop he ran past John, who was reading
a newspaper, up to his room and locked the door.

About an hour afterwards Mr. Anerum came in, all excite-
ment, a bateh of papers under his a

‘1t is going to be war, John! I tell you! and such a
war. They'll be beaten, those rarts, if there’s justice in
heaven. The streets are all f ; I could hardly get here;
everybody talking of how i affect Manchester. Time
enough to think about that ! t of selfish beasts we all
are! Where's David ¢’

‘Come in an hour ago!’ said John sullenly
upstairs.’

¢ Ah, he will have heard s are all over the place.’

The minister went upstairs an 1ocked at David’s door,

¢ David !’

¢ All right,” said a voice fr

¢ David, what do you t

‘ What news ?’ after a p "

‘ Why, the war, man ! Haven't 3 n the eve paper ¢’

No answer. The n ter stood lister Then
a tender look dawned .

¢ David, look here, I'll push you the paper under the door.
You're tired, I suppose—done yourself up with your walk ¢’

‘I'll be down to supper,’ said the voice from inside, shortly.
¢ Will you push in the paper ¢’

‘he went
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views of the superiority of the English morale to the French,
which had been so ably impressed upon him during his visit to
Manchester.

For after a,very short stay at Brussels the nephew had boldly
and suddenlysqushed over to England, and had spent a fortnight
in Barbier’s lofigings reconnoitering his uncle. As to the uncle,
Xavier had struck him, on closer inspection, as one of the most
dissolute young reprobates he had ever beheld. He had preached
to him like a father, holding up to him the image of his own
absent favourite, David Grieve, as a brilliant illustration of what
could be achieved even in this wicked world by morals and
capacity. And in the intervals.he had supplied the creature
with money and amused himself with his gaminerie from morning
till night. On their parting the uncle had with great frankness
confessed to the nephew the general opinion he had formed of
his character ; all the same they were now embarked on a tolera-
bly frequent correspondence; and Dubois’ ultimate chance of
(Jlﬂ!LiI!iil‘.: his unele’s savings, on the chasse of which he had
come to England, wounld have seemed to the cool observer by no
means small.

‘But now, look here,’ said Barbier, taking off his spectacles
to wipe away the ‘ merry tear’ which dimmed them, after the
recapitulation of Xavier'’s last letter, ‘no more nonsense! 1
come and have it out with that young man. I sent him to Paris,
and I'll know what he did there. He's not made of buriit sugar.
Of course he’s broken his heart—we all do. Serve him right.’

‘It’s easy to laugh,’ said Ancrum dryly, ‘only these young
fellows have sometimes an uncomfortable way of vindicating
their dignity by shooting themselves.’

Barbier started and looked interrogative.

¢ Now suppose you listen to me,’ said the minister,

And the two men resumed their patrol of Albert Square while
Ancrum described hig rescue of David. The story was simply
told but impressive. Barbier whistled, stared, and surrendered.
Nay, he went to the other extreme. He loved the absurd, but
he loved the romantic more. An hour before, David’s adven-
tures had been to him a subject of comic opera. As Ancrum
talked, they took on ‘the grand style,’ and at the end he could
no more have taken liberties with his old pupil than with the
hero of the Nuif de Mai. He became excited, sympathetic, de-
clamatory, fore open old sores, and Mr. Ancrum had great diffi-
culty in getting rid of him.

So now the minister was sitting at home meditatingss Through
the .'tT[I],r'r\'lihl']'l‘ of Ill""!r{f'l'_\' with which Dubois had vested the
story he saw the outlines of it with some clearness.

CHAPTER XIII
IN the midst of his meditations, however, the minister did not

forget to send John out for David’s supper, and when David
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- 1 1 * 2 .
appeared, white, haggard, and exhausted, it was.to find himself
thought for with a care like a woman’s. The lad. bei

e sick ar
by B He sick and
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‘You ought » in your * said Anerum, protesting
almost for the first ti ), ‘and it’s there you will be—tie d by the
leg—if you don't take a decent care of vourself.’ i

David took no notice and went. He dragged himself to the
German Athensum, of which he had become a member in the
first flush of his ieritance, There were the telegrams from
Paris, and an eager crowd reading and discuss them. As he
]-‘h]!-"l his way in at last and read, the whole s ene rose before
him as though he were there—the summer boulevards with their
trees and kiosks, the moving crowds, the shouts. the * Marseil-
laise’—the blind infection ness of it all. And one short
fortnight ago, ; sould » guessed that such
a day was alread ] !

¥, erwards, r, he talked to Elise
about it,—plac levards with the rest, and
himself beside r from the throng. Hour by hour,
this morbid I ! provided an
outlet for passion, ¢
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