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and before 1 was aware of his intention, struck me amartly
on the right ehesk. Wouald ta (Gad 1 could biot oat from the
record :fmy lite and memory the scene which followed
The blow from the stick ea s stinging pain in my cheek,
and laft &« mark which I shall earry to my grave, and the
biow runsed #ll my worst pussions.  In & moment I bad
drawn the revolver from my pockst—alshongh ap to this
time I had almost forgotten it was there—and presented it
at Franeis Dixen'’s I solemnly swear now, as I hope
for forgivensss, that I hed no intention in that instant of
neing the weapon otherwise than to intimidate him, bat in
my state of nervons excitement my finger pressed involun-
tarily on the trigger. [ heard thereport of the pistol, and saw
Mr Dixon fall, aa I imagined, dead at my feet. Horrified at
what I had done, I rushed like & madinan from the spot,
throwing the pistol from me as | ran, and heard it fall with a
splash in the lake near by, For miles and miles I seemed
to have run that night, bat as daylight dawned I found
that, instead of being thirty or forty miles from Finchley, I
had in my escitement only been describing circles in my
wanderings, and was within abont twelve miles of the fatal
spot where [ haul taken a fellow.creatnre's Jife. 1 called at
a suiall rondeide inn, and asked the landlady to give me &
drink of soniething warm, and then I hurried on again with
redoubled apeed. I waoted to get back to Londen, but
waa afraid 1o take the train.
good many miles on the road, I foond myself at last in the
vicinity of & railway station, and in anawer to an inquiri
of mine, the porter eivilly informed ne that a train wonl
leave in a few minutes for London. [ took the train, and
in due course arrived safe at home. My wife, who had just
returned from a visit to her friends, started with amaze-
ment when she saw how ill I waa looking, but wrongly at-
tributed my altered appearance to the fact that 1 was leav-
ing my tountry with disgrace hanging over my head, conse-
guent on my dismissal from my uncle’s eatabliahnient.

When the daily papers ¢came out that morning I procared
a copy and eagerly scanued ite columns, dreading to see an
account of the discovery of Mr Dixon's body. failed to
find any notice in the morning’s paper, but in the first
edition of an evening paper my eyes encountered the dread
words ‘ Snapected marder at Finchley, Gentleman fonnd
shot throngh the tenple, ete., ete.  £100 reward offered for
the apprebension and conviction of the marderer.' On read-
iny it carefully through I could gather pe information as to
whether the police had any clue or otherwise. My great
fear waa that, should the pistol be missed or fonnd, sus-
picion would rest upon my father, then fear for personal
safety overpowered every other sensation, and I bhegan to
wonder whether, when my father shonld miss the revolver
from his room, my mother would tell him of my visit. If
she should do a0 snepicion might point to me, and I knew only
too well what thé result of that smspicion wonld mean,
and if anyone at Finchley should know that the dead man
and I had been acquainted with each other, and should also
koow of the quarrel which had taken place, my chances of
escape would be very limited. Two days after this terrible
event my wife and I sailed for Anstralia, and nearly five
months elapsed before I had an o portnnitf of seeing & home
paper, and there read that Mr Gerald Olphert, a barrister
residing at Finchley, bad been arrested on snspicion, charged
with the aurder of Mr Dixon, and had been tried and ac-
guitted. I knew the gentieman mentioned, having met him
on several occasions in the gronnds of Oakteld Grange when
I had been visiting my parents, and was surprised to learn
that by coe of those singular coincidences—which so often

to s miscarrisge of justice—the circnmstantial evidence
brought forward at the trial actually pointed, almest con-
clusively, to him se the real criminal.

After we had been in the colony a few months my wife
and I proceeded to Sydoey, where I managed to secure
profitable employment; but the unbappy secret which 1
carried was preying upon my wind and undermining my
health, so that fconld nob rest Jopg in one place, but was
continually changing our_guarters. We eventually came
to Melbourne, and when T was out walking one day I saw
& gentleman whom I Bt once recoguised as Mr Gerald Ol-

hert. My first impolse was to eseape from the place, be-
ieving that he must bave come to Melbource with the in-
tention of tracking me down. Instead of running from
bim, howerer, I atellljped into & ahnﬁ to make a purchase of
some urticle, and when he passed by I cawe out and fol-
lowed hint to a certain hotel, where, as1 afterwards lenrned,
be was in the habit of staying. I alsc macertained that he
Lad entered into partnership with snother gentleman, and
that they were engaged in the legal profession in Melbonrne.
The next day I wrote ont this confession, and decided
1o forward it to Mr Olpbert, io the meantime remov-
ing my wife to some other part of the colony, Having
enclosed the mannseript in an envelope, I sealed it,
and placed it carefully away in the box where yon found it.
On the following day I was naable to rise from my bed. and
for weeks after I lay there t.ossin% and moaning, a victin: to
typhoid fever. Yhen at length ] managed to crawl about
again I was bat n shadow of my former self, and the fever
bad s0 undermined my nervous eystem that it was many a
long weary week before I was fit to resume my usual avoca-
tions, and by this time my place was filled by another, and
1 waa compelled to look for empleyment elsewhere. Never
can [ forgey the utter wretchedness, the grinding poverty,
the bitter, blank despair of that time, From eight o’clock
in the morning till five o'clock at night did I tramp the
streets of Melboarne in search of work, ooly to return to our
humble abodle epach night ntterly wornontio body, and feeling
a3 if my brain was- on fire. Nurmberless were the advertice-
ments 1| answered, 1arely receiving any respopse. 1 was
willing enough to work, and necessity would have made me
glad to welcome any kind of employment, bat in the fierce,
maddeniogstraggle for existence which was incessantlygning
on,Ifound the problem of living becoming more and mote difti-
cult to solve, and as our funds lessened it soon becams
obricusly neceseary to part with some of cor formiture
in order that we might be ewalled to keep body mnd
soul together, Bit by bit ocur little home was broken
up, ontil at lest my wife acd were compelled to
IeTuove to s cheaper locality, and when st length a neigh-
bounring tailor—almost s poor and wretched sa ourselves—
suggested that my wife should nﬁply to his employer for
work to do at home, my wife ¢maght at the saggestion with
&0 eagerness which nothiog but extreme poverty could have
ever generated ; med | inymelf had become so prostrated by
frequent attacks of illnesn and insuficient food that I was
Lot in A position to offer any objection to thescheime. What
we suffered during that pericd nonme can understand but
those who have passed throngh the fiery ordeal themselves.

owever, after getting a.

To eke ont & bare exintence my wile has boen obliged te
toil from daylight to midnight, and her life duiing that
time has been & liring martyrdom ; bat enongh of our own
troobles. Thave written thia confession with the hope that
by ite sid Mr Gerald Olphert may, on his retnm to his
pative land, clear hia name from all snspicion. | have never
told my wife the secret, nor from anything which she han
said could [ yather that I had unwittingly parted with it in
the cdelirinms of fever, and as we sank [ower and lower in
the social seale I hadn't the heart to add o her burdens by
disclosing my secrot. My last request—the request of &
dying man-—is that Mr Olphert will, as he hopes for for.
giveneaa himself, try and forgive me for the great wrong
which I have inflicted upon him. (od knows 1 too have
naffered, and I pray that I may soon be ay rest. My life
has been & lung series of mistakes and follies, and if I could
only know that my wife was piaced in a position to retorn
to her friends in the old country, I should be content to lay
the burden down,

I do herebycertify that the within written confession is the
whole truth, and nothing but the troth, as God is my wit-
Tess.,

{Signed) . JOHX ALFRED FENTOX,

CHAPTER XX,
CONCLUSION,

As the lawyer laid down the manuscript an ominons gurg-
ling sound iesuiny from the lips of the invalid on the bed
cansed both himeelf and the other inwates of the zoom to
rash towards the unhappy tman, and az Mra Fenton with a
sobbing cry threw herself on her kpees by the bedeide, a
spasrn of pain passed over her husband'a featurea, and in
another moment John Fenton had passed to the shadow-Iand
* where the wicked cease from tronbliog, and the weary are
at rest.’

- - L . - - *

It wan with very mingled feelings that Gerald Olphert had
listened to the confescion of the gamekeeper's son, but the
tragic conclusion drove from his Lreast every other feeling
buat that of intense pity for the misguided man aud his un-
fortunate wife. After defraying all expenses in conuection
with the funeral, Gerald’s next atep was to book a passage
for Mrs Fenton in one of the homeward-bound vessels, and
not many weeks afterwarda ha himself bade farewell to Aus-
tralian shores, and before the year hed closed there was a
quiet wedding at Finchley, at which Gerald Olphert and
Conatance Oakfield figured ma the principa! performers.
Needless to add that the Squire, when he learned the truth
abont Gerald, was only too pleased to give his consent to his
daughter’s marriage, and amongst other gueats who witnessed
the ceremony, were Gerald’s old friends Stanley Grahame,
Major Stuart, aod the celebrated London physician, Dr,
‘Wm. Oaktield, and his charming wife.

Poor M:a Fenton, the mother of John Fenton, never lived
to hear the full particulara of her son's confession, as she died
& few days Srior to Grerald’s arrival from Anstralia. As for
ber hosband, when he learned the extent of his son's guilt
he requested Squire Oskfield to allow bim to resign his
Eosition at Finchley, a8 he intended to leave the neighbour-

ood. The Squire granted Lis request, conditionally that
he would accept a position on an estate belonging to him
(the Squire) which waa pitnated in another connty.

Conetance Qakfield had felt keenly the separation from
her lover, and the experience through which she had been
ealled to pass during those twe years bad imparted to her
character a strength which could have come only through
personal suifering. Dun'.ni.{ that time of ordeal Conatance
bad devoted & considerable portion of her leisure to the
etudy of that strata of humanity to be found in and arcund
Finchley, and recognized under bhe‘ﬁeneral beading of the
* working class,’” and the exercise had made a deep impres-
sion on her character. Edacated to believe in the divine
right of wealth and rack to the worship and service of its
leas favoured brethren, Constance noted, with ever-increas-
ing wonderment, the domestic tragedies, the heroic ncts of
self-eacrifice, the daily sad bhourly renonncement of personal
gratification for the sake of a loved child, or for az impe.
cunious neighbour, and the thousand and one acts of charity
which oecurred amopgst her father’s tenants, apd in the
homes of the factary folk at Finchley ; and the more she
pondered over these things the greater seemed her own
senae of responsibility, and Gerald declares that he will be
forced to take his wife to Anstralia or New Zealand, where
her demoeratic notions will be more appreciated than
amongst the élite of fashionable Finchley.

(THE ENP.)

THE SABBATH'S MUSIC.

How softly on the evening air

Come the aweet chimes of distant bells,
Uprisiog from the house of prayer,

?n music's soft and solemn awells.

The sound seemed to oy boyhood's ears
Some symphony from seraph hands,
Or the sweet music of the apheres,
As heard by earth’s enraptured bands.

How often at the twilight hour,
Wheun eolemn stillners reigned around,
My heart has fals the wondrous power
Of their sweet, softly southiog eonnd.

The air seems tremulons with tounea
() melody aluiocst divine;

Like that the wondrons statne owns,
Whene'er her God eniiles on the shrine,

And Echo's myriaid veiced deep choir,
Enthroned among these ancient hills,
Takes np the strain—au answering lyre—

And all the air with music fills.

Aud sa the shadows fall apace,
Avd darkness o'er the tandscape flings,
Fond Faney fils the vibrant space
With ruatling soft of anyels’ wings.
W. W. MatorT,

CONCERNING THE SHOPCIRL.

DOURTLEss it ie the proud prerogative of the female nex to
cover the nuale with coufusion and shamelacedness when-
over it seemn desirable 8o to do. No man that ever lived,
w‘]nel.her a puteatate, & prieat, or & gay Luthario, could keep
hia tountenance in serene digpity if & woman—a real, bright
saucy woman-—determined to disconecert him.  Some women
do not know this. 1t is & dispensation of merciful Provi-
dence that they do not wll realize their power. Rut av
!hopglrl that ever trad shoe leather or wore & patent folding-
chair nuder her skirta, was ever known to ignorant of
her power. The calnisuavity with which a pert, black eyed
minx bebhind the connter ean make a nuan buy gloves four
sizes tuo amall for hini, and blush for having asked for the
siza he really wanted, would be am)ie atock in trade for s
candidate for Congresa,

When & man is misguided enongh to go into one of the
shopa where shopgirls werk, no matter how simple hia errand
bie will be willing to swenr, when he comes out, that there
are at Jeast seventy-five girls in that particular place. More-
over, the one that” waited on him across the connter is the
“cussedeat’ one of the lot. S much he knows positively.
He will come out bumbled and abashed, weeping in agony
and entirely willing to he arrested by the mearest pulice-
wan.

Now, no man ¢oald think of a sitnpler thing in the world
to do than to go into a store and buy a large darning needle
for & cent. That is, no man that hasn't tried it couk’l;. Juat
let him try it, The lady who rules over my housebold
asked me to clo it once, and I tried it. By actual connt
I went into seven stores where cloth and feminine under-
garaents and all sorts of faney goods were displayed in the
window before | could find a place where duarniog needles
were sold.  And the contnmelious scorn which the shopgirls
in those seven places threw into their politely worded
answers waa enough to drive St. John ta drink. ad when
I found the right place, and one of the fairies had wrapped
the needle in paper and giveu ine my ehange, she shot one
glance at nie which told me f]ninly enoughk that | was in a
poor busicess. 1 was simply ohliged to tell her that my
wife was in the econatry and couldn't come to town that day,
and that I was doing Ler—that is, my wile—a great favour
by gettiog the needle, And she smiled (the akop girl) and
I felt meaner than ever.,

And the needle wasn't the right kind when I took it
hore.

Tt was a little thing, ob ! my brethren, but it was typieal
of & most hmportant class of events. Dehind & counter a
shopgirl is clothed with an awful majesty of anthority, be-
fore which any mere man must craw!.

Shop girls, for sowe inscrutable reason, always call them-
selves, and itelst wpon being called, 'salesladies.’ Tt is
just as if the boatinan whe rows you across the river shonld
throw you overboard becanse you don’t speak of liim as the
ferry gentleman. Male elerke don't call themselves sales-
gentlemen, whether they are gentlemen or not. It doesn’t
oceur to them, and they wouldan't do it if they thought of it,
but a woman will think of ungodly queer things under any
cireumstances, and the queerer the things are the more apt
she ia tn do then.

But bhowever crazy with bewilderment and rare and
mortified vanity a man may be after he has been waited on
by a shopgirl, his upsettedbess does not approach the fury
of & woman who has been shopping, and who has any words
with a shopgirl. Let a shopgirl sell her the wrong shade
of a ribbon, or returo & pert answer to some request, no
matter how onreasonable, and that woman will not only
pour out the vials of her wrath on the shopgisl, aed it may
be complain to the Hoor walker and trg to get the girl dis-
charged, but she will go home and pather her family about
her and spatter and explain, and repeat, add have & whole-
sale indignation meetin‘f. windiog up with resolutions of
denunciations that would raise the hair of an anarchist.

A man doesn’t do that. He can't.  He feels ro small
that he gets away on his metaphorical hands and kuees and

oes to the pearest pinoery and picks a guarrel with the
rkeeper so a= to restore his moral tone.

And the shopuirl goes on, superbly and supremely in-
ditferent, and eells more goeds and has her wapes maised a
dollar & week at the emF of ten years aod ﬁnnllg nzarries,
In the novels she always marries the proprietor, but as the
laws of the land forbid even the proprietor of a dry pouds
stare to marry all his shopgirls sonie of them have to select
other husbands.

Loog before marrving oecurs, however, there is smple op-
portunities for B shop girl to be a heroine, and many and
maey a ooe of them does that very thing. Stand n few
minntes on Sixth avenue, near some of the big stores, early
on & cold morbing, and watch them as they go by. Itis
not hard for one who kbowa city life Lo see ia the throng all
the iptigite possibilities of rowance. And the pathos that
invests rome of the slender, poorly elad tigures that hurry
past, is bevond writing.

Hundrede and thousands of them come from homes of the
very humblest, where their slender pittance is a good por-
tion of the family income—perhaps constitutes the acle re-
liance of one, twu or three and the girl herself, Sheis
trained to poverty and privatios. She is pglad to work,
early nnd late, for & wage that ia barely sullicient to buy
food. She is faithful, Drave, self-relinnt and, nbove all,
chaste. The priceless 1l of a spotless reputation is
literally alt ahe has of riches, and holdiog that firmly, she
fights back with weak, slender hands the demons of want,
temptation and even devpair. The petty cares that assail
women, nore than men, are all hers, and in additinon she
bears the burden of B business service that would wear out
strong nien. ‘The wouder is nos that she is sometimes too
weak and weary o be pleasant, but that she should ever
smile,

Yet envile she does, The plorions heritage of youth is
hers, aod Nature, that plants violets io the crevicesofa
rock, will bring bappiness inta the most sterile lives. The
shop girl bus her joys. They nmay seem as poor to niore
fortunate pecple as her trinls nre yreat, but they are gleaims
of sunshine to her, and for her as for her richer sister, there
is Rlways a prospect of that supreme happiness of life,

What is tﬁlhf

Well, she knows.

The New High Arm Daris Vertical Feed in uknowledg:d
by sxparta to be the most parfect Bewlong Machine the World bha«
yat seen, ~ADVT.



