13

THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIG

Bxturday, Jannary §, 1904

thing ts eertaing I can't stop hera; I
must go down mnd ses him*

Is happened that It was one of the
fogiriest moruings ever konown in a late
autumn; it was absolutely impoasible
for anyone to . gee wcross tha street,
even that aristueratic street wherein
Miss Phyllis Holt lived. When, in coursa
of time, sha managed to find a haansom
ctb, the wan suggested, when she gave
him the address, that he woui:d <o lis
best, but added, cheerfully—Uon’t you
blanie me, Miss, if we bueps inte any-
1hink I"

Flie Temple ia an awkward place to
flnd one's way about in; theieé are so
Mmany courts aod alleys, gl little pus-
pagesd anil staircases; ou u fuggy morn-
fog (und the fog was thicker ihan
ever down in leet-atrect) it is still
more diftivult. Hut at last hyllis found

her way up that kmg il of staira
which led to bhe chamber ¢ (iifberk
Kenshuw; suw the name in de patat

dimly vn the deor; and knuciied. For
Mr Kensbuw was =0 poor that, as a
matler of fact, ke lived in 1ke chambers
which he was supposed to use solely
for professional purposes.

A Loy upened the deor, and came aut
fnto the fog on the slaircuse to look
at luer. Aller sowe small delny, ha
asked Ler to cone tn; and she followed
him inlo ihe reom, which was half sit-
ting-recm and haif oiber. and  looked

gboul her. One gas jet was burning,
aud, cciipicuous 90 4 siesk among a pile
of buo’.a and papera, was a  glastly-
lookiug wig Llock, with a very new-
looking larrialer's wiy upsa it; fung

over Lhe back of a2 chivir wos the black
stuff fown wlich belonged to it.

“ls Me Heonshbaw in?” asked Phyllis
of Lthe boy.

“Ain't uever bin out this forimizlt”
repliad the bow, who wns of a freckled
wapect with very sharp features. “If
You arsl. me, ’e won’t never go ont ne
tmore; simply wearin® 'laself away, ’e is.
An® i aluo at ten-thirky shurp in fmith
¥. ‘Lectrie Syndiente.  Jist my luek;
§f "e’d wnly nipped in all right, the nvver
boys monldu’t 'ave 'ad no charnee to
chip me ubout Yim, an’ tell me I wosp'd
sarnin’ me wages. Jist iy Juck!®

“Wliere ia Mr Kenshaw?t”

“In bed,” retorted the boy. “Ola
Pails nn” Braoms says "c’s bin ravin® en'
shoutin’ about the rase, an' about some

ol "

“Bor, answer me carefully and quick-
Iy, and Il give yuun mare mouev than
¥ou could carn in & week,” said Phyllis,
with o little gasp. “When Mr Kenshaw
ﬁoes into Court, what does he have to

0%

“Sit down and read the paper) re-
plied the boy. “I carrica Lhe bloo bag,
47" ruslics up to *im constlant, nn’ whis-
bera in 'is enr, as though ol Chanecry

BLE WaE 'avin' its traftie strpped an s
account—siine ns them doctora they
fetches out o’ church in n 7urry to resd
the tomlbstones, to remind “em of thejr
patienta”

“Dut other genilemen, who have to
talk to the Judzes— what do theg dot”

“They stauds up—summink like this
fere”— ibhe boy threw himself into an at-
ttude, with one band thrust ints :he
bresst of his small jacket—*an’ they
says—"iay it please yer Iwdship—T ap-

enfa [or Ho-awd-so—an’ the uvver side

unno w'ere they ave'—or sunenink to
that clicel™

“Do you knmow anything about thia
cane T asked Phyllis. “It is now fifleen
minttes past ten o'clock, and Mr Kon-
shaw ahould be in Court at the half-
hDul’.”

“Waell, If "s went in am "e in now—
wot a rusk there'd be on the evenin’
papers,” sugmested the boy. “Woib of
it, Miant™

“If you can tell me, in Bve minutes,
what the case ia ali sbout—and how I
have to begin—and anything that's nae-
ful—J'll give you—anything you like to
ask for. You see—a friend of mina
is going to take the casg—just to help
Mr Kenshaw.”

At that moment a voice from ihe
jnner rvom criea out, in & sort of weak
roar—“Shipperi®

*Iiai’s 1ne!™ exclaimed the boy: and
disappeared  through ihe doorway.
Phylls, listening and longing, heard but
o few words of what passed inside.

“8kipper—my wig and gvwn. I've
got to get up, Skipper; I've got to win
the case—and win semething else at tha
same time. if only this head of mine
would keep still! Givea me my wig and
gownt” .

“They've put the case orf, gnv-ner,”
saick the Loy earneatly. “They were so
anxious vouw should tell ’em wot you
thought of ’em that they wouldo't go
on.  They’ve put it orl fer & week.™

“That's pgooud, Skipper—that's finel™”
ecame the weak woivce from the inmer
room. “F'll he all right in a week,
right as rain!”*

The boy camo out into the room
ggain, and closed the door. “CGorn o
sleep like a lamb,™ he hegan; and thenm
saddenly staried back, and eried out.

Before him stood Mies Phyllis Ilolt,
in  an  altogether incongrucus dress.
Her bright hair had beea twisted up,
anod laid fiat to ler head, and the very
pew burrister's wig was settied firmly
over it. The gown was drawn over her
alioulderd, and fell over her dark dressj
in that uncertain light, sha locked =
very prescntable, althuugh rather young,
member of the Junior Bar,

“Now, Skipper, sit down, and tell me
as rupidly &8 possible what I have to
do; then take me into Court, apd show
me swhera I am to eit. Den’t stare at
me like that, Bkipper,'—Fhylis was
balf crying, but very resvlute—“you've
got to help me,and to help Mr Kenshaw,”

Naturally, Muster Bkipper knew tha
case by heart; in fact, his master had
practised upon him one or two rather
fine gnceches, on mora than oue occa-
sion. B0 they went at it hammer and
tongs, until the hand of the little clock
en ihe wmantelpicce poioted fo the half-
Liour. Then Phyllis sprang up, and pull-
ed her gown about her, and prepared to
pet oui.

“I am glad ¥ went in fer the Lor!”
exclaimed Skipper, as they prepared to
start. “Didn’t Loow there was "ulf so
mch fun in ik. Na, Miss, you don’t put
nothink on yer 'ead; you goes acrosa
jist like you are. Lucky il's foggy—
might bLa the middle ¢’ the night”

How I'hyllia ever got into the Courd
at all -she scarcely know. She had a
dim vision ¢f n stern-looking gentleman
in a wig, ecated fa1 away above her, and
secming 4o fix his eyes intently upon
her face; she found heraelf, {reinbling
and slrie vz, sealed among  several
barristers  who were wllporing  to-

gether; bafore her eyes was & very largw
marn, in & wig and gown, prosing away
at great length upon something she did
mot in ths least underatand. Tha gens
tleman in tha wig sbove her aspoks
shortly and sharply for a moment or
two, and thers was & movement in
Court; then shs underatood that that
particular case was finished. Then
someona called owt—*“8Bmith v, Electria
Syndicate”—and, cutching the eye of the
atiendant Skipper, she got to her feet,
with something hard and painful beat-
ing in her 4¢cmples.

“May it please your Judship—J appear
—that is te say—*

Bomeons clze was speaking, which was
Jjust ams well, perkaps. For tha Courk
seemed to be pinning round and round,
and the Judge to be dancing up and
down from the Bench to the ceiling. As
the new barrister fell back, the sirange
thing was that & strong and frieadly
arm went round the stuff gown, and =
voice sha knew spoke in her ear,

“It’s all right—play the game n mo-
ment loager, litile woman, and well
get you out comforiably™

The other speaker had applied for am
adjourment; ceriain evidence hed nok
{et been collected. The Judge clesred

is throat of the fog and peered down to
where the barristers were aitting.

“I regret to mey, m' lud, that my
learned friend Mr Kenshaw is overcome
with faintnees, and quite unabie te pro-
eceed. 1fe raises no objection whatever
to the adjournment.” Of course, it
nwas all part of the faininess, but

Phyllis had a curious feeling that the

man who spoks on her behalf bhad ibe
voice of Jobkn Mediow. lore tham
that, it was the voice of John
Medlow again that whirpered in her exr
to have courage, =za ahe got out of
Court, aupported strongly by his srm.

Johm said never & word, until they
were back agmin in Gilbert Keosbaw's
clrambers. Then he laughed, and ssid
something ridieulously compljmentlry‘
and then be laughed again. “Lucky
happened to be next to yon,” he said

“But # wasn't any good, after all™
anid Phylli, with a little mob.

“Wasn't it! Why—you've got the
cuss  adjourned—the very thing yom
wanted. You've helped Gilberd im-
mensely; thig'll put him op hisv legs
again”

“You don"t really mean Lhet 7

“Don’t 1! Den't take off that wig

0 in and see him, just as you zre. T

tm you've been fighting a baitle for
him; tell him -what you've donm
Above all”™—he drepped a hand on hew
shoulder as he spoke—“tell him whad
you mean to do; don't stend any non-
Benge from him}” .

He opened the door of the inner rm:a
and gently thrust her in; then elo
the door mgmin. And the curious thing
has to be recorded that from that howr
Mr Gilbert Kenshaw began to get welly
and the atill more curious fact thak
when, a fortnight later, ha appeared im
Court, he won his case, and won it well,
And Phyllis Holt sat (not amcng the
barristers this time) and lstened; and
was probahbly the proudest snd bappiead
little woman in England.
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Nettoyage a Sec.
THE AZOVE ILLUSTRATION HEPRESENTE OUR NEWLY-IMPORTED

APPLIANGES FOR FRENCH DRY CLEANING.

The only ones In Auckland, if not In the colomy.

LADIES cen now hava their most elaborats
BLOUSES, eto., done by this procesa. No part of the lnings, trimmingy. or srnumen|

JOSTUMES, FANOY DRESXR:

CAPEH,

need

removed 3 the gouds are not. shrnnk or aitered in shape: the lusire and finish aro preserved;

the mest deticate colovrs are not injured,

GENTLEMIN'S DRESS CLOTHES and BUMMER SUITS sstisfactorlly manipulated s

the sAlue mADDer,

D. & A. BROWN,

Weorks: GQRAFTON TERRACE, AVOGKLAND,

Hran.Orisn CLEAWARE AND DYERS,

Shortland Street.
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®elinlle Movamant, 18k, Gold Cave,
bosulitully conmetiod jo ouiursl
-

Price, £8 10s8.
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i

See
Theml!

rignt as Sutmmr Sunshine,

Qur New Goods make our Store a Fairy Land of Gold and
Silver Brilliancy, with Art, &tyle, and Novelty thrown in.

WATCHES

ELECTRO-PLATE

an RSt ovelties {
d A:stie Novelt ! CLOCKS Price
suitable for Xmas. | List
¥ JEWELLERY
Call and ¥ SILVERWARE Free
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BY TIIE BEST MAKERA
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BARTLETT’S

Application

222 QUEEN STREET,
AUCKLAND.

Pearl Heart
Pendant ana
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