
him she transfixed the unhappy young man with amagnificent look
of mingled scornand indignation."

Sir.
'

she said, 'have you amotherI
"

"
No." said Norway, whohad risen at her reproach."'Ihave no

mother?"
'■'Haveyouasister ?""

No ; nosister,''"
Haveyou a wife, then?" persisted the young lady, withgrow-

ing resentment."No," said Norway,andhis ownvoice sounded strangely tohim;'"Ihaveno wife."
"Well, have you aheart ?" she askedat last, indesperation.
Tbe young nun wassilent. Ho looked at her, but for oncehe,

fiuud it impossible to speak. Of course she had utterly forgotten
him ;hehad expected that. But it seemed to him, now they were
once more faco to face, that the night of the fire was but yesterday
instead of sevenyears past. Something,in his face, grave,earnest,
and moat appealing, touchedthe young lady witha Blight wonder."

WhatImean is,h >w canyou do such things ?" she went on;
for having gone sofar, she wasunable tostop.

"What things?"
"Why, pry into other people'ssecrets. Papa said it would kill

himif itshouldget out. And to-morrow it will be allover town and
in thepapers. Oa 1 OhI You are cruel. You are heartless. You
cannot be a gentleman."

Words fail to describe Norway's sensations as he listened. He
had sometimes been guilty of indulging in romantic dreams of the
time when he might, perchance, meetbis unknownprotege,butthey
bad never pictured tbe event under conditions like these. la his
misery and humiliation he was fain to put the burde iof responsi-
bility an Mr.Thome;andif thoughts could kill, itis probiblethat
the Pro and Con would havebeen suddenly deprivedof itsable and
enterprising editor. But at thatmoment Norway took a desperate
resolve." Miss Berthold," he said. "haveyou everheard the storyof the
wise foe and foolish friend ?

"
■'No, sir," said the young lady coldly." Will you kindly allow me to relate it while Iam waiting7

Thank you. A certainking wholived inancienttime jbad a favourite
ape. Tbe animal was very fondof him,and was with him nigbt and
day. Onsnight a robber effected anentrance into the royalchamber
in the hope that he mi^ht eicape with someof tbe court jewels. As
he entered ahuge spiderdescended from the ceiling on his invisible
web,and droppe1 upon tbe foreheadof the sleeping king. The ape
enraged that so vile a thing should toucb his belo>ed master, seized
a stout staff wbich lay near, and, raising it above his head, would
have killed the unconscious monarch, but that the robbersprangfor-
ward and arrested theblow. Tbe king awakening, and learning tbe
cause oftteconfusion, commanded that the ape should bekilled,but
rewarded the robber.

'For,' said he, "my petted favourite, with
gcoi intentions, would haveput me to death;but thou,coming with
badintentions,hast savedmy life. Better isa wise foe thana foolish
friend.'

"

Norway related this simple story in a low, impressive voice that
vras initself a work of art. Miss Berlhold listened, first with polite
toleration, then withsomeslight interest."

Tbat isa very goodsDory. And the moral is that you are a
wise foe V" If [ may not b3considered in a fiienil/ light, Icertainly,
would c >vet that distiacioi. Bu let in "aid that,rather thanbring
unfavouiable no'onety upon your ftmily,Iwill cut off my right
haul. Ityou pos tlvely desire it,Iwill sjive you my worl of honour
that not a syllable reUting to this affur shall ever find its way into
the columns of thePro and Con.1

'
"

Are you inearntst. /" asked Miss Berthold in surprise.'" Quiteso. But youshould look at the question from all stand-
pcint->. There areother papers which will not take tbe same stand,
but by false representations will givea much worsecolouring to the
affair than ndeserves. I,at least, will secure justice for you; they
will not."'"Inever thought of that," said Miss Berthold, thoughtfully.
She reflected a moment, thensaid :"Ithink, then,perhaps it is better as it is. We will trust to
your generosity. Ioweyouanapology for my hasty nnd rude wordi.
Poor papahas had a gicat dealof trouble of late,and in thinking of
himIforgetmyself."

She bowed an adieu and was gone. At that moment Mr. Ber-
thold re-entered the room withahandful of manuscripts as an aid to
thepropose! work,and began writing his statement. This, however,
he found much more difficult than he bad anticipated,and it finally
ended in his stating the facts to Norway, who at his optionwrote
themout. Under the skilful manipulation of his thoughts the whole
affair was so gracefully presented that the old gentleman was
delighted.'"Iwonder if Amos will get ahead of that ?" ha said, rubbing
his hands inagreeable reflection."IfImay offer asuggesiion,"snd Norway, '"Iwill propose that
youallow me tosubmit this piper toMr. Amos Barthold for his in-
spection."'"What for?

"
said Mr. Berthuld, sharply and suspiciously. He

looked atNorway amoment,and finding nothing but frankness and
truth in the gaze he met,reflected a moment, then said :

"Well, you may. Ithink lean trust him. A Berthold never
wasknown to do a mean act. You're a good fellow," he added,
holding out his hand t-> .Norway, as the latter rose to go.

"
Iam glad

youcame, Let me hive your card. Ishall hope to meet youagain.*
Half anhour later Norway stood again b°fore Mr. Amos Ber-

thold's door;butunder what differentauspices than formerlyI Now
he camea conqueror. This time Mr. Berthold dd not refuse to see
him, partly from curiosity, aroused by his strange, propheticspeech
as he had taki-n his depaiture on his former visit,and pirtly from a
Sinse of uneasiness therefiotu."

So youare here agaiu," he said, testily.

section of the town liveda brotherand former partner,and thetwo
brothers had quarrelled bitterly, there being some little domestic
Bcandal involved in the affair. The high standing of both parties
had called particular attention to the matter,and public curiosity
had risen to a high pitch, which many of the daily papers had
attempted toassuage by hints and conjectures, but as yet nothing
wasdefinitely known.

Itrequiresa certaindegree ofnervepower tocoolly seek admission
toa man's house with the avowedintention of learning, if possible,
what that man distinctly desires to conceal, and Norway felt the
ttuth of thi3 more forcibly than ha had in any former experience
of ibehind ashe walked up the granite step* and ring the bell. A
coloursd man answered the summons andpromptly replied to Nor-
way'sinquiry if Mr. Berthold wasin, that he was,but wouldsee no
one. Thus delayed, but not discouraged, Norway tooka brisk walk
andreturnedin half aD hour with the sameerrand. This time a very
pretty waitress opened the door. She gave the same reportas had
her predecessor."

BatIthink he will sec me;my business is very important,"
said Norway,persuasively. Atkast be so kind as to take my card."
He gave her a plain visiting card. "And see

—
for your trouble

allow me topresent you with a few bangles."
He dropped five little shining gold dollars into the girl's hand;

and whetherit was themaster stroke of thebangles,or the winning,
smile tbat accompanied the gift, the girl after amoment's hesitation,
allowedhim toenter,and sea'ed him in asmall receptionroom.

After a few moments of waiting, a portly, apoplectic looking
gentleman, indressing gownand slippers,entered, studying the card
withaboredexpression.

111Jon't remember you,Mr.Norway,"he began,unceremonions-
ly.

"
ButI'm told your business is very important. What can 1do

for you?
""

Ihave thehonour,sir," said Norway,seriously andgently, "of
representing the Pro and Con. Ihave called for tbe purpose of
taking,if such is your pleasure, a statement from you in regard

"
Statement1 Isay statementI

"
burst forth the irate old gen-tleman, forget ing in bis wrath to be grammatical. "Do you take

me for a natural idiot ? Let me tell you,young man,for your own
benefit, that I've bad sixteen reporters kickeddown the steps;yes,
sir,and into the street, within threa days. The longer it takes you
toget out of the house, the morehelp you will be likely to receive
on the way. JamesI

"
The black servant appeared. Norway walked quietly into theball, took his hat from the rack, and, with his hand oa the doorknob, said, with that firm but ciurteons mannersohard for even the

most violent to interrupt:"Mr. Berthold,Icamehere inyour own interest,and in abont
"

(he consulted his watcb) "an hour and a hilf Ishall return wi'h
the sameobject in view, whenIshall receive from your own haod3 i
written statement for publication in the Pro and Con. Gjod day.
sir."

Without waiting to note the effect of his parting word«, he
closed the door behind him, and hailing a cab was driven to the
residence of Mr. Htzekiah Berthold, inanother partof the town.Here, through chance,admission waseasy, for as Mr. Bertbold was
expecting a lawyer tue maidtook it for granted that Norway was he,
andabmitted him without question. Mr. Berthold, a tall, tain state-
ly gentleman, silting in a cozy library before a bright grate fire, ob-
served his visitor withsurprise but no visible gratification.

"Mr. Berthold," sail Norway, "1, as a representative of the
Pro and Con, have called tosolicit from you a statement in regaid
to tre little matter, hints of which are iiow floating ab Ait town.
ThePro and Con defies to publish nothing but iruin, and it is for
this reason that Ihave in'ruded upon youin perso-i."'Ihave nothing whatever tosay to you," Biid Mr. Berthoki, with
a cold glare. "Ido not coisides it neces-ary tbatmy private affairs
should be made the subject of public di cussion. Idesire you to
leaveimmediately,and as for the Pro and Con, to whichIam d sub-
scriber, Ishall stop the paper."

"Very well, sir, said Norway, courteously. He biwed, and
seemed about to leave the room when a second thought presentedit-
telf. He paused andadded incidentally :

"Icalled id the hope that ym might leave with me Bomj slight
expression at least of your views in the case,inorder that our article
may be as fairas possible. Ihave juat left the residence of your
brother, Mr.Anus Berthold, anJamgoing back in half an hour to
receivehis statement, and

"
i "What! what 1 My brother writinga statement,did you say ?"
ciiecl Mr. Ber'hold,rising excitedly, "Aba! Bit down,young ma-i,
sit down."
! Norway sat down. As he did so he saw, half concealed by the
heavycurtains before the wiadow, a young lady standing in the
shadow of the heavy draperies, who had evidently been listening
with much interest to the proceedings. Her profile was turned
jtowardhim, but even at thatpoint of view Norway perc ivel that[see looked disturbed, ifnot angry. But it wasnot taat winchmost

■attracted bis attention. There waßsometbing Btrangely familiar in[the poiseof the bead, the fluffy wavesof dark hair, the contour of the
pretiy mouth andchin. Wny did itbrin^ so vividly to his mind a
'certain night sevenyearsago with asound of roaring fl imes an1fall-ingwalls. At that moment Mr.Bertholdexcused himself in order to
ilook up some important papers tnat had been mislaid, and as he leftIthe curtains parted, acd theyoung lady advance1 into the room. As
■he facedhim, Norway doubtednolonger. It washisprotege of the
fire. Changed,certainly ; for instead of a timid, frigntenedschool-
girl, here was a stately beautiful woman. Norway had he irdof Miss'Berthold,who would have been a decided belle only for a certain'exclubiveness that hedgedher in,or rather hedged others out, but he
hadnevermet her formally. Buta sense of guilt stole over him,
depriving him of the pleasure which the occasion would otherwise

brought him. Miss Berthold was attired in a dark wine-
Coloured velvet;made plain and clo3e fitting, which seemed to add
toher height and to render her more imposing. As she confronted
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