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Mrs, Vernaker stepped to his chair, and looking over his
shoulder the following puragraph met her eyes :

* Messra, Waldron, Weston and Co. have announced definitely
that “ The Uncreated Universe,” by Vernaker, will be ready for sals
on Wednesday morning. The history of this book 15 sowewhat
peoculiar, as it was on the eve of publication more than a year ago,
but was withdrawn owing to the conversmou of the asthor o
Catholicism, The publishers. however, now atate that atl difficalties
have been smoothed over, and that the copyright has been purchascd
by them, Many people are still incredulous on this point. and mure
than one well-known personage in the worid of lwratuie, forin.
fricods of the anthor. have informed us that there must be some
migtake, as the manuscript was destroyed a considerable Ly age
However we await developmentas,’

‘Am | mad ?" cried Vernaker, putting his hand to his brow.
‘Oh! God grant that I am dreaming | It cannot be. They wonld
not dare,’

‘ Waldron, Weeton, and Co.,’ faltered Constance Vernaker ; * that
was the signature on the cheque,

Her husband turned upon her almost like a star at bay.

‘Cheqne? What cheque 7’ he asked harshly.

‘ The £500 in payment for your novel, she replied, frightened
by bis vehemence.

*Good God " he aimost shouted, springing from his chair. * Do
not say the money came from #4en I

' That was the name on the cheque,” replied his wife. witha
horrible suspicion of the truth flashing over her mind,

* And did they say it wae for my novel " he asked, breathlessly.

*No, the man did not mention any nawe, but of course I
thought he came about the book you had just sent up. rephed
Constance.

‘Great heavens! T seeit all) eried Vernaker, throwing him-
self in avguish upon the couch, *That cur Weston kopt a copy of
the hook, and wow Merciful Creator ! What have I not dooe ’
I have sold the book, signed an agreement for it to be published—
and I-—I shall be branded for alt posterity as a second Judas, They
wiil say I bave sold my God for gold,)

A moment later he sprang up, all his weakness forgotten, the
light of a great resolve shining in s eyes, His wife had fallin
down beside the couch, weeping as if bhis heart would break, Ie
raigsed her tenderly,

‘Oh, my husband,’ she cried, ‘it is I who bave Cone this, [
was 80 eager, 8o delighted at the news. I lost no time in ingury.
and persuaded youo to sign. Can you ever forgive me for the awiul
wrong 1 have done

‘Nay, darling,’ he said, comfortingly. ‘It was not likely you
would know, how could yon be cn your guard agamst a cunnings
fiend like Weston. Dut this is no time for idle repiune. I will
not lose & moment in seeiuy Weston, and if [ cannot turn him trom
his purpose, I will instruct some hookscller to buy up as many of
the books as he can with the money we have left. There 14 no
time to lose, ae they will be ready to-morrow. I will also wriw tu
all the newspapers for the vake of the clearance of my charscter,
and after that I must leave the matter to God.’

Mra, Vernaker looked at her husband aghast.

* But, my darling, it will kill you,” sbe sard piteously.

He smiled at her wearily,

¢ 1f God so wills,' he replied.

‘If you must go, I will go oo, she cried.

In vain he protested. A fond woman s hard to turn from jcr
purpose ; 80 an hour later, after he had been properly wrappal up,
found them both ensconced 1n a cab on their way to Caxton House
rnnare, It was getting late before they arrived. but all was bustle
in the office. The clerks exchanged locks a~ Vernaker entercld
and sert in his name. The commissionaire returoed almo-t -
mediately.

‘Mr. Weeton's very sorry, sir. but be's too busy Lo sce you'

‘Bat I must vee hium, and will see him. cried Vernaker. ail his
anger nsing as be sapoke, ' Will you be good enouyph to tell hun'
he continued, raising his voice loud encugh te he beard all nvir the
office, “that onless he sces me nstantly T will horsewhip bin
publicly in the streets the next time T meet him.”

The commissionaire returned rather dubiously with his mi-sape,
while the clerks grinned with delight, and remarked Lo one anothe v
that they would take care to he prewwnt when the horsewlipping
came off. The sergeant soon reuppeared.

‘It's no good, sir,” he eaid. smiling, * the moment 1 gave hom
your message he slipped ont the back way, so I dont tluuk yuu 11
see him to-night.’

It was evident the whole office was in sympathy with Vernaker,

‘Thank you, I expected as much.' he rejoined,

That night, as Thibault Vernaker prepared for bed. h» hnelt
down, and with the whole force of his buing he prapud thd Gol
would prevent the hwpending wrong to mankind,

CHAPTER V.

Gilbert Weston sat in Lis little office attached to Lhe printinr
works late that night. The men were working overtime 1oy hoe
had determined that ‘ The Uncreated Universe should be out nest
morning. if he kept them up till dawn, In his haud he Ll
Vernsker's letter, Somehow it affected him strangely, There was
a solemn warning note in it which preyed on his coward nund.

‘Bah ' he said at last with empty bravado, * Jeave the matter
in whose hands you will, friesd Virnaker, your hook will be issucd
to-morrow I’

[ It was strange how tired he felt. * Up too late the last night,
or two—must keep earlier hours in future’” What was he thinking
about ! Ah, yes, that note,

*Hang the thing,” and be threw it carclessly aside.

¢ Wonder what hour that was striking in the distance. Strange
how far away it sounded, and in another woment or two Gilbert
Weston was fast aslecp. But not for long. He awoke saddeniy—a

senaation of wuffocation almoat stunning him,
What had happened ! The whole piace was full of choking amoke
anid blinding flumes,  Te staggered ont, almost maddened by the
aconiving pain in his eyes. The works were completely alight—
great maswes of printed paper sending up feul clouds of anffocating
sotoke,  Not asonl to be seen, only outside he could hear clearly
thiouch the roar of the flames the shout of a great maltitude,

“My God, help me ! help me ' he eried in a3Z0NY,

He rushied to one of the broken windows, but was driven back
by the inroad of devouring flames, The stairs |  No, it was too

1ot Was there no help?

Great heavens!

w! With a erash they had disappeared.
Must he perirb 7

' Merey ! merey U eried the wretch, and then, as he made & Iast
«ffort to reach one of the windows, & great column of black smoka
hurled itself at him. It was choking him—killing him—he could
not, breathe,  Then a strange sensation of peace stole over him, and
after that—nothingness,
* * -

Next morning Thibault Vernaker was awakened by his wife
carlier than wsual, Her faee was blanched and her hand trembled
visibly as she held out a morning paper.

‘ Listen to this, darling,’ she said, and read as follows :

‘A dmastrous tire ocourred in the small hours of the maorning at
the printing worka of Messrs, Waldron, Weston and Co. It appears
that a large number of the hands were working late in order to get
out a uew bovk the frst thing in the momning. Quite auddenly,
ahout une o'clock, the torcman of the packing room, where moat of
the work was proceeding, discavered flames issuing from the type-
composing roow, beyond which is an office used by Mr. Weston.
Work was immediately stopped and efforis made to reach Mr.
Weston, but the hire was gaining so rapidly that in the end it was
all the men could do to escape themselves, Ten or 12 engines and
manuals were <oon on the spot, but the fire burnt with such fierce-
nes that the ¢ftorts of the brigade were practically fatile. On
Iearntnyr of Mr, Weston's pesition, however, two firemen gallantly
succeeried in bringing bim oat alive, having found him on the floor
m an uneonucious condition,  The fire burnt iteelf out about fve
oclock, having wnvolved the whole of the works and offices, The
conflagration, waotch Mr. Weston thinks must have been caused by a
letter he threw down rather carelesaly, near the fire, has caused
dawmage to the extent of close upon £100,000, the most valuable
patt of thi+ beinr in copyrights, One loss, which will be much
felt. = Mr. Vernuker's * Uncreated Universe, about which our readers
will notice a letter from the author in another column., Strangely
enoush, Mr, Vernaher has attained his object, a8 we understand
that 1n eonsequence of the fire there iy now not a single copy of his
work, even in manuseript, extant.,  Mr, Weston must be congratu-
lited on having escaped wich his life, since we understand he had
tallen asleep 1 s office, and ouly awoke when the fire had made
constderable headway,”

Wihen Constance had finished reading this, Vernaker was silent,
fur o mament,

‘God v pood," be said at length, reverently. *He has guarded
Hia own,’

‘Heve 18 another letter,” said hia wife,

He read 1t an i handed it over te her.

* From Marsten and Ward, 1o say they have accepted my novel,'
was all he wid

But God. locking down upon the scene, read it aright, and the

prattude of two honest hearts rose up before Him as the sweetest
SOCeUNC,— i e Firevade,

deople we Eear About,

Sit Feanos Poinkett, whose promotion from the Ministry at
Brus-cl- 1o rhat of Vienna 2« jusg officially anoounced, belongs to
that brare hrot 1in great losh fawily of which the Earf of Fingall
wthe proant eal, They are all Catholics, and Sir Franeis entered
the drplynunie w ryice arter leaving the Catholie College at Oscott
in 1~55 when he was only 29,

By the wag. although the Earl of Hopetoun's eldest son was
two years ald when hus father became Governor of Vietoria in 1889,
several of the younyer children of the house of Hope are natives of
Vietorin,  Lady Hopetoun has the merit of being lrish, for she is a
danghter of Lord Ventry, an Irish representative Peer, whose
ance-trsl e~late of Burnham is in County Kerry, His family name
i~ Tveleigh-de-Moleyns, and he was once Colonel of the 4th
Battnbion of the Munster Fusiliers. e mérried a danghter of
=it John Blake, a well-known Irish baronet, and he owna 93,700
acrcdin dreland and elsewhers 1o the United Kingdom, so that he
is 2 eopsiderablie landiord.

Oune of the very first decrecs signed by the younpg King Victor
Litmannel 111 (writes a Rome correspondent) has an interesting
stury attwlied to it,  In 185 a wan named Gaetano Scinto was
scntens ol to death by the Criminal Court of Trapani for murder,
Lut the sentence was afterwards commuted into one of hard labor
for life. In spite of the repeated petitions addresped to the
authoritics by the conviet's children and friends, who were all
cousineed of his innocence, the nufertunate Beinto has been in
prison for the last.ii years. six of which were pasmsed in rolitary
confinement. A short time ago a priest made an afidavit before
the Assizes of Trapani to the effect that u man on his deathbed had
acknowledped himself guilty of the ¢rime for which an innocent
man had suffered such a horrible martyrdom, and that he winhed
this to be known. No time was lost in communicating this impor-
tant devlaration to the ‘ Guardasigilli' or Minister of Justice, wha
at once submitted the facts of the case to the King. Nesdless to
say that Victor Emmanuel ordered the immediate liberation of the
poor victim,
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