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GETTING 0N N THE WORLD.

.afraid of so extraordinary a coincidence —-

‘frighten me.

n
'L ‘] wish we were on the safe side,’

:anything happens, it will be my fault. I

‘be quiet,” snubbed Frank ;
~make yourself ill.’

w d4ad have a look at it

: ~;Qﬂd w

GOMING OF AGE.

FEASI ( | ; RS-

A THRILLING ROMANCE.

BOOJM VII1.
CHAPTERIII.

FOREBODINGS,
(Condired.)

‘My dear Charley,’ said [: ‘I am not
the chances are too much 1n my favor to
I renewed my insurance on
the Chelsea mill last year two days after
the right time, aad we were not burnt cut
consequence.’
«aid
'Charley, still barping on the theme; “i

ought to have insured first of all.’
¢ it’s very extraordinary that you cannot
‘you’ll only

‘Come, Charley,’ said I; ‘I will satisfy
you and myself too; I'll go back to the mill,
before [ start for
 Hammersmith. Willthat ease vour mind?’

‘[t will make you very late home, Mr.
Philip,’ said he.

‘There is no one sitting up for we, ex-
cept the stable boy,’ rcplied I, with a sup-
pressed sigh; ‘and half an hour will make

no difference.’

1 rose to go at cnce.

‘1 hope to be sufficiently well in a week,
to take my place 1n the chaise and let the
boy drive me the rounds,’ said Charley;
<and Frank will actas sub-titute till my
name is scratched oft the sick-hst.’

staggered, recovered, and sporting foreib-
ly, prepared for anotber rush in my direc-
tion.

‘What do you want here?” [ demanded,
ready to grapple with the intruder at bis)
next attuck, and to raise the echoes of
Thames stieet for further aszistance to se-
cure him.

At the sound of my voice the ﬁgu
paused, put his bands in bis pockets, and
came with a well-known slouching gait to.
wards me.

‘Lor ! is that ycu, Mr, Farley; why, who-
ever would have thought of seeing you
here :ir, at this time of night / 1 wa- un.
commonly near knocking you down, sir,
and falling on you.’

‘What do you want here, Boxham ?'

‘Why, I aint easy in my mind to-night,
8ir; there’s something not exactly right
somewhere about, and I'm biest if I can
get to the bottom of it.’

‘Indeed,’ said I, astonished at this se-
cond victim to a nervous attack, simlar in
character to that of Charley Esden’s, ‘what
has given rise to your suspicions, lke?

‘Why, I'll just tell you, sir; lookee here,
there’'s been acove hanging about the place
ever since it’s been dark this evening.
Once [ caught him right in the yard, look-
ing round him as if he wanted to steal
something—and I'm no: quite certain he
wasn't arter the sacks now—and an hour
arter that, he was dodging about the other
gide of the way, up and down, as if he was
waiting for somebody, which he wasn’t.’
- *Can you describe theman’s appearance?’

‘Well, I think [ should known him again,
tallisk and skinnyish, if there is such a
word, sir, and it there isn’t, I beg your
pardon.’ '

‘Could you see bis face?

‘Yes, sir, and a precious ugly face it
was. ' :
‘And was his manper singular enough to
arouse your suspicions?

R

‘] thought that would surprise you,’ said |
Frank: ‘it did old Crawley, when I asked ‘

his permission this afternoon. ‘However,
he gave it, and so with a little extra labor,
1 shall take your customers and my own
to-morrow, Mr. Philip; rather a curious
berth of mine, a sort of self-acting opposi-
tion.’

‘] am very sorry to put you to all this
srouble, Frank, I really think—'

] really think you had better say no

more about it, Pbilip,” interrupted Frank;

“forit is all settied, and I shall be at your

mills at the usual time.’ :
Atver wisuiag Charley aspeedy cure and

_making wy adieux in the back parlor to
.,Mr and Mrs. Esden, who were as anxious |

‘to know how their Boy was as if they had
not heard for a week, I stood with Frank at
the street-door exchanging a few words be-
“fore departure.

‘I hope poor old Charley will soon be on
his logs agan,’ said Frank; ‘I think he will,
for it was nota very ~erious pxtch out,
Thgnk you, Philip, for cslllng t0-night,
k you more for promising to go
rouad to the mill; that has satisfied him
_and will keep him quiet till the morning.
And—hallo!” looking over his shoulder,
| “there goes the govenor creeping up-stairs
-again, to ask about Charley’s arm and head,
_and here goes to turn him out ot the room.
- Good night, Phil.’

Frank ran back to the bed-room and get-
10g into my chaise 1 drove off towards

Thames street, to fulfill the promise I bad
made my nervous agenr,

[t was nearly ten o'clock before I reach-
ed the mill, and found a man to take charge
of my horse and chaise. Opening a small
door in the great gate by means of a priv-
ate key I passed through, closed 1t after
me, and walked with a quick step tomards
the centre of the paved yard. All-was
dark and desolate, the workmen had left,
the empty waggons were standing about
the yard, there was no worker of the night
in that mass of building waich loomed out
{from the black background of a starless
sky. Not a light to be seen, all safe, all

quiet; so quet that [ could hear at regular.

interva's, the low washing of the tide a-

gainst the wharf, and the strange far-off

murmur of a wakeful city.

After the bustle of the day the long
weary drive, the excitemsant of business oo
Mark Lane, the anxiety I had felt concern-

jng Charley Esden, I fouad the stillness of

my mill yard a relief, and stood enjoying it
amoment, It was the first time I had been
alone that day, and I did not hasten off
the premises after my conviction of securi-
ty; but put my hands in my pockets in an
easy attitude and took anotner look round
the mill-yard.

Suddenly, my complacency and self-pos-
session received a shock; for immed:ately
behind me [ heard a quick grating nuise, a
noise such as a person in heavy Yoots would
havemade by unexpectedly slipping on the
stones, [ turngd and looked straight be.

. fore me—there was something huddled
against the wall 1o the distance, and it

bore a strong resemblance to the figure of
‘aman, Iadvanced cautiously towards it,

. It. moved when I was within ten paces of
ats hiding place, and made a violent rush

at me I sprang aside to elude the force
of the  attack, and the figure dashed by me,

‘Lookee here, sir; when you came at
eight o'clock and drove away agin directly
[ was in the chaise-house, finishing up a
bit befora going home to Sall.’

‘Who's Sall?

‘Mrs. Boxham, sir, [ aiways call her Sall’

*Well, well, be qu'ck, lke; I have to go
to Hammersmith. Thoere’s St. Paul’s strik- |
i ing ten.’

*Ard I'm blest, sir, if somebody’s head |

ment,
salary sbortly. (Good night.’

Ike Boxham reiterated my good night.
[ drove away, thinking of the signs and
warnings of the last few hours, and occa-
sionally experiencing [ke Boxbam'’s sensa-
tion of not feeling quite easy in the miad,
which rensation gradually subsided as [
approached Hammersmith and home.

CHAPTERXRIV.

RUIN.

clocks were striking (wo; woen the dark-
ness of the night had not departed, and the
night's children had not all gone home ;

when sober men were quickening theu'
pace, and thinkiog of the wife or mother

- sitting up; when men, whose wives or

mothers were not obj-cts of consideration,
were gtill at dancing-rooms, and flash sa-
l,ons, and places worse than both; when a
strange world of vice was keeping holiday,
whilst virtue slept or prayed for loved ones
to come hnme; when the stern policemen
were looking suspiciously at siragglers in
the streets, aund the streets were full of
echoes, acry of “‘Firg,” startled outward,

_j homeward bouad, and homeless, woke up |

tbe slumberers, and, by 1ts magic word,

filled the London Ligh ways with hurrymg
mobs of neople. 5

When the red flames began to mount
above the house tops, and gables, chim-

|

shouldn’'r much—like.’

*Ther , »u will not get up?

‘N--. - o —no, sir, thankee,’ he repeat-
ed.

‘ Well. good night, B xhaw, Many

thanks for your care of my new establish- |
I shall have to tell you of a rise in !

In'the carly morning, whet the church |

| ‘That’s uncommonly likeiy—that 1is.
Now just keep back,’” he shouted, as I per-
' s.sted in my eiforts ; ‘or 'm tlowed 1f I'll
' stand it !

‘I mu-t get byhere—I am the owner of

the mill—my name is Farley, let me pass.”

!
i on his shoulders in the eftort to get a g 1 |
' look at me, aud see if my appearauce v .. - |
' ranted the assertion. |

‘*Youdon't mean that,’ hé ejaculated ;

‘here--ahoy-—clear the way there —where's
. & policeman—clear away a momen¢ and
' let Mr. Farley pass. [t's Mr. Farley the
| master .’
| An agitation amiast the croxd in froat
of me, an endeavor to form a passage
tbrough the living wall, a ' repetition
of my name on every lip, and a sudden
curiosity in every body to catch a glimp:ze
of me. The news vl my arrival spread, a
policeman came to my assistance from the
| inner ring, and, with bundreds of faces
looking into mine—hundreds of eager
{ooks and staring eyes, such as [ had after-
wards 1n many {evered dreams forced my
way along. !

‘ Quick as you can, s=ir‘—this way, 8ir
—move aside there, keep back,’

Dragged through the mob at last, and
standing ankle deep in water, along with |
the policemen, firemen, and a few interest-
ed beings, with the crowd o: eager sight- |
seers swaying at the back, The gates cof
tbe yard, through which [ had passed a
| few hours since, were open, and the mill
beyond was on fire from top to bottom,
and the roaring flame: were leaping -,
wards heaven, [saw at once there was
no hope for the mill, and that no power

| could save it-—that the temple of ambit-

nies, factoryshafis, and steeples, to start
forth in dark relief against the fiary back-
ground; when the clouds turned into crim-

when men, at suburbau turnpikes, were
asking of policemen and late cabmen
‘where the fire was?” and getting specula-
tive answers, a messenger of evil thunder-
ed at my door, and roused the neighbo:-
hood.

My window was tlung up on the 1nstant,

‘Who’s there, below? What 1s it?

up. The mill’s on fire.’
¢ 'ne mill in Thames street !’

did not look in at the door, and bob away
agin when I turned round. This made me

|

_thought Id come all tbe way back ag'n, for
] wasn’t at’all’ satlsﬁed "And I comed back
agin and ['ve been round everywhere, and
the mill’s locked up ail right and the
counting house doors fastened, and I was
going away quite satisfied. when I sudden-

the wall there and'—with a stentorian
burst of laughter that set the echoes ring-
ing and made me jump a little, ‘ho! ho ! 1
caught you, sirl’ ~-

‘Then you.feel. utw@gd now, Boxham

¢ Well, ’ scratching his head vigorously ;
that maa meant something, an'l ['m darn -
ed if [ am quite easy now.’

Ike, after looking round the yard for
some one to catcb, said —

‘And might [ ask, guv’'ner, what brought
you here?’
| ¢ thought I would lodk i before my
return home, and see if the lights were out,
and all the men gone. What time does
the engine-man come to-morrow ?’

‘Four in the morning, sir.’

‘And there's a watchman paid to go the
' pounds of this wharf andthe a djoining pre-
| mises every hour: the place 18 safe enough.
And next week, when the horses are here,
we shall have a watchman all to ourselves.
Good night, Ike Don’t stup any longer, [
have not the slxghteqt fear,’

‘I wish we were going to have a weacking
dog instead of a watchman, sir. The
wa'chman gets into the public houses, and
gets talking to the policemen, and gets
drunk like one o'clock, I know him; but a
dog, oh ! wouldn’t he walk into their legs
when they* came slipping over the gates ;

‘Well, [ke, we will have a ‘wacking'dog
as well.’

‘Thankee, sir,” said he, as he walked by
my side to the gates; ‘and I'il take him
under my own care, sir, if you have no ob-
Jection.’

‘Certainly not.’

And you think 1t's quite right here, sir,
or I don’t mind stopping an hour or two
longer—all night for the matter o’ that,.

‘Yes, all right enough, Ike; if the place
be robbed there is not much money in the
counting-house.’

We passed into Thames street once
more, and 1 locked the gate carefully be.-
hind me.

|

‘Which way are you going, Tke ?' agked
I, a8 [ mounted into my chaise,
‘Blackfriars Bridge way, sir.’

‘Jump up? I can give you a lift.on your
journey.’

I could see ke blush by the light of the
lsmp glimmering at the corner of the next
 street,. f .v

‘No, no, thankee, sir,’ said he sheepish.
ly, ‘I'd rather not, sir. You're very kind,
and p'raps nobody would .see me, but

‘Yes, sir.’

‘It you please, Mr. Farley, will you get

| 1on I had reared would e a blackened
| mass in a few more hour-,
| scheming, bartering,
son canopies that Lyons never equalled; | would sink within its ruins.

and all tte .
struggling of a life
Une spasm
of the heart, a long-drawned breath, a'
compressior of the lips, andjthen I gized
at the fire with eye: undimmed,} and saw
my fortune burn away,

* Philip !’

* Frapk?

We stood in theggreat, bright fireside,
and held each other’s hands a moment,
with that strong, fervent clasp waich gnly
friends ia afﬂ*cnon ioterchange,
| =My dear oid Phil., [ hOpe tbl: docs
not break your heart ?’

|
|
i
|
}
{
i
{
l

The servants and the nursemaid were 1
curious, sir, andIsPeltuover going home, | heginning to stir in their rooms, when I
and just as I got the knocker in my ba.nd Il ovied cute-

¢ Keep in your beds.
concerns you.
am going out.’
I was soon dreased, and <tanding in the
Hammersmith Road, by the side of the

It is nothing that
Don’t leave the house, I

» messenger and the night cab that had !
!'ly heerd 'a noise, and so I crept along byl

brought him to my house,
| Who seat you to me ?

* Mr- Frank E:den, sir.’

* And the mill—mY mill—is on fire ?’

¢ Yes, sir, and burning furiously.’

‘Strange—awfully strange !" . -

One glance at the red sky in the die-
tance, then [ was in the cab and rattling
Londonwards. The surprise, the dread
nature of the intelligence so suddenly con-
veyed, the time of night, the haste with
which I had dres-ed, the glaring sky ahead
of me, all added to an excitement which
I exerted myself vainly 1o subdue,

‘I must think of this coolly—with some
fo my old dispassionate thought,’ ] mutter- |
ed ; ‘ there may be ruin Yeneith those
ominous ciouds; but [ must not face it like |
a child.
the cab, ‘ and there’s a guinea for you,’

¢ All right, sir.’

[\ensmumn turnpike, and the toll-keep- |
ers fice peering in a: the window.

‘ Toll, please, sir.’

I tendered a piece of siiver,
ceived some haifpence in return.

* A bad fire, gir,” observed the man.

‘*Yes, very.’

and re-

The change fell from my nerveiess hand
into the muddy road,
stooped to pick it up, 1 cried out ;

* Drive on—don’t wait, Drive on there !

Through Kensington, Knightsbridge,
down Piccadilly, at Charing Cross, along
the Strand aand Fleet street, where the
crowd was gathering and talking noisily,
as it streamed on towarde the burning
mill. I had collected myself at last—had
resolved to 100k the very worst in the face,
and not shrink back with horror,

The mob grew denser at the corner of
Thames street, and I was compelled to
dismount, and force my way along as the
crowd pushed, struggled, and fought,  in
its eagerness to reach the scene of attrac
tions.
of engines pumping on the flames, a myri-
ad of white, upturned faces, a host of po-
licemen with their staves keeping back
‘the people, a wall of human beings thai
stood before me, arresting further pro-
gress. .

¢ Now then, you, sir,’bawled a man in a
corduroy suit,as twisted himselfhaif-round,
to expostulate indignantly ; ‘ where are

|youshoving to ? You can’t get by here ;
| you've got as good a place ag any of us,

what's the}good of kicking ?’

~ “Let me pass, there's a good man.’

Drive faster, man,’ leaning out of‘,

and as the man |

A broad, dazzling light, the noise |

¢ Do I look broken- bearted, uank v
‘ It almost breaks my own,’ said’he, re- |
leasing my hand, ‘‘to see your blaziug ruio, |

' feel, by a strange chapter of accidents,

‘Not he, not he,’ said I, quickly; ‘1 hope
' he will not let that thought torture him

least degree, I3 he aware of this ?’

will be dreadful news to tell him.’
‘Keep it from him, then.’
‘If he should wake up, and seejmy father

that sometbing has gone wrong. He wil

cries of flire outside the house.’

‘He will not think of the mill, and your
father will not enlighten him.’

‘When I heard the ;eople running past,
Philip, when [ opaned the street-door, and
saw the glaring red sky before me, I
thought in an 1nstane ‘Philip’s mill"
Charley wiil think the same.’

i ‘Does this fire strike you, Frauk, asa
. mos: remarkable event?
Frank stared at me, before he answereaq,

‘It is more than remarkable.’

l ‘A strange coincidence ?’

i ‘Strauge indeed, Phil. Oa! if Ubarley
bad pald tbat insurance before his acei-

; dem—xt Hoits bad made more bhaste—’

—That mill would not have been on fire,
much le-s the funeral pile of Philip Farl
'. ey’s fortune,” [ concluded.

‘What do you mean? inquired Frank;
‘you don’t believe the mill has been set ¢n
 fivre; for heaven’s sake don’'t say that, Phi!.’
‘As sure as you and [ are standing Lere,
. I am the victim of foul play.’

‘What enemy so vile? what devil so

black 7

“I'me will show,’ | auswered.

‘Pimlip, don’t judge too hastily—this
m 3y be one of those ~ingular coincidences
that occur once in a hundred years, and
you, by God’'s will, are the su‘ferer this
time.’

I have said, ‘Time wiil show,’ eaid I,
doggedly ; ‘I will wait for that time

patiently, and say no amore. How the
will blazes, look !’

The ravening flames were leaping
higher t the sky—darting at it a wild sca

of fire , and breaking into spray which |
drifted with the wind? and threatened
further mischief. Frank and I stood side
by side, and watched the conflagration.
| There was nothing to be done but watch
and suffer ; even the efforts of the black-
helmeted figures, that passed and repass-
ed the sheets ot flames, and seemed at
times to be walking in their midst, were
unavalling. A few questions were asked
me from time to time bv gentlemen of
the fire brigade, and gentiemen of the
press, and I replied to them with a com-
posure that astonished Frank and my
inquirers. Frank was certainly more excit-
ed than I, for as the flames devoured
their prey, and the miil -burned for a
moment with a greater fury, Frank leaped,
groaned, tugged at his hair, and more than
once ran several yards towards the rain, as
if to join the firemen, or take the manage-
ment out of their hands.
(To be continued.)

| that my poor rother Charjey is the cause, |
' Hot-Air Furnaces &c

one mom=2nt, or believe [ blamehim 1 the |

‘T left him asleep, and in ignorance, It

The maa twisted his head further ro |
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Screw Cords, and Pantings,

has no oun hand 2 iarge stock o

siid _If_i_l_ng Dry Goods.

Ladies’ Dress Goods to suit the
season, in all shades and quantities,
Ulster Cloths, Fur Muffs, Boas, C_r.
sets; Velveteens aund Plushes, Boys’,
Youtlis and Men's Over Coats,
Ulsters and Reefers.

A splendid stoei

""")’HN

of Tweeds, Cork
Shirts,

Ties, Underclotiiing and

FURNISHING - G00DS.

and White Blaukets, Horse
Carpets, Table and Floor

Grey
Blankets,

Oil Cloths, Sleigh Robes, Trunks and
Valises.

Remnants always on hand, all at

lowest possible prices for cash.

Owen & harkey

In order to effect a clearance of the fol-
owing lines Over Coats, Reefers, Ulsters,
Ulster Cloths, Fur Capes, Fur Caps and

Sleigh Robes, | will aliow 10 per cent,
discount for cash for the next 30 days.

hear the noises in the streets, too, ,the * .

e e e————

GI.IFTON HOUSE.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

. This hotel i situated in a most censral positien

and has all the modern improvements

Tolaphons Connsotion, Blactrio “
PROPRIETO].

PLUMBING,

GAS _FITTI.MN\Q

A. N. PETERS, -

Iam ina n to give estimebes s o

. positio
, v | slasses of plumbing and Gas-Fitting and %o pape
to kngw what loss it brings to you, and to |

Eorm the work satisfactory and promptly

Imakosspechltyof ﬁtﬁngan Recmng

A. N. LaFOREST,

Tinsmith, Plumber, _&'o.

in the room, he will bave his suspicions | =~

11U

SILVERWARE.

I have now in stock a fine llne of the best
quxity of SILVERWARE, in many new

hdeswns specially purchased for the XMAS

&

| TRADE. Regular

BARGAINS

in all the lines. XCallland see the stock.

JEWELRY, FANCY GOODS

AND LOTS OF

SPEGIALTIES

FOR THE

Holiday Season.

JAMES D. FOWLER

Queen Street.

COLLECTOR’S NOTICE

HE undermentioned | non-residentRatePayers

of District No 10, in the Parish of Doug-
las, County of York, are required to pay over to
the undersigned Collector, the amount of their
County Rates, as set Pposlt-e ‘their names
together with the costs of advertising, within
two months from date, at his residence in Dorn
Ridge, Parish of’ Douglas, Y. Co.. otherwise
legal proceedings will be taken to recover the
same.

Thom&s G, Loggie and E. Byron Wins-

aniount of ‘on Property
ne for Dilthot No. 10 for

md
scho

Septomber 5th. 1890




