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Wot with ’is dark

7

“that’s the worst of it.
eyes and his curly ’air—

“Go on!” said his wife, bitterly, “go on!”

Mr. Dowson, dimly conscious that some-
thing was wrong, stopped and puffed hard at
his pipe. Through the cover of the smoke
he bestowed a sympathetic wink upon his
daughter.

“You needn’t go on too fast,” said the
latter, turning to her mother. “I haven't
made up my mind yet. Charlie’s looks
are all right, but he ain’t over and above
steady, and Ben is steady, but he ain’t much
to look at.”

“ What does your ’art say ? ” inquired the
sentimental Mr. Dowson.

Neither lady took the slightest notice.

“Charlie Foss is too larky,” said Mrs.
Dowson, solemnly ; “it’s easy come and easy
go with 'im. He’s just such another as your
father’s cousin Bill—and look what ’appened
to him !”

Miss Dowson shrugged her shoulders and,
subsiding in her chair, went on with her book,
until a loud knock at the door and a cheerful
but peculiarly shrill whistle sounded outside.

“There #s my lord,” exclaimed Mrs.
Dowson, waspishly; “anybody might think
the ’ouse belonged to him. And now he’s
dancing on my clean door-step.”

“ Might be only knocking the mud off
afore coming in,” said Mr. Dowson, as he
rose to open the door. ‘I've noticed he’s
very careful.”

“I just came in to tell you a joke,” said
Mr. Foss, as he followed his host into the
kitchen and gazed tenderly at Miss Dowson—
“best joke I ever had in my life ; I've ’ad
my fortune told—guess what it was! I’'ve
been laughing to myself ever since.”

“Who told it?” inquired Mrs. Dowson,
after a somewhat awkward silence.

“ Old gipsy woman in Peter Street,” replied
Mr. Foss. “I gave ’er a wrong name and
address, just in case she might ha’ heard
about me, and she did make a mess of it ;
upon my word she did.”

“Wot did she say ? ” inquired Mr. Dowson.

Mr. Foss laughed. “Said I was a wrong
'un,” he said, cheerfully, ‘“and should bring
my mother’s grey hairs to the grave with
sorrow. I'm to ’ave bad companions and
take to drink ; I'in to steal money to gamble
with, and after all that I'm to ’ave five years
for bigamy. I told her I was disappointed I
wasn’t to be hung, and she said it would be
a disappointment to a lot of other people
too. Laugh! I thought I should ’ave
killed myself.”

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

“I don’t see nothing to laugh at,” said
Mrs. Dowson, coldly.

“1 shouldn’t tell anybody else, Charlie,”
said her husband. “Keep it a secret, my
boy.”

“But you—you don’t believe it?” stam-
mered the crestfallen Mr. Foss.

Mrs. Dowson cast a stealthy glance at her
daughter. “It’s wonderful ’ow some o’ those
fortune-tellers cen see into the future,” she
said, shaking her head.

“Ah!” said her husband, with a con-
firmatory nod. “Wonderful is no name for
it. I’ad my fortune told once when I was a
boy, and she told me I should marry the
prettiest, and the nicest, and the sweetest-
tempered gal in Poplar.”

Mr. Foss, with a triumphant smile, barely
waited for him to finish. “There you——"
he began, and stopped suddenly.

“What was you about to remark,” inquired
Mrs. Dowson, icily.

“I was going to say,” replied Mr. Foss—
“T was going to say—I ’ad just got it on the
tip o’ my tongue to say, ‘ There you—you—
you ’ad all the luck, Mr. Dowson.””

He edged his chair a little nearer to
Flora; but there was a chilliness in the
atmosphere against which his high spirits
strove in vain. Mr. Dowson remembered
other predictions which had come true,
notably the case of one man who, learning
that he was to come in for a legacy, gave up
a two-pound-a-week job, and did actually
come in for twenty pounds and a bird-cage
seven years afterwards.

“It’s all nonsense,” protested Mr. Foss ;
“she only said all that because I made fun
of her. You don’t believe it, do you,
Flora?”

“ I don't see anything to laugh at,” returned
Miss Dowson. “Fancy five years for bigamy !
Fancy the disgrace of it !”

“ But you're talking as if I was going to do
it,” objected Mr. Foss. “I wish you'd go
and ’ave your fortune told. Go and see what
she says about yox. P’r'aps you won'’t believe
so much in fortune-telling afterwards.”

Mrs. Dowson looked up quickly, and then,
lowering her eyes, took her hand out of the
stocking she had been darning and, placing
it beside its companion, rolled the pair into a
ball.

“You go round to-morrow night, Flora,”
she said, deliberately. “ It sha'n’t be said a
daughter of mine was afraid to hear the
truth about herself; fatherll find the
money.”

“ And she can say what she likes about
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she had firished, ¢ but you asked for it, and
now you've got it.” .

“It’s very amusing,” said Mr. Foss. “I
wonder who the dark young man in the fancy
knickers is ?”

“Ah, I dessay you’ll know some day,”
said Mrs. Dowson.

“Was the fair young man a good-looking
chap ? ” inquired the inquisitive Mr. Foss.

Mrs. Dowson hesitated. “ Yes,” she said,
defiantly.

“ Wonder who it can be?” muttered Mr.
Foss, in perplexity.

“You'll know that too some day, no
doubt,” was the reply.

Mr. Foss assented. “I'm glad it’s to be
a good-looking chap,” he said ; “not that I
think Flora believes in such rubbish as
fortune-telling. She’s too sensible.”

“I do,” said Flora. “How should she
know all the things I did when I was a little
girl 2 Tell me that.”

“] believe in it, too,” said Mrs. Dowson.
“P'raps you'll tell me 7m not sensible ! ”

Mr. Foss quailed at the challenge and re-
lapsed into moody silence. The talk turned
on an aunt of Mr. Lippet’s, rumoured to
possess money, and an uncle who was
“rolling” in 1it. He began to feel in the
way, and only his native obstinacy prevented
him from going.

It was a relief to him when the front door
opened and the heavy step of Mr. Dowson
was heard in the tiny passage. If anything it
seemed heavier than usual, and Mr. Dowson’s
manner when he entered the room and
greeted his guests was singularly lacking in
its usual cheerfulness. He drew a chair to
the fire, and putting his feet on the fender
gazed moodily between the bars.

“I’'ve been wondering as I came along,”
he said at last, with an obvious attempt to
speak carelessly,  whether this ’ere fortune-
telling as we’ve been hearing so much about
lately always comes out true.”

“It depends on the fortune-teller,” said
his wife.

“I mean,” said Mr. Dowson, slowly—*1
mean that gipsy woman that Charlie and
Flora went to.”

“QOf course it does,” snapped his wife.
“I'd trust what she says afore anything.”

“I know five or six that she has told,” said
Mr. Lippet, plucking up courage ; “and they
all believe ’er.  They couldn’t help them-
selves ; they said so.”

‘“Still, she might make a mistake some-
times,” said Mr. Dowson, faintly. “ Might
get mixed up, so to speak.”
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“Never!” said Mrs. Dowson, firmly.

“ Never!” echoed Flora and Mr. Lippet.

Mr. Dowson heaved a big sigh, and his
eye wandered round the room. It lighted
on Mr. Foss.

“She’s an old humbug,” said that gentle-
man. *“I’ve a good mind to put the police
on to her.”

Mr. Dowson reached over and gripped his
hand. Then he sighed again.

“Of course, it suits Charlie Foss to say
s0,” said Mrs. Dowson ; “ naturally he'd say
so ; he’s got reasons. I believe every word
she says. If she told me 1 was coming in
for a fortune I should believe her ; and if she
told me I was going to have misfortunes I
should believe her.”

“Don’t say that,” shouted Mr. Dowson,
with startling energy. “ Don’t say that.
That’s what she did say!”

“ What?” cried his wife, sharply.
are you talking about?”

“1 won eighteenpence off of Bob Stevens,”
said her husband, staring at the table.
‘“ Eighteenpence is ’er price for telling the
future only, and, being curious and feeling
I'd like to know what’s going to ’appen to
me, I went in and had eighteenpennorth.”

“ Well, you're upset,” said Mrs. Dowson,
with a quick glance at him. ‘You get
upstairs to bed.”

“I'd sooner stay ’ere,” said her husband,
resuming his seat ; it seems more cheerful
and life-like. I wish I ’adn’t gorn, that’s
what I wish.”

“What did she tell you?” inquired Mr.
Foss.

Mr. Dowson thrust his hands into his
trouser pockets and spoke desperately.
“She says I'm to live to ninety, and I'm
to travel to foreign parts——"

“You get to bed,” said his wife.
along.”

Mr. Dowson shook his head doggedly.
“I’m to be rich,” he continued, slowly—*rich
and loved. After my pore dear wife’s death
I'm to marry again; a young woman with
money and stormy brown eyes.”

Mrs. Dowson sprang from her chair and
stood over him quivering with passion.
“How dare you?” she gasped. “You—
you've been drinking.”

“I've ’ad two arf-pints,” said her hus-
band, solemnly. “I shouldn’t ’ave 'ad the
second only I felt so miserable. I 4now I
sha’n’t be ’appy with a young woman.”

Mrs. Dowson, past speech, sank back in
her chair and stared at him.

“I shouldn’t  worry about it if I was

“What

“Come
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