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cmommen ‘
10ug 1d rejset thee, yet will I
;.,m !.’..L"."#’.K."'.u w’um errors, In my

And cherish even thy weaknees! Who oan

Thet L« i free from sin ; or thet to him
Relongs to kpenk the jangmenin of the Lord,
To vinuicate the diguity of Heaven ?

old the Master! plvsltaltr at 'B’:l foet,
Shudderiug with psuitential agouy,
5“""%? :) u::l-p-: mll:i. !0": m)l;! oyes,

ercy nod pity blossoming

O 'fuu om’x’u of pardon and of blessing !
Hhall I, a sinner, seorn a sinner, or
Less love my br tuer seeing he in weak ?
mhull not iny Leart »earn to his heiplessness
Like the foud motner's to ber idiol boy ?
O erael mockery, 10 call that love ;
Which the world’s frown can wither! Hyp-

l‘uu"l;:end ! Base, selfish man! fearing to

The solled fellow from the dnat | From thee
‘The love of friends, tne sy mpathy of kind

Recoil like brok-n waves from & bare cl'ff=
‘Waves ihai from far seas come with nolse-

en niOp
Blow stealing 10 sgeme lnnely ocean iule ;—
‘With what turnuituous joy and fesrlens trust
They fling themssives upon its blackened

brenat,
And ;vlnd their arms of foam around its

eet,
Seeking & home ; but, finding none, return
With siow, sad ripple, and reproschful mur-

mur.
No! No! True Charity scorns not the love
Even of the gnil’'i-s', but treasures up
The precions gift witin 118 heart of hearts,
Freely returning love where wanted moet,
Like flowers that (rom the generous airim-

the

The essences of 1ife, and give them forth
AgM'L in odors  8pirit of Love Divine
That fillea’st with tendsrness the revereni

oyes
Of Mary a8 rhe gazad apon her Bibe,
Boflen our sluny nature ; make us Know
How much we ueed to be forgiven ; puild up
Trus Cherity on humbleness ot keart.

8. E, DE VERE.
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THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER IX.

BILLY BEFFFRNAN AND HIS FLUTE.

Honor Lahy went on prospering ; and,
on this fize frosty morning, after return.
fng from the Statfon at Maarice Kearney's,
we fiod her a perfect pleture of comfozt,
good health, end grod humor,

¢ wis Norah § How fa ma lanna ma-
chres 1”7 she ssked, stooping dowa and
looking into Norah’s pele face.

“Finely, mother,” the replied, with a
languid swaile  “Wiil the prie t come 1"

“Ho wlil—Father M Mihon bimseif,
God Dlees him! He was goln’ over to
Boherbeg to answer a call, but the minutel
tonld him you wanted to go to confesslon
to bimself, hesald he'd eena Father O’ Natll
to nuswer tho call”

She pulled off her woreted mlttens, and
throwlug back the hood of her cloak,
therehy dirplaylog & snow-white cap, &
itle crached and crumpied by the weight
of the hood, with a gorgeons broad ribbon
as & band over the erowa of her head aud
tied in 2 bow kaow under her chin, sho
sas o1 & low stool in frout of Novah,

“Cive aguess what I have for you,” ehe
sid, takl g oue of Norah's wasted hauds
between her own,

“] doa’t kaow, mother,”

“Somothia’ Miss Mary sent you fora
Ohristmas hox

She put herhand into her ample pocket
and took oul & palr of haodsome embirci
dered .\l‘p;y?rl.

Norah’s large cyesexpressad tho atmost

)5 for such a pa'r of slippersshe
scsn bafors,

Her mothsr slipped the wasted hand
iato one of them

“Tain'v id cosy end warm 1” sho acked,
lonking fondly in Norah's face, “ilued
with beautifal far.”

She ran to the fire and held tho slippers
closa to tha bluizs—which was purely a
matter of form, for, even if they required

arn sliowed no time for the least
A arted to thom,

Gantly rem wic g Norah's shoes, she put
on the cmbroldered slippers, and Iooked
up wih asmile  f delightc, Bat the rmilo
quickiy vaviched, giviug placa to a lock
of amdz ment and slarm, Norah’s lips
trembled aud the tears gushed from her
oYy

Surprise kapt the poor woman passive
foram ment ; bas, recovering hereelf, she
put her ara round her deughter'’s shoul-
der

“Whatlsld, Norah?”? she asked., “What
ails my darlin’ ??

Jar 1t was aftor a long struggls Norah

was sble to Wer,
“0b, mothar,” sald she, ‘“she is too
good.”

And, pressing her face againat her
mother's brenst, che scbbed eo vislently
that the poor woman became qaite
alarmed.

Pail Lahy hastened in from the shop
door, wharo ha had stopped to repeat hls
promie to Mat Donovan that he would
mot “disappeint him.”

“What ails her 1" he asked,

“()n, wishe, what but ehe's so thankful
to Mlis My for the slippers,” Homnor
replisd, “ldon’t know whaiin ths world
%o do wud her,”

“Haveo seser, Norah, have sense,” sald
her father, gently.

She recovered bereelf by an effort, and
vesuwmed her usurl position with her head
lean! g sgainet the back of her chalr.

4T will do me good, mother,” eaid she.

“Mav ba so, wad the help uv God. An’
Miss Mory tould me Dctor Kiely '11 be
out next k, an’ she'll brivg him over
to eee you; an’ who konows, wud the
blessin’ uv G d, but he might be sable to
do somethin’ for you, An' now,” ehe
continued, resaming ber ususl cheerfal
manner, “I'll go and get the breakfast
ready, Sitdown on that chalr, Phil, an’
salk to her, an’ tell her all Father Hannl-
gan s:ld; and 'tls he's the droll Father
Hannlgan, He'd bave you laughin’ wan
minft an’ cryin’ the next; I wish wo had
Billy Heffornan to play a tuune for her,
That's what ’d rise ber heart, An’, be all
the goate In Kerry, but here he is himzelf,
Sit down there fa the corner, Billy, an’
play a tune for Norah, She was so lone-
gome all the moruin’, wud no wan but
Tommy and Felskey to keep her company,
a tune ’ll do her ali the good in the world.”

Billy sat down on a hench near the
window under the linnet’s cage, and tak-
ing the joints of an old flate from his
pocket, commenced screwlng them to
gether, without utterlng & word, Norah
preforred “ihe soft complaining flate” to
the “ear plercing fife ;” and beciuse she
did, Billy H:ffzrnan—though he never
aald so—invested the proceeds of a load of
tarf in the purchese of this one, and
patched up his old brogues to make them

Aset another winter; to which Iast-men-

t'oned clrcumstance an ccoss'onal hiatue
in bis performance on this ocoaslon—
caused by a harried spplication of the cost
cufl to the nou—.x. we thiok, to be
attributed,

“Billy, a chors,” Mes, Lahy exclalmed,
remonstratively, laylng down her cup
without tasting it—Ifor she and Phil were
now at breskfast—*Billy, a chors, stop
that ! Her heart is too fall to-day, foz
thim grisvons ould airs, Play ‘I barled
my wife an danced o' top uv her’—or
somethia’ lively.”

The musdcian tock the bint, aund
delighted his audience with a snccession of
jige and planxties that might “care & par-
alytlc”

81 captivated were they all that Father
M’'Mshon was actually standing with
folded arms behind Norah’s chate before
any one was aware of his presence. A
sudden break off in the m!ddle of a bar of
‘‘Paudheea O'Rsflerty,” and & sheepish
dropping of the muslclan’s under jaw
made Phil and Honor look around.

Father M'Mahon at ouce relleved them
from their evident embarraesment, by say
fog Io » kindly way :

“80, Billy, you sre playlog for Norah.
Toat's right; that’s right. 1 hope she'll
820m be eble to come to Mass and hear the
organ.” Aad he lsid his hand softly on
hsr head, She trembled as hedid so,and
in order to set her a’ ease ho sat down on
the chbalr which Honor carefuily wiped
with her apron, and eafd :

“Come, Bllly ; ‘Paudheen O'R:fferty’ is
a favorite of mine, so go on with it.”

Billy Heffsrpan,” turnicg his head
towerds the wall, gave Lis troublesome
noee & vigorous tweak,and obeyed.

“Thank you, Billy. Tasnk you, Very
good, indeed,” sald the prieet,

And with a gratifisd, though by no
mesus cheerful, smile, and another aseault
upon his tzoub'esome ncee, Billy Heflor-
nan lefs the house as eileutly a1 he eatered
1t

“And now, Pall,” geid Father M'Mahon,
“I want to have a serions word or two
with you. After the promize you msde
ms I was exceedlngly sorry to near that
vou were under the joflasnce of drink ou
Thbursday at the fale.”

“Ausd you wers tould T was uunder the
fufloenes of drink at the fair§”

.'\v(‘ﬂ‘"

“Aqn’ wonld id M. any harm to ax who
tonld yoa §”?

“On, [ em not . vund to give yon my
enthoiity. Bat {t was a person on whore
wurd ] can xely.”

“Aa’a person on whoss word you can
r2ply tould you that Phil Lahy wes at the
falr 0a Thursday—and that Pall Lahy was
drank 1"

“Yes,” ald the priest, for Phil paased
for s reply.

“An’ now, will you, tell me, did that
pereon who tould you that Pail Lahy was
at the falr and that Phll Lahy was dhrunk,
teli youn that Phil Liaby bought two pigs 1’

“We'l, no ; hedld not mention that”

“I"1ba bound he didn’t ; for the devil
a thing these people, on whose word you
can rely, ever thiuk of te'llng but the bad
thirg.”

Father M'Mahon rubbed Lis band over
his facs rnd tried to look very grave
But thivklog 1t best not to pursne the
argoment further, he turned to Honor aud

sald :

“I think, M+s. Laby, I Lad beiter hear
Norah’s confesslon now.”

Phii and Honor left the kitchen, and
Father M'Mahon put on blsetole and drow
his chalz clugo to the sick gizl to hear her
confes ion,

¢Phil,” as’'d hls wifs, when the priest
was gone, “yon may as well cut out that
coat for Mat, ’Twould be too bad to dis.
appoint him, an’ ke goin’ to be tuch & de
cent b’y's sidesman.”

“I won't disappoint him,” Pail replled,
“Bat I feel too wake to do anytbing to-
day, I thiak I musttake astretch on the
bed.”

“Well, if you don’t ke the work, go
out an’ teke a walk, an' ’twill do you
‘;(H’d»”

“I can’t do anything when this wake:
ness coraes over ma ”?  And Puildid men
age to Jook so faint that a stranger would
never have suspected that he bad just
eaton a very hearty bresk(fast,

“Tommy,” be contlauned, “reach me the
lookiag glass.”

Tommy brought bim a small looking-
glass with the frame painted a bright red,
and a brasa ring in i to hang it up by ;
and aiter surveyiog his visage for some
time, aud pulling up b's ehirt collar, which
was of tho highest and st!ffact, Pall ex
clalmed with his eyes still fix.d on the
glaes ;

“Honor, I lock very bad.”

“Now, Phil, don't be makin’ a feol uv
vourse!f. I meversee you lookin’ better
in my life, Ax Norah”

“You don's look bad at all, father,” said
Norah,

“1 foel very wakeo,” sald he, making a
mosvement to xlse, bub looking as if ho
conld not do so without arelstance,

“Wisha, wltha, what am I to do wad
hlm at all at all?” Honor muttered to
bersalf. “If wance he iles down thers
he’ll stay till Sanday morain’, at any rate
An' I d.n% like to slad for Miss Mary the
day uv the Statlon, an’ all—an’ moreover
8 strange gintlemaa In the house ”

Honor had found from experionce that
no one but Miss Kearney coald talk Pail
out of hia “weaknesses,” and on critlesl
occaslons she was In the habit of sending
for her unknowa t» the patlent  Mary
would come in, a8 It were, accldentally,
and after achat with Pbil about *“Columb-
kill’s Prophecles,” or some other interost-
ing subject, she always succeaded in con-
vincing bim that he was perfectly well,
that It was only bis nerves—and that even
the “Inward pain’ was lmaginary,.

“I think, Honor,” eald Patl, “I'll try
the splrits o’ turpentine, Tols pain i3
comln’ &t me.”

This declded Honor, and the whispered
Tommy—"*o his great delight—to ran and
ask Mias Mary to take a walk over ln the
couree of the day If shecould ot ali,

CHAPTER X.
“A LITTLE NOURISHMENT.”

Mary, accompanied by her sister Ellie
and Gracs, eoon made her appearancs ;
and Phil jamped up from his ctalr with
wounderful alacrity for a man who, a few
minutes before, ssemed quite unable to
rlse without help,

Poor Norah's eyes beamed with plcasare
and gratitude and admiration as her beau-
tifal friend beat over her and hoped, in
her low, sweet volce, that she was better,

“I am, Miss,” was all Norah sald, Bat

she was 50 fascinated as to be uncossclons
of the little bunch nf monthly roses which
Ellle bad silently placed in her band.

Grace cat a supereillous glance azound,
sud seeemed to thivk the conduct of her
friends quite abenrd. Bat when Mary
moved aside and let the light from the
window fall full upon the sick gitl's face,
Grace’s hanghty lock guve place to one of

ity Ualike Mary or Elile, howaver,
ger impulee was to shrink awsy from that
pale feceo and forget thay ehe had ever
seen it.

When Mary turned round to opesk to
Phil I~hy, he esuddenly remembered his
weakuees and dropped languidly back
foto bis chelr.

Mes Lahy exchavged glsvces with her
visitor, and placing & chair at » convenient
dlstauce from the rapldly sinking patient,
eald :

“He’s only pcorly to.day, Mlass, Maybe
you could tpare time an’ sit down and
talk to him for a start. I know he’d be
in the better uv id.”

“I hope, Mr. Lahy,’ sald Mary, ¢4t is
nothing serlons, I thought ycm Jooked
remarkably well this morning ; and Father
M’Mahon made the same remuik,”
P"I’d want & little nourlshment,” ssld

hil

Mary locked at his wife for an explan.
atlon ; but Honor only shock her head,

“Perhaps 1 could send you rometbirg,”
she remarked, stiil looking st Honor.

But ancther shake of the head was the
only reply.

“He wsaye,” euld Mary, “he requires
nourichment.”

“That’s what I want,” said Phil, turn.
fng rousd and looking earnestly in her
face. ‘A little nourishment.”

Mary again looked at Honor, evidently
surprised that he should not bave proper
wourisbment,

“God help you, Mles,” eald Honer, at
lagt, “don’t vou know the nourlshmant
bo wante? Noarlshmeut!” she repested.
*1 vever heard bim call unything but the
wau thing nourlehment ”

Mary now undersicod the etate of the
care, aud cherged the subjeet,

“Yon seked me some timo ego, Mr,
Liahy,” ehe esid, “if I could lead you
Mocre’s ‘Lella Rookh. T hada’t it at the
time, but I esn give it to you now auy
day yon come up "

“Thank you, Miss,” Phil zeplied. “’Tis
goin’ on twenty years stuca [ read id ; &n’
I wae wishin’ to see id, What put id
iuto my head was eecin’ some linus the
counseilor brought into wsn of his
tpeecher, an’ I kuew I see 'em somewhero
before :

‘Rebellion, foul, dishononring word,

Wuose wrongfal bligut 80 ofy has strained
The holiest caune that tongne or swoid

Of moital ever losl or gained.’

I dicremember if them lines is1’% In *Lalla
Rookn?’?

“Yes,” anld Mory
are from ‘Lalla Rook

“The Fira Worshippers,” added Grace,
sustenticusly,

“Sara enough, ’tis the Fire Worshlp.

ers,” said Pall, looking at her with sur-
prize,

“Bat,” he added, turning to Mary, “is
the wan you have genu ine ?”?

“'Oh, I suppose {t must be.”

“Twas y Usncle Dan, God be gaod
S lint me the wan i reed, An’,
by the same token, 'twas ths same day he
gava me the ‘Coravoth.” I was the fast
ever eung id in thoso parte. Bat 1
v ¢ o & pin foi them liitle ‘Lalia
Rockbe’ that’s goin® now, That wan was
a3 bg as & doubls spellin’ book,”

Mary, who did her best to keep her
couatensnoe, 68ld she feared hers was one
of tha little ones ; bul as hier brother Hugh
had all her uncle’s books, she would see
whether the geaunine additdon of “Lalla
Rookh" was smong them

ew!ling, “those lines
Wy

Phil was by this tlme qaite cared of hls
wenkness, and Mary roce to take her leave

DuarIng their conversation Tomwy was
exhibiting thegolofiach's accomyplisiments
to ita new misirese,

Whaen fhe bled, after much coaxing,
moved sideways aloug its perch, now
coquettishly advancing, now timidly held
ing beck, at length picked huniedly at the
bauch of groundsel which Towmmy held
tomptingly againet the wires of its cage,
Eille's deilgnt was only second to that of
Honor Liaby berself, who gave much more
attentlon to the little by play at the
window than t) the conversation about
“broks and lernin’” batween hor husbard
and Mlss Kearney,

Mary, tooc, stopped for & momsnt to
comtemplate the little scenn,

Eilis’s bounet was hanging on her back
and her halr fallen loore over her face and
shoulders, while tha boy, who was o his
knees, looked up at her with a trinmphant
emile, as the goldfinish snatched the
grouundael through the wires, and, placing
its fool on it, commenced pulling is to
pleces,

Mary thought the group would bs a
good subjact fora plensant pleture,

But how sad was the contrast when she
turned to the straw chair, and the dark,
melancholy eyes met hers, And when
she feit the love—the almost worshlp—
for herself that filled those melaacholy
eyes, Mary found it hard to keep back the
suwotlon that swelled up from her heart
She turzed her face away and pulled dowa
her vell before biddleg Norsh good bye.

“02, Mary,” said Gracs, when they had
got into the open air, “wouldn’t it ba well
for that poor gitl if she were dead 7 and
for her mother, too 1’

“Oh, Miss!?

Gracs started and looked around,

It wes Honor Lahy who had followed
them with E'lie's gloves, which she had
forgotten. The poor woman’s hands were
strecched out as If begglog for her child’s
life, and the tears stood in her eyes.

“Oh, Miss, sure ’tls she brings all the
luck to me!”

This woman would snatch her child
from the grave merely bocauss * ’twaas she
brought all the lack to her !”

Ab, if that old house were built upon
orocks of gold—anough to purchass the
fee-simple of broad Tipperary—Honor
Lahy would have flang it 2ll into the ses,
and been been content to “beg the world”
with her child, if by doing so che counld
keep the light in those languld eyes a
littie longer,

Remonatrate with the heart.broken
woman who paces the floor in wordless
agony from moroicg till night, and often
from nlghs till mornteg., Tell ker it ls
flylng in the face of Providence ; that it 1s
tlme she should be reconclled to hex loss ;
and she will reply : It s so sad a cace,
She had just settled her in the world ; en-
croached upon the portiona of her other

cbildren, perhape, in order to her—
her dulm}'—ln s home worthy of her.
And now sbe ls gone—the best and beauti-
fuleat of them sll—and what & lose that
mouey la! And she will try to make the
wretched dross she had lost with her ebild
the excuse for her sorrow, But if her
darling’s death bad bronﬁht & queen’s
dowry to every other child of hers, the
sorrow at her heart wouid be no lighter.

Bay to this other one : “You should let
your chlld go where she can better berself,

0 you waut to keep her a dradge ail ber
life.” And see, the tears aze in her eyes,
acd she answers: “If the goes I won’t
have uoyoue to do enything for me.”
But give ber a train of attendants to anti.
clpate her every wi:h, and the tears wili
be in ber eyes 2!l the ssme,

So, again, this other one, who has
lighted upon a tiny palr of red woolen
atockings at the butiom of an old drawer,
The Ititie feet they encased grew tired, end
a cweet, sweet little volce sald : “Carr
me, mammas,” and a llstle nlk{ he;
drooped like s flawer, and two violet eyes
grew, fire' htlgnter and biighter, and then
beavy, and fixed, and ghn&—:vonty
years 8go, And when she eees you shake
your head she difes her eycs, and nsays,
with & gigh : “If I had her now bow use-
ful ehe’d batome”  You foolish woman !
Lok at those four healthy, blooming girls.
Are they not good, and carefal, and affe:-
tionate, end all that a mother’s heer: could
with? Oa the mere score of utllity you
have more help than you require, morve
hauds than you con find employment for,
And yet you would chest us with ;: “How
useful she would be to you.” But we are
forgetting our story.

“Qh, Mise, sure ’tis she’s bringin’ all the
lack to me,” sald Honor Lahy,

Grace turped away, with her brows knit
into something very like a frown,

Mary was greatly moved, and felt at a
loss for something to say that might evothe
the poor woman, whin Tommy’s appear
ance relleved her ficm her embarrass.
ment

Miss Eilie i3 certainly an untidv gil,
She forgot her gloves, end now Tommy
comes iunning, breathlessly, up to them
wish a woolen ruff beld bigh above his
head,

“I hope, Mes, Lahy,” said Mary, “that
Tommy coniicua to be a good boy.”

“Ile¢ is ther, Mis,” ehe replied, wiplrg
the tedrs from her eyes with the corner o1
her spron, “very good at his books, Az’
every way—on’y for the ¢limbin.’”?

Ellle locked laughingly at the delin.
nt, who siratched his curly poll, and
sturned ber smile with & shrug of bis
ulders and & glance of bis merry blue

(5}

SN
“Oh, bat as he 18 83 gocd you muet not
be too strict with him,” stid Mary.

“But "tis on’y the merey uv God, Miss,”
Honor exclilmed, as if her patience wers
tried beyond endurance, “that he don’t
make smithereens uv himself. An’ be
slden, I can’t keep a stitch on him.”

She turned round to survey the calprit,
whosa bones and bablliments she coneid
ered in such constant jeopardy.

*Oh, oh, what am 1 to do wud him at
all, at wl'? Look at him,” she ciled,
eatching Tommy by the shouders and
spinnlug him round, “How did you tear
that pleca cut uv your breeches? Ax’
e fait "

but guided by ti
even Giraca h
glance—he clag an d en
diccovered that a pretty largs picce was
mi«ing out of his corduroys,

It could be seen by his puzzled look
that be was trylug to remember where or
how the aceldent occurred. Hismind was
divlded between Tom Hogen's gate and
Mat ths Thrasher's whitethorn hedge,
when custing his eyes upwards, 88 peopls
will do under like circumstances (meaning
no reference to Tommy’s mutilated gur-
ment, but only to the operstion of Lia
miud), a ray of light seemed to bresk
upon him frow ths beech-tree, To Grace'’s
profound sstonishment he rushed suddenly
to the tree, ard, clseping his arms vound
{t, began to escend, Mary, too, seemed
teken by surprise. But the proccecing
wes evidently nothing new to Ellie, who
woe indebted to Tommy’s climbing pro
pensliles for an extensive collection of
birds’ eggs

His mother shock her head, as If she
bad just made up her mind that Tommy’s
case was quite hopelees, aud tbat reclaim
ing bim was an utter impoesibility,

Grace's eyebrows becime more snd
more elevated as he mounted higher aud
higher,

But on resching one of the highest
boughs he stretched ont his hand, and the

objzct of his ascent was visible to them®

all; for there was the missing plece of
corduroy fluttering in the brecza. Thrust
ing it into his pocket, he descended with
a rapldity that caused Mary to put her
hands boefore ber eyes, as if she thought
the catastrophe which his mother cousid-
ered 8o imminent was at band, and that
Tommy was then and there determlned to
“make emithe¢raens of bimeelf,” It wes
greatly to her reltef, if a little to her sur.
prise, that when she looked round the
cause of her anxiety was nowhere visible
—he having scampéred into the house the
moment his foot toucked turra firma, as if
he ware qulte unconsclous of the presence
of the liitle group who had watched his
performance with eo much faterest.

Mary eald good bye agaln to Honor
Laby, and went a little farther up the hill
to pay a vislt to Tom Hogsu’s handsome
daughter Nancy, who she suspected was
plniog io thooght in consequence of an
approaching event in which 1t was conjec.
tured that one Ned Brophy was to play
an important part.

Perhaps there was something in Mary’s
own heart, which, unknown to herself,
made ber sympathise with pretty Nancy
Hcgan,

To BE CONTINUED,

A New Element

Mast be infased into the blood of the weak
end debilitated, who suffer from disease of
the stomach, liver, bowels, kidneys or
blood. This revitalizing constituent is
supplied by ‘Burdock Blood Bitters which
repairs waste, drives out all impurities and
restores health to the entire system.

Jabesh Snow, Ganning Cove, N, S,
writes : *“I was completely prostrated with
the asthma, but hearing of Dr. Thomas’
Eclectric Oil, I procured a bottle, and it
done me so much good that I got auother,
and before it was nsed, I was well. My
son was cured of a bad cold by the use of
half & bottle. It goes like wild fire, and
makes cures wherever it is used,”

JOHN JYNKS AND THE
ANGEL,

Eastatle joy and peace were in the face;
the ralment was woven of gold and red—
gold fno the lights snd red in the shadows,

pleasure if she returned again to the
follies of her youth.

“Eleven percels,” he said ; “it will be o
fine Ohristmnas tree. Bat, my desr Mlas
Wimple, wounld it pot be more nulul.to
bang shoes and pinafores upon the treein-

It was » shock to Jobn Jynks to see who | stead 1"

bad been blowing the organ,
angel.
John Jynks was'en eminently respect-

It was an

%0b, don’t,” sald Dalsy, in a pleading
little tone of trouble, “Thechildren want
something to play with eo much, We

able man ; his ellk hat was on  chair and | baven’t balf enough toys for them ull—
bis slim umbrella was in the corner. In |and they sre such poor toys. Bat you
fact, he was #0 very respectable that it is ‘“’Bb'"“ﬂ’l us the ehoes and thivge, Mr,
surprising to think be had anthlog to do | Jynke”—thls came with a sparkliog, mis-

with an azgel,

But, then, it was through
s mistake,

John Jynks was a serlous man. Hls | Iitile more, you kuow.

chievous glance—'‘we shall get the toys,
snd you shall get the shoes ; they cost &
A bundred pairs,

face Was long, snd iuvclined to be sepu!- [ all s'z:s, pleace.”

chral, by reason of exsesding gravity, Iln

“That’s a large order,” said Mr, Jynke ;

fact, his tastes were so serious that he was | it was the nearest thing to a joke he had

practising a dirge on Christmas eve,

John Jynks was not sny relation to the
“Jinks” family or the “Jenkirs"” family ;
he spelt his name with a “y,” He was
decended from the Zwiuke family, who
were to bs found tn Gsneva in the fif
teenth century. This was his own opin-

ever perpetrated in his iife,

Dafsy laughed ; and then ehe and her
parcels ran away before he could evea
offer to carry them.

For a few moments he looked in at a
stationer’s window—at the Carlstmas cards
painted with every sbape of gladzness,

fon, but his opinions were like his pro- | from children, flywers, and robin red-

perty—not shared by anybody else,
One of his oplofous was that Carlstmas
wes ¢ bore. That mcruipg he bad ex-

breaste up to Bethlehem scenes and golden-
winged argels.
“What an extraordioary expenditure of

pected & business letter, and irstead be | *ime and money sll for nothing, except to

had got an invitstion to Mrs. Wi'r.lplls'!
Eluty over the way, on Twelfth N ght
e bad stuck the card in the edge of the

looking glass with & growl, Hego to a | steps to the chuich.

party—not he! He had never been pre
sent ot such uveles: nonsess eince he was
ten years old.
instead of a moat fraportant letter ! John
Jynks felt personally annoyed. by Christ
mas.

His letter might come yet, but all the
deliveries would be late,
of useless noneenss wonld be in the way—
the plapue of Christmse cards. Jobn
Jiuks felt that Christmas wsas exasperat
frg
Then the walts last nigh!— nly to think

retard the proper dellvery of important
letters "

Cronking this, Mr, Jynks mounted the
He knelt fora fow
minutes, with his thoughts, alas ! fixed on
tbe absent Tommy ; then he opened the

And that thing came | 0rgan, which was in & side chapel near the

chancel, with a beeutiful rose window
above it,

He leant his elbhow on the key-hoard
and his head on bis bacd and walted in

Ancther form | vain,

When he was beginning to think of
going home, ot Iast the footsteoa passed
behlnd him, and bis blower began to work
the lever up and down, aud the great deep
breath began to blow with a noise of wood

of them |—pleytug bress lustruments out | 8td a rusiing of alr,

of tlwe, and putticg cne’s teeth on edge

when one wanted to go aslesp—iinging at | b2en waiting jor you,

the doors til! ona longid to Le » boy again
to eteal to the kephole and equirt water
dowa thelr throsts
of this vengeance witho 11st.
mas was enough to LETVEB ;
the ove comfort abont it was it could not
bappen to anybody more than oncea year,

Then thisk of the Cbristmas boxes the
dny ofter— he ringiog at the d
the pesimen and the dustmen
man snd the watermau—and e
tazwmsn ; for to the affiighted i
of Jobn Jyuks it scemed that e
wes of the number wi

atreets, langhing, b
piog, It made Mr. Jyx
ill to think of tha stopy
avd the wasto of tlwa,  What did people
went holidays for? Wheat dld they
want to laugh for? Tlolidays etopped
work and mace them poorer ; and langh
ing was the woiet form of fdleness,

Thinkirg these thoughts, John Jyuks
had eome this mornlog upon the boy who
cught to blow the organ. The boy was
carryicg an unwi peicel, and wes fol-
lowed by a emall sister, a email brother
end & dog, all ia the most insace siate of
Inughter—except the dog, of course, for
ths dog was a soneible anmial

Woen Br. Jynks had ided Tommy
in the rths with his umbrells, as aserious
rema'uder of neglected duty, Towmy had
taken It &s & joke and steguered ont of the
way, and the parcel had burst and lat out
the neck of & goose emid shouts of de-
light,

“Leavae that pareel, and comea and blow
the crgan,” Me. Jynks bad esid eeverely.

“Please, er,”” Tommy eald, “I can’t
lenve hiwm, eir, i
and he can’t go home by bimself, slr,”

“Then be quick.”

“As qulck as I car, elr, Bat if you'd
only feel tha weight of him, slp=—1"

This to Me. Jyrks! It was appalling,

l—peositivel

seld the grave and rerloua gent'eman ; and
turning the corner, he met Miss Wimple,
with hor arms full of parcels. When be
tried to ehake hands with ber ehe drapped

John Jyuks thooght | toward the stde of the

he | heard,

4 B . .
ge of buelnesa | from a beari L

It's our gocse going howe, | €00

“A vies time fur you to come. I have
If this cccurs any
more I ebal not have yon again” esid
Jobn Jynks, ln & sharp whisper dlrected
en where tho
blower worked the handle of the bellows
beyond his ef, bt
He began pra ng the dirgo of his own
compositlon, The blowing was even, the
hendle went nolseleesly up and down.
Jsuke could not ma
that dey. The dirge weu'd
it, It chavged into sounds
@ Glorie. When be pulled ont the
wes 0o Cawell ;7 the plpes sang
cilver-throated, and went up into the
roftest ewecluess that mortal ears cver

la & panuse in the mnsle John Jynka
heard a a'gh, & most 18 &)

yDpY to 1
i up end looked around
organ to eee what Tommy was
;. Ard there, reated on the pave-
mentin su attitnde the Iteiian painters of
old m'ght have tnvied, there was the
living engel, with the polished wooden
havdle, swayed by the touch of hla light
rtel havda, It wasstil! now, for the
nus'c hed ceased, Tne eyes were closed ;
the face wors ench a look of Matenlog
ecstaay that words could not deccribe its
peacs cr its bestitude, Tho wings,
ey, were aganat t
il ; the garment woyen of
fell in sed end gold on the poor
earihly pavement,
Now what wis J

tle a'oc

vida of the

ohn Jynks to do? He
bad pever been ic such a position in his
life. He felt amszed, of course. Buat he
wee & commongplace, piactical eort of men,
and he thought it awkward—exiremely
awkward, He dared not go nearer, and
he w not go sway, He gave a little
» dropped s music book ; ke tried
coughed and dropped the
st the samo time

opeucd radiant eyes and

ine spir
locked at bim ; rose os nciselessly as a
gkt or & shadow wmoves, aud comlng 1aid
“[ ghall expect you !n five minutes, ’ | bands upon bis arm wiih a touch that he

could not feel,
“You don’t know me,” sald the spirit,
John Jynks was a very preclse man.
He drew beck a little and said: “I—]—

#ix, and every timo he picked them uyp ehe | bave not that pleasvre,”

dropped four or five more of all ehapes
and tiz:s, And the more ehe dropped,
aud the more she was delayed avd tucon-

The beantiful epirit ealled at him,
“Ah! I thought you did not know me,
We have never been tegsther, I am ihe

vezienced, the more she laughed, as if it | 8ngel of joy.”

was ell fun, Nothing but the nonsensieal
epiclt of the eemson egain! But thia wes a

The very preclse man made a little bow.
The epirit emiled ogaia, His smile waa

much worse case than Tommy acd the | li%e the sunshine when one is up in the

gonse,

Dalsy Wimple was the merriest girl in
all the town. She looked as freeh avd
roay in her warm fur as if she were young
Sprogtime macquersding in Winter’s
drees. She looked etraight un at Mz,
Jynks’ long face with the eparkling glauce
of & palr of most innocent eyes, and she
ssid, brimful of glee:

“Do tell me, Mr. Jynks, have you any
idea where a Panch.and-Judy lives 1

My, Jynks wossurprised, He was more
—he was shocked, It was the very last
remark one could expect from n girl of
refinement to aman of mature yeara and
intellactusl pureuite,

“I"il tell you how it 1s,” ghe eald, chat.
terlng away, with a funny, puzzled little
alr of business puckering the pretty fore-
head for & moment. “On Boxing Day it
is the factory glrl’s tea party ; and we have
ten shilllnge over out of the funde, and [
thoughtPanch-and Judy wonld make them
laugh—and I caw a man In the square the
other day, and he sald 1t was ten ¢hillings
s night—only we shan’t be ebla to have
Toby becaute Toby 16 ten shiliings more
—Tobles are very dear.”

Mr Jynks shook his head at Dalsy and
the world in general. “But you mie not
golog to cerry all theee parcels round the
town in this search 1” he asked.

“Ob no; these are for the Chrlstmas
tree in the school-room on Holy Innocents’
night.”

“Eleven parcels,” aald Jynks, elevating
bis eyebrows, Somehow bo liked to talk
to Daisy Wiwaple, thongh ehe was so very
silly as to be fond of smiling, e hoped
she would scme day “settle down’ into a
sarlous women, If thet dey camo, and
the lavghing face was grave, ha
might—he mlght—Mr. Jyuks  heal.
tated about 1f, bat still he might
—offer her his hard and heart, and
allow her the privilege of singing for him
eweet sougs of a saddening nature, and
dusting his study., Taey would spend
thelr honeymoon in the Britl:h Museam,
with a vlew to Improving her mtnd ; and
Mre, Jynks would incur his seveze dis-

plm;le alr of mountain helghts ; it made one
glad,

“And pray what do you do 7" the aplzit
teked. “What do you do every day that
you have not come across me 7"

“My time is npent in llterary leisure,
#nd in musle—for musle’s eake,” sald John
Jynks, condescending to explain.

. A1 said tho angel wistfally”—and it
1s zuch a dark world 1"

With that be turned away. Every-
thing darkened Indecd ms his presence
depacted. It was like the coming of
night. Just to get light, and to see what
would happen, tho man followed him,

When ho walked with the angel every-
thing was bright again—the best aspect of
g\.verything seemcd to be tarned toward

iim.

‘The church was decked wlth holly ; the
crib was ready, and a merry sound of
volees came from beyond the wall. The
aogel opaned a locked door, aud emiled
€0 g4y an {nvitation that John Jynks had
to follow.

“I can’t help et2pplng in for a minute,
though I reaily have not time,” sald Jokn
Jynks, not liklag to come to & children’s
perty.  “I was not aware that door was
aver unlocked,”

“O1! I can unlock all things,” sald the
i yous angel ; “and I can rule like aking ;
yon do not know half my power,”

Well, 1a this tchool-room thers was a
Chrlstmas tree, and all the children got
playthings exsept ona, This last lisle
one came {n late with a crutch, and leant
nizalmt the wall and cried most bitterly.
Nothing wasleft forher, She had Hmped
in from ths strest—a raggsd little gutter
child,

“Can a child like that live 7" asked John
Jyuke, looking at the puny crocked frame,
the emall piached face blue with cold.

“She will die off soon,” sald the angel ;
“s}‘x&hzas cx;ly one week more,”

nd she crles so piteously,” sal
Jynks, W n o

“Becanso,” aald the avgol, “she heard
of the Caristmas tree, and she came as
fast as she could ; but it is a long way to

P\
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limp, snd ske is very weak, 8
never & toy in ber life—not one,”
40h ! poor child.” The man’s he
wrang with pity—and all about
“Osn’t she bave something

“Yes,” seid the angel; “I wi
care of that, I can blow out a sha
her from the carpenter’s shop at t
per of the couri, It willdo for L
time s eo short, She will be very
it. She will take it home avd cor
ber finger when the nlehis are los
next week they wilil fiad 1t und
pillow,” ﬁ

“Qh, no, no,” sald'the man, oper
yurse, “‘I’ll buy her the bust toy
town, I'll try not to let her dle.”

Bat while he wee epesking, sl
away, and the volce of a girl wa
weeping, and & little light came
up, and showed the whiteweshed
a priscn cell, A izl with eyes 1
moende, and hot, flushed checks, w
blog there in a passion of anger ar

“Oh! what will becoma of m
crled. “If I'd had a bit of fon
the lot in the lane, I might nev

one with them. I hate them nos
bate myself I am done for no
I'vegotinhere. I wishI wasdrow
snd she flang heree!f down amd |
she was dead, with her face on ti
floor,

The spirlt turned to the man.

“Poor drudge!” he sald, ¢
work enoughb, but she had no pl
this is the end of it—the begicn!n,

”»

“But will nobody do anything f

“I will,” sald the angel. ‘I k
in this dark world 2 thoucand hea
ful of warmth and }izht, They v
her yet and it ber up ; ehe is p
for want of & little joy.”

Wigh thet word Jobn Jynks
His elbow was on the keyboard,
besd was on his hand, Tom:
standing behicd him with & br
upon bis face.

Dalsy Wimple bad falled to
sbowman ; but, wonderful to stat
evening of the factory girls’ p
whole show arrived at the school.
moment the tea was over—two m
a reed and a drum, Punch, Judy,
baby, Joey the clown, the Distl
Forelguer, the Beadle, the Ghost,
Bogey—all in uproariouns splrit
came too—!'he most intelligent T
ever took Punch by the ncse,

The children’s evenicg on Ho
cents’ Day was also the occaslon
terlous event. Dalsy Wimple,
gay, came early in her warm !
half & dezen friends with her, to
children.

“] wish I knew Santa Clar
Dalsy. “We might have got sc
ents from him. We want them

Then she opened the echool 10
and drew back with with a cry of
Why, the tree was loaded frox
bottom with glittering toys, an
baskets were clustered under it.

“Santa Claus!” cried the gir
same Santa Claus that eent P
Judy.” .

D’nlsy peeped lnto the baskete,
enough warm little shoes to set t

Tears brimmed into her eye
good he 1s, and no one ever kne'

When the Twelfth Night pa
Jobn Jynks was one of the fir
at the brightly lighted house a
way. 2

Nobody would bave recog!
Jyoks, It had been such a hap
mas, he sald, and what & blessl
mae was! *If we couid only ha
mas eve all the year round, wha
it would be |

. “Why shouldn't we 1"’ ea'd Di

Why not, indeed

"An’yhoz," sald Mrs. Wimple
mas lasts fortwelvedays. Nobe
cheat us out of a day of it.”

It was a Twelfth Night par
good old style. Carols were
the “Twelfth Cake” was cut, an
figures from the top were dists
lot, and Johu Jynks was the
Daity was the queen. Now
had to rule the evening ar
arrange the pastimes for the ot

] to arrange pastimes !” exc
Jynks, looking cerlous sgain
ment, and feeling like a fish, o
smong sll his gayety. “An
gentleman would do 1t twice
me., Do excuse me, Mlss Dal
dld such a thiog in my life.”

“No!” sald Dalsy.

The tone meant *Qaestlon !
and there wasa funny arch |

e’zi;m positive I dld’nt,”
nke.

Jy"Ah! And who madeour t
glrls laugh—two hundred poo:
were that night—I thought yc
to koow the number, and t
would set them up for alx 1
Panch and Judy was such far

%Oh |—now—now—M!es Da

“You know you did,” sal
1tttle maiden ; “so there’s no |
fngit. And the Christmes |
you could have heard the chil

o] never touched & Chrlst

l »
m"‘lle‘:is not ; but you mad
touching.”

“Well, if I am _to be king ¢
said, to escape from the su
generoalty, “I can tell you a
and you can make up the ree
gramme, so long as we fiaf
Roger de Coverly.”

8ir Roger de Coverly ! W
lous suggestion from the d
Jynks, The company greet
with laughter and applause
came Queen Dalsy’s part |
gramme.

4If T am to make a Ia
looking round with & pre
such a privilege, “I rule, as
Night Qaeen, that there »
happy musle to-night, and
ue shall alng sad eongs—anc
shall recite poetry about s
and all that—you know, bec
1ike anythiog dismal or sad,

So nobody sang, ‘Oh ! tha
Jyiog under the churchyard
thing of that sort, which ind
yet made any one brlghttl
Shelly may bave sald that ‘
are those that tell of sedd
but they are not the sorg:
lfe’s reality. Somebody
through old Scotch verses
who was “but & lassle ¥




