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fond of them,” sho said, shahing i tead uguin ; '

“but I know notbing of teaching, beyond tho
interest T have in it, and pleasure it gives me
when they learn,  Perhaps your overhearing my
little scholars sing somo of their lessons, has led
you so far astray as to think mo a grand teacher?
Al! I thought so! No,I have only read aud
been told about that system, It seemed so pretty
and plensant, and to treat them so like the merey
Robius they are, that I took up with it in my
little way. You don't aced to be told what o
very little way mine is, sir,” sho addeg, with o
glance at tho small forms and round the room,

All this time her baunds were busy at her lace.
pillow. As they still continued so, and as there
was a kiud of substitute for conversation in the
click and play of its pegs, Barbox Brothers took
tho opportunity of observing her. He guessed
her to be thirty. The charm of her transparent
face and large bright brown cyes, was, not that
they were passively resigned, but that they
were actively and thoroughly cbeerful. Even
her busy hands, which of their owa thinness
alone might have besought compassion, plied
therr task with a gay courage that made mere
compassion an unjustifiable assumption of supe-
riority, and an impertinence.

He saw ber eyes in the act 3f rising towards
his, an? he dirccted his towards the prospect,
saying : * Beautiful indeed 77

 Most beautiful, sir. I have sometirges had
a fancy that I would like to sit up, for unce, only
to try how itlooks to an crect head. But what
a foolish faucy that would be to encourage! It
cannot look more lovely to apy onc than it does
to me.”!

Her cyes were turned to 1t as she spoke, with
most delighted admiration and cojoyment. There
was not & trace in it of any sense of deprivation,

« And thosc tbreads of railway, with their
puffs of smoke and steam changing places so
fast, make it 50 lively for me,” slic went on. 1
thiok of the number of people who can go where
they wish, on their business, or their pleasure ;
{ remewber that the puffy'make signs to we that
they are actually going while I look; and that
cnlivens the prospect with abundance of com-
pany, if I want company. There is the great
Junction, t00.  1don't see it under the foot of
the hill, but I can very often hear i, aud 1
always know it is there. It seems to join me,
in a way, to I don’t know Low many places and
things that £ skall never see”

With an abashed kind of iden that it migbt
have already joined bimsclf to sometbing be hiad
never seep, he said constraigedly : « Just go.”

* And 60 you sec, sir,” pursued Pkabe, “1
am pot the invalid you thought me, and I am
very well off indeed.”

* You bave a bappy disposition,” said Barbox
Brothers; perbaps with a slight cxcusatory
touch for Lis own disposition.

‘ Al! But you should know my father,” she
veplied.  “His is the happy disposition! Don't
anind, sir!” For his reserve took the alarm at a
siep upon tho stairs, and be distrusted that he
would be set down for a troublesome intruder,
¢ This is my father coming.”

The door opened, and the father paused there.

“ Why, Lamps ™ exclaimed Barbox Brothers,
starting from his chair. “ How do you do,
Lamps?”

To which, Lamps respondent :  The gentle-
wan for Nowhere! How do you do, sir 7

And they shook bands, to the greatest admi-
ration and surprise of Lamps's daughter.

“ I bave looked you up, half a dozen times,
since that night,” said Barbox Brothers, « but
have never foupd you.”

“So I've beard o, sir, so I've heerd on,” re-
turncd Lamps. Its your being noticed so often
down at the Junctiop, without taking any train,
that bas begun 10 get you tho name among us
of the gentleman for Nowhere. No offence 1n
my having called you by it when took by sur-
prise, I hope, sic?”

" None atall. It's as good a nawe for me as
any othe- you could ¢all me by, But mayl
ask you a question in tho corner bere 2°

Lamps soffered himself to be led aside from
his daughter’s couch, b one of 4h2 Lutivus of s
veiveteen jacket,

‘13 this tho bedside whero you sing your
songs '’

Lamps nodded.

‘The gentleman for Nowhere clapped him on
the shoulder, and they faced about again.

“ Upon my word, my dear,” said Lawps then
to his daughter, looking from her to ber visitor,
‘it i3 such an mwaze to me, to find youn
brought a~quainted with this geatleman, that I
must (if this gentleman will excuso mo) takea
rounder.”

Alr. Lamps demonstrated in action what this
meant, by pulling out his oily handkerchicf
rolled up in the form of a ball, and giving hin-
selfan claborate smear, from bebind tho right
car, up the cheek, across the forhead, and down
tho other check to behind his left car. After
this opceration, he shono cxccedingly.

“ It's according tomy custom when particular
warmed up by any agitation, sir,” he offered by
way of apology. * And really, Iam throwed into
that state of amazo by finding you brooght
acquainted with Phaebe, that I—that I taink I
will, if you']l excuse me, take another rounder.”
})Vhich he did, sccwing to be greatly restored

y it

They were now both standing by the side of
ber couch, and she was working at her lace-
pillow. * Your daughter tells me” said Barbox
Brothers, still in a half reluctant, shamefaced
way, * that she never sits up.”

 No, sir, nor never bas done.  You see, her
mother (who died when she was a year and
two months old) was subject to very bad fits,
and as she had ucver meationed to me that she
was subject to fits, they couldn’t be guarded
against. Consequently, she dropped the baby
when took, and this happened.”

It was very wroeng of her,” said Barbox
Brothers, with a kaitted Urow, * to marry you,
making a secret of her infirmity.”

*\Well, sir,” pleaded Lamps, in behalf of the
long-deceased. * You see, Phacbo and me, we
have talked thatover tvo. And Lord bless us!
Such a number on us has our infirmities, what
with fits, and what with misfits, of one sort and
another, that if we corfessed to ’em all before
we got married, most of us might never get
married.”

1t Might that not be for the better 27

 Not in this case, sir,” said Phaebe, giving her
band to her father.

“ No, not in this case, sir,” said her father,
patting it between his own.

“ You correct me,” returned Barbox Brothers,
with a blush ; ¢ and I must look so like a brute,
that at allerents it would be superfluous in me to
confcss to that infirmity. I wishyou would tell
me a little more aboat yourselves. I hardly
know bow to ask it of you, for I am conscious
that I bave a bad, stiff manaer, a dull, discour-
aging way with me, but I wish yon would.?

« With all our hearts, sir,” returned Lamps,
gayly, for both. ¢ Aud first of all, that you
may know my name—"

¢ Stag 1" interposed the visitor, with a slight
Gusb. ¢ What signifies your name ! Lamps is
name coough for me. I like it. It is bright
and cxpressive.  What do I want more 7

* \WWhy to be sure, sir,” returned Lamps. ¢ X
have in general no other name down at the
Junction ; but I thought, on account of your be-
ing here as a first-class single, in a private char-
acter, that you might—-

The visitor waved the thought away with bis
hacd, and Lamps acknowledged the mark of
confidence by taking another rounder,

“ You ars hard-worked, I take for granted ?”
said Barbox Brothers, when the subject of the
rounders came out of it much dirtier than he
went into it,

Lamps was begiening, * Not particular so,?
—svhen his daughter took him up.

~ Q yes, sir, bo is very hard-worked. Four-
teen, fifteen, cighteen hours a dsy.  Sometimes
twenty-four hours at a time”

% And you,” said Barbox Brothers, ¢*what
with your school, Phaebe, and what with your
lace-making—"

¢« But my schiool is & pleasure to me.” she in-
wrropted, opening her brown eyes wider, a8 if
surprised to find him so0 obtuse. “ I began it

when I wag but a child, because it brought m
and other children into company, don't you see?
That was not work. I carry it on still, becags
it keeps chitdren nbout me. Thut is not work,
I do it as love, not as work. Then my lacs
pillow ;" ber busy hands had stopped, asifbe
argument required all ber cheerful carnestnesy;
but now weat on again at the name; ¢ it goy
with my thoughtswhen I think,and it goes it
my tunes when I hum any, and thal’s not worl:
Why, you yourself thought it was music, yoq
know, sir. Andso it is, to me”

“ Evergthing is!” cried Lamps, radiautly,
 Everything is music to her, sir.”

“ My father is, at any rate,” said Phaebe, ex.
ultingly pointing her thin forefinger at lip,
“There is more music in my father than there
in a brass band.”

“Isayl My dear! It's very fillyillially done, |
you know; but you are flattering your father?
he protested, sparkling.

*No I am not, sir, I assuro you. No [an
not, If you could lLecar my father sing, yo
would know I amnot. But you never will hear
bim sing, because he never sings to any one bt
me, Iowever tired be is, ho always sings to
when he comes home. When I lay hero long
ago, quite a poor little broken doll, ho used to
sing to me. Moro than that, ho used to make
songs, bringing in whatever little jokes we had
between us.: Moro than that, be often does so to
this day. O, I'li tet’ of you, father, as tho gep.
tiecman has asked awvout you. Ho is a poet,
sir.”

¢ 1 should n't wish the gentleman, my dey,”
observed Lamps, for tho moment turning grave,
i€ 15 carry away that opinion of your fatber, be
cause it might look as if I was given to asking
tho stars in a_molloncolly manner what they
were up to.  Which I would n't at onco wasz |
the time, and take the liberty, my dews?

“ My father,” resumed Phacbe, amending her
text, ¢ is always on the bright side, and thegood
side. You told me justnow, I had a bappy dis. .
position. How can [ help it ?”

% \¥cll; but my dear,” returned Lamps arge.
mentatively, ¢ bow can I help it? Put it to
yoursclf, sir, Look at her, Always as you s
beruow. Always working,—and after all, s,
for but a very few shillings a week,—alwap
contented, always lively, always interested in
others, of all scrts. 1 said, this moment, she
was always ag you seo hernow. Sosho is, with
a difference that comes to much the same. For,
when it's my Sunday off and tho morning belis
bave doneringing,l hear the prayers and thanks
rcad in the touchingest way,and I have th
bymns sung to me—so soft, sir, that yor couldws
hear ‘em out of this room—in notes that seen
to me, I am sure, to come from heaven aud go
back to it.” :

It might bave been merely through the asso-
ciation of these words with their sacredly guiet
time, or it might have been through the large
association of tho words with the Redcemer's
presenco beside the bedridden ; bat here her dex
terouns fingers came to a stop on tho lace-pillow,
and clasped themselves around his neck as be
bent down. Therewas great nataral sensibility -
in both father and daughter, the ¥isitor could
casily sec; but cach made it, for tho others
sake, retiring, not demonstrative; and perfect ©
cheerfalness, intuitive or acquired, was citber
the first or sccond naturs of both. Inavey.
few moments, Lamps was taking another ronnder
witl his comical featares beaming, while Phabe’s
laughing cyes (just a glistening speck or s
upon their lashes) were again directed by toms |
to him, and to ber work, and to Barbox Brothers.

 When my father, sir” she said brigblly
# tclls you about my being interested in otber
people even though 4bey know nothing sbowt .
me,~which, by the by, X told you myself,—yoa
ought to know how that comes abont. ~Tbats-
my father’s doing.” E

“ No, it is o't I” he protested. L

¢ Don't you believe him, sir ; yes, it is. Ho~
tells me of every thing ho secs down at his work -
You would be surprised what a quantity ho gets.
together for me, every day. Heo looks into the

coed.
—g0that I know all the fashions!

and tells me how the ladies Kre Gressiy
He looksinte. ]
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