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she had really said something to

siderably.
‘with you. My son and I are at vari-

“on it, also.

-—By
CHARLES

DICKENS

Aware of the impression he had
wide—few men were quicker than he
8%, such discoveries—Mr. Chester fol-
lowed up the blow by propounding
certain virtuous maxims, somewhat
vague aod general in their nature,
doubtless, and occasionally partaking
of the character of truisms, worn a
little out at the elbow, but deliver-
ed in 50 charming a voice and with
such uncommon serenily and peace of
mind, that they answered as well as
the best. Nor is this to be wonder-
ed at; for as hollow vessels produce
8 far more musical sound in falling
than those which are substantial, so
it will oftentimes be found that sen-
timents which have nothing in them
make the loudest ringing in the
worid, and are the most relished

Mr. Chester, with the volume gent-
ly extended in one hand, and with
the other planted lightly on his
breast, talked to them in the most
Belicious manner possible, and quite
eochanted all his hearers, notwith-
standing thei: conflicting interests
and thoughts. FEven Dolly, who, be-
tween his keen regards and her eying
over by Mr. Tappertit, was put quite
out of countenance, could not help

owning within herself that he was
the sweetest-spoken gentleman  she
bad ever seen. Even Miss Miggs,

who was divided between admiration
of Mr. Chester and a mortal jealousy
of her young mistress, had sufficient |
leisure to be propitiated. Even Mi

Ima’am, till after thirty,

‘Haledalc-.

- am her foster-mother,

should know—the best young lady in

the world,” said Mrs. Varden.

THE CATHOLIC REGISTER

‘mim, there's a genileman' Was there
ever such an angel 10 talk as he is—
and such a sweet-looking man. So
jupright and noble, that he seems to
'despise the very ground he walks om,
land vet 50 mild and condescending,
}mat he seems to say, ‘but 1 wull
take notice on 11 too And 10 think
jof his taking you for Miss Dolly, and
{Miss Dolly for yoursister—Oh, my

and |Boodness me, if 1 was master would

not 1 be jealous of him!"
| Mrs. Varden reprov=< her handmaid

“] have not the smallest doubt of |for this vain-speaking; bu' very gent-

it. 1 am sure she is

happmess. Now, can l—as |

can | possibl:

she is of a Catholic family),

heart at all? It is

ties of society, very seldom
Their hearts never
I don’t be-
lieve, no, 1 do not believe, that I had
any heart myself when 1 was Ned's

age
“Oh, sir,”” said Mrs. Varden,
think you must have had. It's im-

can ever have been without

now,
any.’

“I hope,”” he aoswered, shrugging
his shoulders meekly I have a lit-

therefore interferred benevolently in
his behalf, that I objected to Miss
How very natural! My
dear madam, 1 object 1o him=to him
—emphatically 1o Ned himseli.”

Tappertit, though « cupied as we
bave seen in gazing at .is heart's de- |
light, could not wholly divert his |
thoughts from the voice of the other
charmer. Mrs. Varden, to her
private thinking, had never been
improved in all her life; and when
Mr. Chester, rising and craving pbr-
mission to speak with her apart, took
ber by the hand aud led her at arm’s
length up-stairs to the best sitting-
room, she almost deemed him some-
thing more than human.

“Dear madam,” he said, plm,;
ber hand delicately to his lips; ‘‘be
seated.”’

Mrs. Varden called up quite a court-
ly air, and became seated.

“You guess my obwct?’ said M

Chester, drawing a chair towards
ber. ‘““You divine my purpose? I
am an aflectionate parent, my dear |
Mrs. Varden.” 5

“That 1 am sure you are, sir,” said |
Mrs. V. ‘

“Thank vou,”’ returned Mr. Chester
tapping his snufi-box lid. ‘‘Heavy
moral responsibilities rest with par-
ents, Mrs. Varden.”

Mrs. Varden slightly raised her |

hands, shook her head, and looked at |
the ground as though she saw
straight through the globe, out at
the otber end, and into the immen-
sity of space beyond.

“1 may confide in you,”’ said Mr.
Chester, ‘‘without reserve. 1 love
my son, ma'am, dearly; and loving

him as I do, I would save him from
working certain misery. You know
of his attachment to Miss Haredale.
You have abetted him in it, and very
kind of you it was to do so. I am
deeply obliged to you—most deeply
cbliged to you—for your interest in
his behalf; but, my dear ma'am, it |
N & mistaken I do assure |
you.” |

Mrs. Varden stammered that
was sorry—

“Sorry, my dear ma'am,'’ he inter-
posed. ‘‘Never be sorry for what is
s0 very amiable, so very good in in-
tention, so perfectly like yourself.
But thete are grave and weighty rea-
sons, pressing family considerations, |

one,

she

and apart even from these, points |
of religious difference, which inter-
pose themselves, and render their |

union impossible; utterly im-possible. |
1 should have mentioned these ~ir-|
cumstances to your husband; but he |
has —you will exeuse my saying this
80 freely—he has not vour quickness |
of apprehension or depth of moral
sense. What an extremely airy house
this is, and how beautifully kept!'
For one like myself—a widowei so
long—these tokens of female care and
superintendence  have inexpressible
charms.”’

Mrs. Varden began to think ( she
scarcely knew why) that the young
Mr. Chester must be in the wrong,
and the old Mr. Chester must be in
the right.

“My son Ned,” resumed her temp- |
ter with his most winning air, “‘has
bad, I am told, vyour lovely daugh-
ter's aid, and your open-hearted hus-
band’s.”

“~Much more than mine, sir,’’ said
Mrs. Varden; ‘‘a great deal more.
I have often had my doubts. It's a”

‘““A bad example,”’ suggested Mr.
Chester. ‘It is. No doubt it is.
Your daughter is at that age when
to set before her an encouragement
for young persons to rebel against
their pares:s on this most important
point, 1s particularly injudicious. You
are quite right. | oight to have
thought of that myself, but it escap-
ed me, I confess--so far superior are
your sex to ours, dear madam, in
point of penetration and sagacity.’

Mrs. Varden locked as wise as if

deserve this compliment—firmly  be-
lieved she had, in short—and her faith
in her own shrewdness increased con-

“My dear ma’am,’’ said Mr. Ches-
ter, ‘“‘you embolden me to be plain

ance on this point. The voung lady
her natural guardian differ up-
And the closing point
“that my sou is bound, by his duty
‘me, by his honor, by every solemn

and obligat on, fo marry some

Mrs. Varden was perfectly aghast at
the disclosure.

““He has, if he honorably fulfills this
solemn obligation of which I have

own {told you—and he must be honorable, |
SO {dear Mrs. Varden, or he is no son of |

mine—a iortune within his reach. He
is of most expensive, ruinously ex-
pensive habits;«and ii,
of capric» and wilfulness, he were to

marry this young lady, and so de- |

prive himself of the means of grati-
fying the tastes to which he has been
so long accustomed, he would — my
dear madam, he would break the gen-
tle creature’'s heart. Mrs. Varden,
my good lady, my dear soul, I put
it to you—is such a sacrifice to be
endured? Is the female heart a
thing to be trifled with in this way”?
Ask your own, my dear madam. Ask
your own, I beseech vou.”
“Truly,” thought Mrs
““this gentleman is a
she added aloud, and
ly, “‘if vou take Miss
away, sir, what becomes
thing’s heart, then”"
“The very point,"” said M
ter, not at all abashed to  which
I wished to lead vou \ marriage
with my son, whom 1 should be com
pelled to disown, would be followed
by years of misery; they would be se-

\ arden
saint But
not unnatural-
Emma's lover
of the poor

(‘lnl'\

parated, my dear madam, in a
twelvemonth. To break off this at-
tachment, which is more fancied than
real, as you and 1 know cery well,
will cost the dear girl but a few
tears, and she is happy again. Take

the case of your own daughter, th
young lady down-stairs, who is vour
breathing image''—Mrs. Varden cough-
ed and simpered—'‘there is a young
man (I am sorry to say, a dissolute
fellow, of very indifferent character)
of whom [ have heard Ned sueak —
Bullet was it—Pullet—=Mullet''—

“There is a young man of the name
of Joseph Willet, sir,” said Mrs
Varden, folding her hands loftily,

““That’'s he,”’ eried Mr. Chester.
“‘Suppose this Joseph Willet now,
were to aspire to the affections of
your charming daughter, and were to
engage them.”

“My dear madam, that's the whole
case. I know it would be like his
impudence It is like Ned's impu-
dence to do as he has done; but
would not on that account, or he

vou

cause of a few tears from vour
beautiful daughter, refrain from
checking their inclinations in  their

birth. I meant to
thus with vou: husband when I saw
him at Mrs. Rudge's this evening''—

““My husband,” said Mrs. Varden,

have reasoned

interposing with emotion, ‘‘would be |

a great deal better at home than go-

And vou, who
have stood in that tender relation to- |
wards her, are bound to consult her
have |
said to Haredale, who quite agrees— |
stand by, and sufier |
her 10 throw hersell away (although |
upon | thoughtiul
{a voung fellow who, as vet, has no
no imputation
upon him to say he has not, because PSS ;
young men who have plunged deeply Pretty sure he was ll'l'lkll.li game of
into the frivolities and conventionali- |Us! more than once.

have. |
grow, my dear |again, and to speak ill of

possible that you, who have so much |

tle;, 1 hope, a very little—Heaven
knows! But to return to Ned 1]
have no doubt vou thought, and

in a moment |

ly and mildly—quite smilingly indeed
~—remarking that she was a foolish,
giddy, light-leaded girl, whose spirits
carried her seyond all bourds, and
who didu't mean half she said, or she
{would b quite angry with her.

“For my part,” said Dolly, in a
manner, 'l hall believe
IMr. Chester is something like Miggs
{in that respect. For all his polite-
and pleasant speaking, 1 am

9

“If you venture to say such a thing
people be-
hind their backs
Miss,”” said Mrs. Varden, ‘I shall
insist upon vour taking a candle and
going to  bed directly. How dare
vou, Dolly”  I'm astonished at you
The rudeness of vour whele behavior
this evening has been disgraceful, Did
anybody ever hear,” cried the enrag-
{ed matron, bursting into tears, ** of
a daughter telling her own mother
she had been made game of!"

What a very uncertain temper Mrs

arden’'s was'

CHAPTER XXVIII

Repairing to a noted cofiee-house in
Covent Gar en when he left the lock
smith's, Mr. Chester sat long over a
late dinner, entertaining himself ex
ceedingly with the whimsical recollec
tion of his recent proceedings,
jcongratulating himself very muech on
his great cleverness. Influenced by
these thoughts, his face wore an ex
|pression of benign and tranquil, that
{the waiter in immediate attendance
{upon him felt he could almost have
idlf‘d in his defence, and settled in his
own mind (until the receipt of the
{bill, and a very small fee for very
~‘eat trouble, disabused it of the
idea) that such an apostolic customer
|was worth half a dozen of the
dinary run of visitors, at least

A visit to the gaming-table—not as

|

and

or-

a heated, anxious venturer, but one
Iwhom it was quite a treat to see
staking his two or three pieces in
deference to the follies of society

and smiling with equal benevolenc

on winners and losers—made it late
before he reached home It was his
custom to bid his servant go to hed
at his own time unless he had orde:
to the contrary, and to leave a can
dle on the common stair. Ther«
was a lamp on the landing by which
he could alwavs light it when he
came late, and having a key of the

door about him he could enter and go
to bed at his pleasure

t He opened the glass of the dull
lamp, whose wick, burned up and
swollen like a drunkard's nose, came |
flyving off in little carbuncles at the |
candle’s touch, and scattering hot |
sparks about rendered it matter of
some difficulty to kindle the lazy ta-!
|per, when a noise, as of a man snor-
ing deeply some steps higher up, |
[caused him to pause and listen It
was the heavy breathing of a sleeper,
close at hand. Some fellow had lain
down on the open staircase, ard was
slumbering soundly Having lighted

the candle at length and opened his
own door, he softly ascended, hold-
ing the taper high above his head,

jand peering cavtiously about: curious
to see what kind of man had chosen
150 comfortless a shelter for his lodg- |
ling ‘

With his head upon the landing and

{his great limbs flung over half a

dozen stairs, as carelessly as though | the

he were a dead man whom drunken
bearers had thrown down by chance,

there lay Hugh, face uppermost, his

long hair drooping like some wild |
weed upon his wooden pillow, and his
huge chest heaving with the sounds |
which so unwontedly disturbed the

place and hour He who came upon
him so unexpectedly was about to

break his rest by thrusting him with {merrow, perhaps.” :
up- as coolly as if she were one of his Merey, although they shine by night

(his foot, when glancing at his

[turned face, he arrested himseli in lordinary
stooping down!“ 1 should ride up to the Mayvpole may see them; and who, looking up-

the

very action, and

. f >~ 1and shading the candle with his hand,
ing to Mrs. Rudge's so often. | don’t gr.\aminm his features closely. Close
know what he does there. 1 don't |55 his first inspection was, it  did

see what occasion he has to busy
himself in her affairs at all, sir.”
“If 1T don’t appear to express my
concurrence in those last sentiments
of yours,”” returned Mr. Chester,
‘‘quite so strongly as you might de-
sire, it is because his being there, my
dear madam, and not proving conver-
sational, led me hither, and procured
me the happiness of this interview
with one, in whom the whole man-

ragement, conduct, and prosperity of

her family are centred, I perceive.”

With that he took Mrs. Varden's
hand again, and having pressed it to
his lips with the high-lown gallantry
of the day—a little burlesqued to ren-
der it the more striking in the good
lady’s unaccustomed eyes—proceeded
the same straiu of mingled sophis-
try, cajolery, and flattery, to entreat
that her utmost influence might be
exerted to restrain her husband and
daughter from any further promotion
of Edward’s suit to Miss Haredale,
and from aiding or abetting either
party in any way. Mrs. Varden was
but a woman, and had her share of
vanity, obstinacy, and love of power
She entered into a secret treaty of
alliance, offensive and defensive, with
her insinuating visitor; and really did
believe, as many others would have
done who saw and heard him, that in
so doing she furthered the ends of
truth, justice, and morality, in a
very uncommon degree.

Overjoyed by the success of his re-
gotiation, and mightily amused with-
in himself, Mr. Chester conducted her
down-stairs in the same state as he-

fore; and ha
i as s

e

on, which

ynot suffice, for he passed the light,
still carefully shaded as before, across
{his face, and yet observed him with a

searching eye.
While he was thus engaged, the
sleeper, without any starting or

llurniny, round, awoke. There was a
kind of fascination in meeting his
steady gaze so suddenly, which took
from the other the presence of mind
jto  withdraw his eyes, and forced
{him, as it were, to meet his look.
So  they remained staring at each
other, until Mr. Chester at last
broke silence, and asked in a low
voice, why he lay sleeping there,

“1 thought,” said Hugh, struggling
into a sitting posture and gazing at
him intently, still ‘‘that you were
a part of my dream. It was a curi-
ous one I hope it mayv never come
true, master."”

““What makes you shiver””

“The—cold, I suppose,”” he growled,
as he shook himself, and rose. ‘1
hardly know where I am vet.”

“Do you nnow me?" said Mr. (. »s-
ter.

“Ay I know

vou,”" he answered.
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in my presence, |

¢ |h(d tossed the liquor down, “‘that 1
sieeping soundly

'“l was dreaming of you—we're not
{where | thought vwe were. That's a
lcomifort.”’ ,
He looked round him as he spoke,l
apd In particuiar looked above his
(head, as though he hall expected 10
{be standing under some object
which had had existence in  his |
dream. Then he rubbed his eves ; -
‘and shook himself again, and follow- | | o F
ed his conductor into his own rooms BE E‘ [ ﬁ
Mr. Chester lighted the candles | »E| =8 §,’_ v I905 '
which stood upon his dressing-table, 2x| 33|28
jand wheeled an easy-chair towards | | 0%
the fire, which was vet burning, |
|stirred ~up a cheerful blaze, sat ; & w g- Peter's C:ﬂl’:"
down before it, and bade Ins uncouth . ¥ - Stephen L.,
visitor ““Come here,” and draw  his | ST ’. Finding of Relics of 8. Stephen.
doots &k 4 F. w S. Domimick.
- s S. w Our Lady of the Snow
“You bave been drinking again, my |
fine fellow,”” he said, as Hugh went Righth Sunday After Pentecest
ldown on one knee, and did as he was 6 | Su. | w. | Transfiguration.
1old g M, w. S. ) an
“As I'm alive, master, I've walked | & 5 SS. Cyrnacus and Companioss.
the twelve long miles, and waited | “9, 'l‘.. : g'ml“'
here 1 don't know how long, and had | 1 F. | = S. Sixtus 11., Pope
no drink between my lips since din- | 12 S w. | S Claro
url-‘l::‘)(- al soon - & s . | ‘ Ninth Sund After Pentocost
can  you do nothing better, | " . -
my pleasant friend, than hl‘l aslcj«p,’ :': :u' : | :ﬁmm'm.!.wn
jand shake the very building with | 15 y A w. l Assumption of B. V. M.
your snores’’ said Mr. Chester. | 16 w. w. | 8
“Can’t you dream in your straw at | lg '}l?' r. | gctl:veql&lamm
home, dul! dog as you are, that vou ! F. w. | ©. Byacinth.
need conwe Iu-fr to do it*—Reach .meg 19 S. -~ Fast. B. Urban I1., Pope.
those slippers, and tread softly.” | Tenih Sanday Afer 3 '
Hugh oleyed in ziieuce. 20 | Su. | w. | 8. Juachim,
“And barkee, my dear young gen- ' 21 M. w. | 8. Jane Frances de Chantal.
tleman,” said Mr. Chester, as he 22 | T. w. | Octave of the Assumption.
put them on, “the next time vyou | 23 W. | w. | 8. Phillip Benitius,
dream, don’t let it be of me, but of | ¢ | T, r. | S. Bartholomew, Apostle.
somz dog or horse with whom you ! 2 F. %. | 8. Louis, King of France.
are uetter acquainted. Fill the glass | ’ s 5 S. Zephyrinus, Pope.
once—you'll find it wnd the bottle in | | Eleventh Sunday After Pentecest
l'q.).u|‘:¢‘.l]l[l.-a§l:;:~_-"‘nd emply it to keep | 27 Su. | w | %’o" PUR Heart of Mary.
Hugh obeyed again—eve ore zeal- | 8 M. w. | S Augustine, .
g ‘ agA R IOte Toas- | T. | r. | Behe of 8. John Baptist,
ously—and having done so, presented | ;z W | w S. Rose of Lima
himself before his patron. | y Y . <
Now,"" said .\Il,p(‘h(-.\lc'l, “'what do | » % | 5 8 Bepind Sennstes.
vou want with me?” |
There was news to-day,”’ returnea |

Hugh “Your son was at our house |
~came down on horseback. He tried |
1o see the young woman, but couldn’t

get sight of her. He left some letter |

[UNIVERSITY

or some message which our Joe had | CMN
charge of, but he and the old one B' .‘ui
quarrelled about it when your son |

had gone, and the old one wouldn't
let it be delivered. He says (that's |
the old one does) that none of his | .
people shall interfere and get him in- |
to trouble He's a Jlandlord, he /Whole interview, each had endeavored
says, and lives on everybody's cus- 10 catch stolen glances of the other's
tom.’ ' face, and had never looked full at it.
“He is a jewel,” smiled Mr. Ches- They interchanged one brief and has-
ter, “‘and the better for being a dull 'y glance as Hugh went outl, avert-
one —Well?" ed their eves directly, and so separ-
“Varden's daughter—that’s the girl ated. Hugh closed the double doors
1 kissed''— behind  him, carefully and without
—and stole the bracelet from upon noise; and Mr. Chester remained in

the king's highway said Mr. Ches- 'his easy-chair, with his gaze intently

ter, composedly Yes : what of 'll\mlv upon the fire

her? ‘Well! he said, after meditating
She wrote a note at our house to for a long time— and said with a

the young woman, saving she lost the deep sigh and an uneasy shifting of

letter 1 brought to vou, and vou his attitude, as though he dismissed
burnt. Our Joe was to carry it. but (Some other subject from his thoughts
the old one kept him at home all @nd returned to that which had held
next day, on purpose that he should Ppossession of them all the day—'‘the
not. Next morning he gave it to me piot thickens; 1 have thrownu the
to take; and here it is.” sheil, it will explode, 1 think, in

‘You didn't deliver it then, my ©ght and forty hours, and should

good friend?”’ said Mr. Chester, twirl- scatter these good folks amazingly

ing Dolly’s note between his finger We shall see!”
and thumb, and feigning to be sur- ' He went to bed and fell asleep, but
prised. had not slept long when he started

up and thought that Hugh was at the
outer door calhing in a strange voice
I thought.” very difierent from his own, to be ad-
“My devil-may-care acquaintance '’ imitted. The delusion was so strong
said Mr. Chester—‘‘really if vou do upon him, and was so full of that va-
not draw some nicer distinctions, (gue terror of the night in which such
yvour career will be cut short with visions have their being, that he
most  surprising suddenness Don't 'rose, and taking his sheathed sword
vou know that the letter vou brought in  his hand, opened the door, and
to me was directed to my son who looked out upon the staircase, and to
resides in this very place? And can wards the (pot where Hugh had lain
von descry no difierence between his asleep; and even spoke to him by
letters and those addressed to other name. Bnt a\l was dark and quiet,
people”’ and creeping Lack to bed again., he
“If vou don't want it,"" said Hugh, !fell, after an ho'r's uneasv watching,
disconcerted bv this reproof, for he into a second s'eep, and woke no
had expected his praise, ‘‘give it me more till morning
back. and 1’1l deliver it I don't
know how to please vou, master.'
“T shall deliver it,"" returned his

“1 supposed you'd want to have it"
retorted Hugh ‘Burn one, burn all,

CHAPTER XXIX.

patron, putting it away after a mo- | The thovghts of worldly men are for
ment's consideration, “‘myself. Does ever regulated by a moral law of gra-|
voung lady walk out, on fine vitation, which, like the physical one,
mornings”"’ holds them down to earth. The
““Mostlv—about noon is her usual bright glory of day, and the silent
time.”’ vonder of a starlit night, appeal to
“Alone”"’ their minds in vain. There are no

signs in the sun, or in the moon, or
in the stars, for their reading. They
are like some wise men, who, learn-

“Yes, alone.”
,-wh"".‘i"

“In the grounds before the house —

Them that the foot-path erosses.’ ing to know each planet by its La-
“If the weather should be fine, 1| 1n name, have quite forgotten such
mav throw mvself in her wav to- heavenly constellations as Charity,
said Mr. Chester, Forbearance, Universal Love, and

acquaintances. “Mr. Hugh. and day so brightly that the blind
ward at the spangled
there but the

wisdom

sky, see noth-
reflection of their
and book-learn-

door, vou will do me the favor only
to have seen me once  You must |[Ing
suppress vour eratitude, and endeav- own great
or to forget my forbearance in the Ng. _
of the bracelet. It is natural| It is curious to imagine these peo-
it shouid break out and it does vou ple of the world, busy in thought,
honor; but when other folks are by, turning their eyes towards the count-
you must, for your own sake and |less spheres that shine above us, and
safety, be as like your usual sell as {making them reflect the only images
though vou owed m# no obligation [their minds contain. The wan who
whatever, and had never stood with- lives in the breath of princes, has
in these walls. You comprehend nothing in his sight but stars for
me?"’ courtiers’ breasts. The envious man
Hugh understood him perfectlv. Af- holds his neighbors’ honors even in
ter a pause he muttered that he hop- [the sky, to the monev-hoarder, and
ed his patron would involve him in {the mass of worldly folk, the whole
no trouble about this last letter; for great universe above glitters with
be had kept it back solely with the !sterling coin—fresh from the mint —
view of pleasing him. He was con- [stamped with the sovereign's head
tinuing in this strain, when Mr. Ches- | coming ;lw:gl between them and hea-
ter with a most beneficent and pa-|ven, turn where they may. So do
him short by sayv- the shadows of our own desires
stand between us and our better an-
gels, and thus their brightness is
eclipsed.
Everything was fresh and gay, as
though the world were but that morn-
ing made, when Mr. Chester rode at

tronizing air cut
ing,—
" "My good fellow, you have mv pro-
mise, my word, my sealed bond (for
ja verbal pledge with me is quite as
good) that T will always protect you
so long as vou deserve it. Now, do
set vour mind at rest. Keep it at la tranquil pace along the Forest road
ease. I beg of vou. When a man puts | Though early in the season, it was
himself in my power so thoroughly as lwarm and genial weather: the trees
vou have dong, I really feel a« though |were budding into leal, the hedges
lhe had a kind of claim upon me. I land the grass were green, the air was
ilm more disposed to mercy and for- | musical with songs of birds, and high
bearance under such circumstances labove them all the lark poured out
than 1 can tell you, Hugh. Do look her richest melody. In shady spots.
upon me as vour profector, and rest the morning dew sparkled on each
assured, T entreat vou, that on the [young leal and blade of grass; and
subject of that indiscretion, vou may | where the sun was shining, some dia-
preserve, as ilong as vou and T are |mond drops vet glistened brightly,
friends, the slightest heart that ever as in unwillingness to leaw.sn fair
beat within a human bhreast Fill ja world, and have such b ief exist-
that glass once more to cheer you on jence. Evsn the light wind, whose
"your road homewards—I am really |rustling was as gentle to the ear as
quite ashamed to think how far vou |softlv falling water, had its hope and
have to go—and then God bless you |promise; and, leaving a pleasant frag-
for the night.” rance in its track as it went flutter-
“Thev think '~ said Hugh, when he |ing by, whispered of its intercourse
with Summer, and of his happy com-
ing.
The solitary rider went glancing on
among the trees, from sunlight into
’" # . " m ’t the same

stable.
iy ot

-

in the
ha ha! The stable doo
the steed’s S

r
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dressed) 1o have such favorable wea-
ther. He smiled very complacently
at such times, but rather as if he
were satisfied with himselt than with
anything else; and so went riding on,
upon his chestnut cob, as pleasant to
look upon as his own horse, and pro-
bably far less sensitive to the many
| cheerful influences by which he was
| surrounded

' In course of time, the Maypole's
{ massive chimneys rose upon his view
but he quickened not his pace one
{jot. and with the same cool gravity
rode up to the tavern porch John
Willet, who was toasting his red face
before a great fire in the bar, and
wio, with surpassing foresight and
quickness of apprehension, had been
thinking, as he looked at the blue
sky, that if that state of things last-
ed much longer, it might ultimately
become necessary to leave off fires
and throw the windows open, issued
forth to hold his stirrup; calling lust-
ilv for Hugh

“Oh, vou're here,

said John rather surprised by the
quickness with which he appeared
““Take this here valuable animal into
the stable, and have more than par-
ticular care of him if you want to
keep vour place. A mortal lazy fel-
low, sir; he needs a deal of looking
after.”
“‘But you have a son." returned Mr.
Chester, giving his bridle to Hugh as
he dismounted, and acknowledging his
salute by a careless motion of his
hand towards his hat. ““Why don't
vou make him useful?"

“Why, the truth is, sir.,”" replied
John with great importance, ‘‘ that
my son—what, vou're a listening are
yvou, villain?"

“Who's listening”"’ returned Hugh
angrily ““A treat, indeed, to hear
vou speak! Would You have me take
him in till he's cool”"

(To he Continued.)

THE GRAY AND THE GREEN
(Pall Mall Gazette.)

The gray streets of London are gray-

_er than the stone,

The gray streets of London where 1
must walk alone;

The gray city pavements are hard to
tread, alas'

My heart and feet are aching for the
Irish grass.

are vou, sir?”

Far down the winding boreen the
grass is soft as silE,

The wind is sweet as honev. the
b~dges white as milk; i

Gray dust and graver houses are
here, and skies like brass,

The lark is singing, soaring, o'er the

Irish grass.

The gray streets of London stretch
out a thousand mile,

O dreary walls and windows, and ne-
ver a song or smile;

Heavy with money-getting, the
gray people pass—

Theie's gold in drifts and shallows in
the Irish grass.

sad

God built the pleasant mountains
and blest the fertile plain,

But in this sad gray London,
knows I go in pain.

O, brown as any ambe: and clear as

any glass,

The streams my heart hears

from the Irish grass.

God

-
calling

The gray streets of London they say
are paved with gold;

I'd rather have the cowslips that two
small hands could hold;

I'd give the yellow money the foolish
folk amass

For the dew that's gray as silver on
the Irish grass

I think that I'll be going before 1
die of grief.

The wind from o'sr the mountains
will give my heart relief;

The cuckoo's calling sweetly, calling
in dreams, alas!'

Come home, come home, acushla, to
the Irish grass.

It Lays a Stilling Hand on Pain.—
Fo‘: |;ain< hiu theijoinu and limbs
ana for rheumatic pains, neuralgia
and lumbago, Dr. Thomas’ Bcleet'ﬂc
Oil is withuut a peer. Well rubbed
in, the skin abscrhs
ly and
fected




