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CHAPTER IV,—(Continued.)

“Hy medical prescription, or as a matter of individual taste, may I
tsk, Miss Alterton?” said Mr. Burnish the sccond Sunday of her residence.

 Neither, sir,” said Mabel, blnshing deeply at finding herself the sub-
jeet of remark, and seeing a little sneer rippling on the lips of the bland
Mr, Veering, as he raised his glass ostentatiously to his lips with an air of
offetided vittue.
j i 1Ncithcr ! how so? you speak riddles, Miss Alterton,” reiterated Mr,

$ithidh,

“1 fiave a principle against it, sir! It appears to me, there is so much
nilsety produced by the drinking customs of society, that I wish to have
futhiitg to do with them,” replied Mabel, with a slight tremor in her voice,
bt s (!‘]C’dt light beaming in her eyes.

Slinfton Keen, who dined there every Sunday, set his glass down, evi-
dently highly amused, and looked at his uncle: that worthy gentleman’s
fice beitig just then a puzzle. It was beneath his dignity to be angry, and
yut the speech of Mabel, though softly spoken, did not please him.

* My dear Miss Alterton,” he said, in a constrained tone, and with a
severe flash in his stern eyes, “ theevils of this world are not cured by eccen-
trcitles, 1f all the young ladies fresh from school, with the great know-
ledge of human nature they must possess, were to leave off their wine
frons this day, depend oniit, there would still be drunkenness, notwithstand-
ing their heroic sacrifice of the courtesies of good society, and the laws of
coinion sense.”

Mr. Veering laughed out as much as he could, for a good hearty laugh
wis tiot i him, at this sally ; and the boys, who liked their daily glass of
wie, joificd in a little sniggering chorus, at which, however, Mr. Burnish
louked round angrily.  Mr. Veering instantly resumed his gravity, and the
hedd of the hiouse added, “But in my house, and at my table, no one is
coeteed.  Pursue your own plan, Miss Aherton ; but, remember, if you
think it likely to do good, I venture to tell you you are mistaken.”

“ Pethaps so, sir,” said Mabel gently; “but I thought that ail were
answerable for acting up to conviction.”

““I'hiey should educate their convictions, and see that they are on the
winning side,” interposed Mr. Shafton Keen, in his quiet voice, that cleaved
its wny like a razor through the ‘other tones.

“I'tie right side, you would say, my dear sir,” remarked Mr. Veering,
carrecting the sentence,

“No, sir,” rejoined Shafton Keen, carelessly, “1 meant what 1 said,
f {he wititling side.””

“Shiafton makes a jest of everything,” said Mrs. Burnish peevishly ;
“atid 1 must say,-for my part, I have no sympathy with these new ideas
about our duty to drunkards. We shall cure you of these fancies, dear
Miss Alterton.  Why, only a short time back, we had to discharge our two
Sctipture-teaders, for they actually substituted, that is, they added, some
ttacts about some nonsense they called “Fotal Abstinence, to our authorized
tracts and the blessed gospel. Mr. Veering knows that, in future, no such
ehithusiasts are to be employed.”

1 shall feel it my duty to be very careful,” said Mr. Veering.

“ B equally careful, sir,” said Delamere Burnish, “ that you employ
sober micen, for I remember—"

Q1 that's an old story,” iriterrupted Mr. Burnish, evidently wishing
notie of Delamere’s recollections to be repeated. “ Of course, we shall
employ sober men ; but my conscience would never permit me to employ
thet whose Pharisaical morality was always brought forward, and who were
plannitig works of human device, instead of trusting to faith and grace to
operate a change on the human heart. ¢ Shafton,” he added, peevishly, as
lie cdtghit the expression that lurked in his nephew’s cye, “I bez of you to
le setious. 1 happen, sir, to have a conscience, and to respectits admoni-
tions, 1 recommend you, young men,” looking at Delamere as well, and
speaking pompously, ¢ to attend to its inward voice.”

Mi1s. Burnish, rather fluttered, yet cnjoying the warmth of her hus-
batid's mdnner, rose to leave the table, Miss Alterton and the little girls
followlrig, Mabel heard the distinct tones of Shafton Keen, as ske pa$sed,
sag, iti a whisper to his cousin, “ Ah | Delamere, it's no wonder the com-
mander-iii-chicf hassuch a formidable conscience.  Why, man, it’s as deep
as & vat, and as broad as the acres covercd by the Burnish brewery.” Mabel
saw Delamere impatiently or indignantly trying to hush the satirist, and Mr.
Veetitig was putting forward his face, which very much resembled a watch-
ful tutn-cat, with the evident desire of hearing the remark—deub:less to
imptove it in the repetition to Mrs. Burnich.

Diiting that evening, Mabel's reflections were mostly on the difficult

qu?slﬁan of Conscicnte, and the differencz there was in the quality of that
frticle,

‘lift up with the tip of a little fingey.
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CHAPTER V.
@lhat a Feretic thought of Philanthwopy #and Meligien 2 fx Gurnioh.

Through tattored clothes o) yices do Rppeas--
Robes and furved gowns bide ofl,  Flate e with gold,
And tho strong lunce of justice hystiees bieaics.

Aum it invags—n pigmy's stoay doth pretes 18,

Shalespeare.

“’T'hat’s an oddity, Delamere, that Mis Alfeiton,” said Mr. Shafton
Keen, as he sauntered in the eyeping fowatds s lodgings, in the New
Road, accompanied by his cousin, sl hhed ty vist the bachelor quarters
of the young surgeon, and indulge, withemt feat of mterruption, in the
sioking and potations common tv 4 hulise Whete several medical students
boarded.

“1 sec nothing so odd,” repied Delaimeie: ¢ She must think us odd ;
quli:e ’1,)abarians, Ifancy L Why, jt was a complete attack on her to-day at
table.

*Oh! it was capital. 1 woutdn’t have mised that brief scene on any
account. My respucted uncie’s perpleasty gt finneditng in hus own house some
one with a conscience different from fys. - B-t-atise you kivow, my dear fel-
low, that all consciences are regulated, yf eagdit 16 lie; by the Burnish baro-
meter, and that neither you nor |, wWheir em et good behavior, are up to
the right mark.  Now, to sce that young girl; 8¢ liet calm face, so quictly
cutting prejudice against the grain, and t3iking of het convictions about
drunkenness, in a house that has as supely giowh fo its goodly dimensions
out of the intemperance of the prople =manuied by diuhkards’ kiood, and
bones, ard vitals—as a tree grows out of the sgiti”

** Faugh! Shafton, how odious wix yonr similes—they smell of the dis-
sccting room, man! and as to the yade, #ht have we to do witl, that? No

one forces the national throat to gulp dosn the Buinish porter. The excess
rests with the consumers and the -7

“The cash, Delamere, with you,” laughed Shafion,

“Wellt and if so, without huasting, Shaftun; tlieie’s no stint of the
“ c;(llsh,,," as you call it, when the claims of feligim and benevolence are
made.

“* Now, don’t, my good fellow—now, pray. doi't say one word on those
well-worn topics. I hate the very names? ™ [¥s wot your trade—and be
thankful that it is not—to emulate Mr. Vesiitig, and make the worst appear
the better cause. My good aupt may eoll e lsiittudinarian, heterodox,
frec-thinker, or whatever name her vocabylgsy ¢ denunciation supplies ;
but, if 1 called myself Christian minister, ¥4 Jiluck my tongue out, before
it should gloce and fawn over rich sinngrs, atd see, with a microscopic
glance, the vices of the poor. ‘Trust e, Delainere; it's not a fault confined
to the Israclites of oid to fall down and worshiy the golden calf.”

¢ Upon my word, Shafton, you improve s whe is i, iy father or uncle
Felix, that your worshipful self calls a golden €dlf?  Gat rid of this sple-
netic humor: it does not sit well upon you.”

“All in good part, coz! 1 speak what T thisk to yon. Though, I
must say, you surprise me. I neyer thowght you %ould prove such a true
twig of the family tree.  1sce you mean 10 blo:soin foith in the golden
sunshine, heedless of the manure | spoke of at jowf ioots.  Yes?! you'll
be carning some thousands by breaking sucjety's ie‘a’d, and then magnani-
mously, you'll give a few shillings hack to by = plaster,
with the strong blow of an anped night Jiand, an

*knocking down
ostentatiously trying to
fin; Phatisees; jhdeed ! Oh,its Tich to
hear my uncle talk of a Pharisaical morality {  Meanwhile, that young girl
teils them of convictions that includs seif: =3 mwiglity whose glance is in-
ward, and begins with the individual. Mark iig; she'll have to alter all that,
or leave,”

“By the way,” he added, after a patis¢, “ whete did she spring from—
this rara avis? 1 1 mistake not, my gnod ¢4/, yoti have spent your even-
ings at home more regularly of latg, dnd 1 suisjwect this Miss Alterton is the
causc ; have a care! the heir of what Dr. Jslitisui called the “potentiality
of becoming rich beyond the dreams of avdries;” #itist fever descend from
hus dignity as purveyor of blessings 16 the «siinbiity, by wedding a por-
tionless governess.”

*“ What folly you utter, Shafton 5 bitt: 35 miy n:other sags—*“ Iv's only
Shafton.”  Surely T may be civil Lo a yomiglady in iy father’s house, with-
out such results as you suppose.  Resides; thie fesetve of Miss Alterton is

a peculiarity so marked, that it piques my egosity. 1 faney she must have
somcthing to conceal,”

“It’s a face that has a story 10 tell;, if ehe could only read it,” said
Shafton ; ‘““an orphan who has had reyerses”

“I think not an orphan. I have heard Mrs. Burnish say her father is
living, and in the wine trade. | saw Miss Alfertont it a tailway carriage a
month before she came to us. — She was 16t ther iR mourning; but what
surprised me was the appearance of li{G WOIER who et her at the station.
Alow Londoner, as regularly steeped i @i 43 ity specimen of the class 1
have cver scen.” '

“Oh1 as to that, no one js answerabie foF the people they employ in

his great city,” said Shafton.  * One thing 1 feed ceitain of, my good aunt,



