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CHAPTER XXXI.
Pondering un hu unhappy lot, Joe 

ta: «jiii listened lor a long time, ex
pecting every moment to hear their 
creaking footsteps on the stairs, or 
to be greeted by his worthy father 
with a summons to capitulate uncoo- 
ditionallv, and deliver himself up 
straightway. But neither voice nor 
footstep came, and though some dis
tant echoes, as of closing doors and 
people hurrying in and out of rooms, 
resounding from time to time through 
the great passages, and peaetiating 
to his remote seclusion, gave note 
of unusual commotion downstairs, no 
neater sound disturbed his place of 
retreat, which seemed the quieter for 
these fat-off noises, and was as dull 
and full of gloom as any hermit's 
cell.

It came on darker and darker. The 
cld-lashtoned furniture of the charn-

replied the“A recruiting sergeant,
Lion.

Joe started involuntarily. Here 
was the very thing he had been 
dtearning of ali the way long.

"And 1 wish," said the Lion, “ lie 
was anywhere else but here. The 
party make noise enough, but they 
don't call for much. There's great 
cry there, Mr Willet , hut very little 
wool. Your father wouldn't like em, 
I know."

Perhaps not much undei the ci mini

er Wd the sergeant, holding Joe s hand 
! m lus, in the excess ol nis annula
tion. “You re the boy to push your 
fortune. 1 don’t say it because 1 

; hear you any envy, or would take 
’ away from the credit of the use you 
I will make, but if 1 had been bred and 
j taught like y ou, 1 d have been a col
onel by tins time."

| “Tush man!" said Joe, “I'm not so 
young as that. Needs must when in 
devil drives, and the del il that drives 
me is an empty pocket and an un
happy home. For the present, good- 
by."

“For king and country!" cried the 
sergeant, flourishing his cap.

“For bread and meat!" cued Joe, 
snapping his lingers. And so they 
parted.

He had very little money in his 
pocket; so little indeed, that alter 
paying for his breakfast (which he 
was too honest and perhaps too 
proud to score up to hi* father's

, regiment he’s recruiting for. I n. 
her, which was a kind of hospital ,y|<| there ain't a deal of différents

stances. Pei haps if he could have 
kiiowu what was passing at that mo- 1 barge) lie had but a penny left. He 
ment in Joe s mind, he would have , *,ai* courage, notwithstanding, to r *- 
liked them still less. sist al1 'he aflectionate importuai-

“1s he recruiting for a—for a line '1,s of the sergeant, who way aid 
regiment?" said Joe, glancing at a him at the door with* many piolesia- 
little round mirror that hung in the ll",,s "1 eternal friendship, and did m 
bar. particular request that he would do

“Î believe he is,” replied the host him the favor to accept of only one 
“It'n much the same thing, whatevei shilling as a temporary acconwwda-

for all the invalided movables in the 
house, grew indistinct and shadowy 
in its many shapes, chairs and tables, 
which by day were as honest cripples 
as need be, assumed a double and 
my sterious character; and one old 
leprous screen of faded India leather 
and gold binding, which had kept out 
many a cold breath of air in days of 
yore and shut in many a jolly face, 
frowned on him with a spectral as
pect, and stood at full height in its 
allotted corner, like some gaunt ghost 
who waited to be questioned. A por
trait opposite, the window—a queer 
old gray-eyed general, in an oval 
frame—seemed to wink and doze as 
the light deca ed, and at length,when 
the last faint glimmering speck of 
day went out, to shut its eyes i; 
good earnest, and fal1 sound asleep. 
There was such a hush and mystery 
about everything, that Joe could 
got help following its example; and 
so went off into a slumber likewise 
amd dreamed of Dolly, till the clock 
of Vhigwell church struck two.

Still nobody came. The distant 
noise- in the house had ceased, and 
out of doors all was quiet too; save 
for the occasional barking of some 
deep-mouthed dog, and the shaking of 
the branches by the night wind. He 
gazed mournfully out of window at 
each well-known object as it lay- 
sleeping in the dim light of the 
moon; and creeping back to his for
mer seat, thought about the late 
uproar, until, with long thinking of, 
it seemed to have occurred a month 
ago. Thus, between dozing and think
ing, and walking to the window and 
looking out, the night wore away, the 
grim old screen, and the kindred 
chairs and tables, began slowly to re
veal themselves in their accus tamed 
forms, the gray-eyed general seemed 
to wink and yawn and rouse him
self; and at last he was broad 
awake again, and very uncomfortable 
and cold and haggard he looted, in 
the dull gray light of morning.

The sun had bvgun to peep above 
the forest trees, and already flung 
across the curling mi.it bright bars 
of gold, when Joe dropped from his 
window on the ground below, a little 
bundle and his trusty stick, and pre
pared to descend himself.

It was not a very difficult task; 
for there were so many projections 
and gable ends in the way that they 
formed a series of clumsy steps, with 
no greater obstacle than a jump of 
some few feet at last. Joe, with his 
stick and bundle on his shoulder, 
quickly stood on the firm earth, and 
looked up at the old Maypole, it 
might be for the last time 

He didn't apostrophize it, for he 
was no great scholar. He didn't 
curse it, for he had little ill-will to 
give to anything on earth He felt 
more affectionate and kind to it than 
ever he had done in all his life before, 
so said with all his heart, "God bless 
you!” as a parting wish, and turned 
away.

He walked along at a brisk pace, 
big with great thoughts of going for 
a soldier and dying in some foreign 
country where it was very hot and 
sandy, and leaving God knows what 
unheard-of wealth in piize money to 
Dolly, who would be very much af
fected when she came to know of it; 
and full of such youthful visions, 
which were sometimes sanguine and 
sometimes melancholy, hut always 
had her for their main point and cen
tre, pushed on vigorously until the 
noise of London sounded in his ears, 
and the Black Lion hove in sight.

It was only eight o’clock then, and 
very much astonished the Black Lion 
was, to see him come walking in with 
dust upon his feet at that cany hour, 
with no gray mare to bear him com
pany. But as he ordered breakfast 
to be got ready with all speed, and 
on its being set before him, gave in
disputable tokens of a hearty appe
tite, the Lion received him, as usual, 
with a hospitable welcome; and 

* treated him with those marks of dis
tinction, which, as a regular custom
er, and one within the freemasonry of 
the trade, he had a right to claim.

This Lion or landlord,—for he was 
called both man and beast, by rea
son of his having instructed the art
ist who painted his sign, to convey 
into the features of the lordly brute 
whose effigy it bore, as near a coun
terpart of his own face as his skill 
could compaAs and devise,—was a 
gentleman almost as quick of ap
prehension, and of almost as subtle a 
wit, as the mighty John himself. But 
the difference between them lay in 
this; that whereas M- s ex
treme sagacity and acuteness were 
the efforts of unassisted nature, ' the 
Lion stood indebted, in no small 
amount, to beer; of which he swigged 
such copious draughts, that most of 
his faculties were utterly drowned 
and washed away, except the one 
great faculty of sleep, which he re
tained in surprising perfection The 
creaking Lion over the house-door 
was, to say the truth, rather a 
drowsy, tame, and feeble lion, and as 
these social representatives of a sav
age class are usually of a conven
tional character <being depicted, for 
’he mos’ • ', in r :'"ssiM<X atti
tudes and of unearthly 'dots) he 
was frequently supposed by the more 
ignorant and uninformed among the 
neighbors, to be the veritable por

trait of the host as he appearid on 
the occasion of some great funeral 
ceremony or public mourning.

•‘What noisy fellow is that in the 
next room1" said Joe. when he bad 
disposed of bis breakfast 
washed and brushed himself

bet ween a fine mail and another one, 
wiien they are shot through and 
through."

“They're not all shot," said Joe.
"No,” the Lion answered, “not all. 

Those that are—supposing it's done 
easy—are the best oft in my opinion."

“Ah!" retorted Joe, "but you don't 
care for glory?"

"For what?" said the Lion
“Glory."
"No," returned the Lion, with su

preme indifference. "I don’t. You're 
right in that, Mr. Willet When Glory 
comes here and calls for anything to 
drink and changes a guinea to pay 
for it. I'll give it him for nothing. 
It\ n,\ belief sir, that tin- Glory 
arms wouldn’t do a very 
ness."

These remarks were not at all 
comforting. Joe walked out, stopped 
at the door of the next room, and 
listened. The sergeant was describ
ing a military life. It was all drink
ing, he said, except that there were 
frequent intervals of eating and love- 
making. A battle v; .s the finest 
thing in the world—when your side 
won it—and Englishmen always • did 
that. "Supposing you should he kill
ed, sir?" said a timid voice in one

lion. Rejecting his offers both of 
cash and credit, Joe walked away 
with stick and bundle as before, bent 
vpou getting through the day as he 
best could, and going down' to the 
locksmith’s in the dusk of the even
ing, for it should go hard, he had 
resolved, hut lie would have a part
ing word with charming Dolly Yar- 
deu.

He went out by Islington and so 
on to Highgate, and sat on manv 
stones and gates, hut there were no 
voices in the bells to hid his turn. 
Since the time ol noble Whittington, 
fair flower of merchants, I. Ils have 
come to have less sympathy with 
humankind. They only ring for mon
ey .îud on state occasions. Wander
ers have increased in number, ships 

long bust- h‘ate tlie 1 liâmes for distant regions,

cargo; the hells are silent; they ring 
out no entreaties or regrets; " the\ 
are used to it and have grown 
worldly.

Joe bought a roll, and reduced his 
purse to the condition (with a differ
ence) of that celebrated purse of For 
tunatus, which, whatever were ils 
favored owner’s necessities, had one 
unvarying amount in it. fn these 
leal times, when all the Fairies are 
dead and burled, there are a great

Damme, 
some time

said no

corner. "Well, sir, supposing you many purses which possess that qua!
icy The sum-1 otal they contain i-, 
expressed in arithmetic by a circle, 
and whether it lie added to or multi
plied hv its own amount, the result 
of the problem is more easily statist 
than any known in figures.

Evening drew on at last. With the 
desolate and solitary feeling of one 
who had no home or shelter, and was 
alone u terly in the world for the 
first time, lie bent his steps towards 
the locksmith’s house. He had de
layed till now, knowing that Mis 
Varden sometimes went out alone, m 
with Miggs for her sole attendant, to 
lectures in fhe evening and devout!\ 
hoping that this might be one of her 
nights of moral culture.

He walked up and down before the 
house, on the rpposite side of the 
way, two or three times, when as he 
returned to it again, he caught a 
glimpse of a fluttering skirt at' Mie 
door It was Dolly’s—to whom else 
could it belong? No dress but hers

should be," said the sergeant, "what 
then? Y out country loves you, sir, 
his Majesty King George the Third 
loves you; your memory is honored. 
revered, respected; everybody’s fond 
of you, and grateful to you; your 
name’s wrote down at full length in 
a book in the War-office 
gentlemen, we must all die 
or another, eh?"

voice coughed and
more.

Joe walked into the room. A 
group of half a dozen fellows had 
gathered together in the tap-room, 
and were listening with greedy ears. 
One of them, a carter in a smock 
frock, seemed wavering and disposed 
to enlist. The rest,, who were by no 
means disposed, strongly urged him 
to do so (according 1o the custom of 
mankind), hacked the sergeant's ar
guments, and grinned amang them
selves. “I say nothing, boys,” said 
the sergeant, who sat a little apart
drinking his liquor. "For lads ot ' *la,l sut’h a flow as that. He plucked 
spirit’’—here he cast an eye on Joe— U.P his spirits, and followed it into

this is the time. I don’t want to 
inveigle you. The king’s not come 
to that, i hope. We won't take five 
men out of six. We want top-sawyers, 
we do. I’m not a-going to tel! tales 
out of school, but damme, if every 
gentleman’s son that carries arms in 
our corps, through being under a 
cloud and having little differences 
with his relations, was counted up’’ 
—here his eye fell on Joe again, and 
so good-naturedly, that Joe beckoned 
him out. He came directly.

"You’re a gentleman, by G---- !"
was his first remark, as he slapped 
him on the back. "You’re a gentle
man in disguise. So am I. let's 
swear a friendship.”

Joe didn’t exactly do that, but he 
shook hands with him, and thanked 
him for his good opinion.

“You want to serve,” said his new 
friend. “You shall. You were made 
for it. You’re one of us by nature 
What’ll you take to drink?"

"Nothing just now,” replied Joe, 
smiling faintly. "I haven’t quite 
made up my mind."

"A mettlesome fellow like you, and 
not made tip his mind! 
sergeant. "Here—let me
bell a pull, and you’ll make up your 
ntiod in half a minute, I know.

'he woikshop of the Golden Kev 
His darkening 1 he door caused her 

to look round. Oh that face! "If i; 
hadn't been for that," thought Joe, 
"I s lould never have walked into 
poor Toni Cobb. She’s twenty times 
handsomer than ever. She 
marry a lord!"

He didn’t sav this. He
niign.

only
thought It—perhaps looked it also. 
Dolly was glad to see him, and was 
so sorry her father and mother were 
away from home. Joe begged she 
wouldn’t mention it on any aicount.

Dolly hesitated to lead the way in
to the parlor, for there it was near
ly dark, at the same time she hesi
tated to stand talking in the work
shop, which was yet light and open 
to the street. They had got by some 
means, too, before the little forge, 
and Joe having her hand in his 
(whith lie had no right to have for 
Dolly only gate it him to shake), it 
was so like standing before some 
homely altar being married, that it 
was the most embarrassing state of 
things in the world.

say|“I have come,” said Joe, "to 
cried The- K«><xl-by—to say good-by for I don't 

give the klmw *|"w ma">' .wars, perhaps for- 
...... I ever. I am going abroad.”

, •N,ow 'his was exactly what he
"You’re right so far"—answered |?h°uld ,"?t. haVe sald- Here lie was,

Joe, "for if you pull the bell here. ,a king like a gentleman at large
where I’m known, there’ll he an end w ° was l"’<’ t"t*u’ and K<> and 
of my soldiering inclinations in no oam 'he world at his pleasure
lime. Ixtok in mv face. You see me, w 1,11. 'hat gallant coaehmaker had 
rio you?" I'0*™1 bul the night before that Miss

"I do.” replied the sergeant with lald,‘n held him bound in adamantine
an oath, "and a finer young fellow A’hains, and had positively stated in
or one better qualified to serve his "iall>r, wonls that she was killing

him by inches, and that in a fort
night ntoie or thereabouts he expeet- 
“* to make a decent end and leave

to serve his 
king and country, I never set mv”— 
he used an adjective in this place — 
“eyes on."

"Thank you,” said Joe, “I didn’t 
ask you for want of a compliment, 
but thank you all the same. Do 1 
look like a sneaking fellow or a 
liar?”

The sergeant rejoined with many 
choice asseverations that he didn’t, 
and that if his (the sergeant’s) own 
father were to say he did, he would 
run the old gentleman through the 
body cheerfully, and consider it a 
meritorious action.

Joe expressed his obligations, and 
continued, “You can trust me then, 
and credit what I say. I believe 1 
shall enlist in your regiment to-night. 
The reason I don’t do so now is be
cause I don’t want until to-night, to 
do what I can’t recall. Where shall 
I find you this evening?”

His friend replied with some un
willingness, and after much ineffectual 
entreaty having for its object the 
immediate settlement of the business, 
that his quarters would be at the 
Crooked Billet in Tower Street, 
where, he would be found waking un
til midnight, and sleeping until 
breakfast time to-morrow.

“And if I do come—which M’s a 
million to one, I shall—when will you 
take me out of London?” demanded 
Joe.

“To-morrow morning, af half after 
eight o’clock,” replied the sergeant. 
“ You’ll go abroad—a country where 
it’s all sunshine and plunder — the 
finest climate in the world.”

To go abroad." saih Joe. shaking 
hands with him, "is the very thing

and had 11 waat. You may expect me "
1 "You’re the kind of lad for us,”

-, l

ed
the business to his mother.

Dolly released her hand and said, 
Indeed Shi* remarked in the same 

breath that it was a fine night, and 
in short, betrayed no more emotion 
than the forge itself.

"T couldn't go," said Joe, "with
out coming to see you. I hadn’t the 
heart to."

Dolly was more sorry than she 
could tell, that lie should have taken 
so much trouble. It was such a long 
way, and he must have such a deal 
to do. And how was Mr Willet — 
that dear old gentleman”—

“Is this all you say?" cried Joe 
VII’ Good gracious, w hat did the 

man expect1 She was obliged to take 
her apron in ner hand and run her 
eyes along the hem from corner to 
corner, to keep herself front laughing 
in his face; not because his gaze con
fused her—not at all

Joe had <mall experience in love af
fairs. and had no notion how differ- 
ent young ladies are at different 
tines; lie had expected to take Dolly 
up again at the very point where he 
had left her after that delicious even
ing ride, and was no more prepared 
for such an alteration than to see the 
sun and moon change places He had 
buoyed himself up all dav with an 
indistinct idea that she would cer
tainly say, "Don’t go,” or "Don’t 
leave us,” or "Why do you go?” or 
"Why do you leave us?” or would 
give him some little encouragement 
of that sort; he had even entertain
ed the possibility of her bursting in
to tears, of her throwing herself Into 
his arms of her falling down in a 
fainting fit without previous word

or alga, but any appieach to such 
a line of conduct as thu. had been so 
fai f.'om his thoughts that he could 
only look at her in silent wonder.

Dolly in Uie mean while turned to 
the comers of her apron, and measur
ed the sides, and smoothed out the 
wi inkles, and was as silent as be 
At last, after a long pause. Joe said 
good-by. "Good-by,”—said Dolly—
with as pleasant a smile as if he 

; were going into the next street, and 
were coming back to supper, “ good- 

|by."
tViiuc ’’ said Joe, putting out 

both hands, "Dolly, dear Dolly, don't 
let us part like this. I lm> *«m dear- 

jly with all my heat t - and soul; with 
as miK-ti truth and •earnestness as 
ever man loved woman i:i this world.
1 do believe. I am a poor fellow. as 
you know—poorer now than ever, for 
I have fled from home, mu bring able 
tO beat It am IflWgW. a lid mus- 
my own way without help. You are 
beautiful, admit til. are loved by 
everybody, are well off and happy; 
and may you ever be so' Heaven 
foi bid I should ever make you other
wise; hut gi»e me a word of com
fort. Say something kind to me. 
1 have no right to expect it of you, 1 
know, luit I aeà it l.i i .ms. 1 love 
you, and shall treasure the slightest 
word from you all through my life. 
Dolly, dearest, have you nothing to 
say to me-'”

No. Nothing. Dolly was a co
quet,- by nature, and a spoiled child. 
She had no notion of being carried 
by storm in this wa . rhe coach- 
maker would have Ik-en dissolved in 
tears, and would have knelt down, 
and railed himself names, and clasjied 
Ins hands, and beat his breast, t.nd 
tugged wildly at his cravat, and di tie 
all kinds of poetry. Joe had no busi
ness to lie going abroad. He had no 
right to la- able to d> it. If lie was 
in adamantine chains, he couldn't.

“I have said good-by,” said Dolly, 
“twice. Take your aim away dir
ectly, Mr. Joseph, or I'll call Miggs.”

“I’ll not reproach you," answered 
Joe, "it’s my fault, no doubt. 1
have thought sometimes that you did 
not quite d'-spise me, but 1 was a 
fool to think so Every one must, 
who lias seen the life I have led—you 
most of all. God bless you!"

He was gone, actually gone. Dollv 
waited a little while, thinking he 
would return, peeped out at the door, 
looked up the street and down as 
well as the increasing darkness would 
allow, came in again, waited a little 
longer, went up-stairs humming a 
tune, bolted herself in laid her head 
down on her bed, and cried as if 
her heart would break. And yet such 
matters are made up of so many 
contradictions, that if Joe Willet hail 
come hack that night, next day, next 
week, next month, the odds are a 
hundred to one she would have treat
ed him in the very same mannei, and 
have wept for it afterwards witli 
the verV same distress.

She had no sooner left the woi k- 
shop than there cautiously peered out 
from behind the chimney of the forge 
a lace which had already emerged 
from the same concealment twice or 
thrice, unseen, and which, after satis
fying itself that it was now alone, 
was followed by a leg. a shoulder.and 
so on by degrees, until the foint of 
Mr. Tappcrtit stood confessed, with 
a blown paper cap stuck negligently 
on one side of its head, and its arms 
very much akimbo.

"Have my ears deceived me,” said 
the 'Prentice, "or do I dream' am 1 
to thank thee, Fortun’, or to eus thee 

| —which?”
He gravely descended from his ele

vation, took down his piece of look
ing-glass, planted it against the wall 
upon the usual bench, twisted his 
head round, and looked closely at his 

jlegs
“If they’re a dream,” said Sim, 

“let sculptures have such wisions, 
land cht -.el ’em out when they wake 
' This is reality. Sleep has no such 
limbs as them. Tremble, Willet, and 
despair. She's mine' She's mine!”

With these triumphant expressions,
I he seized a liamnn r and dealt a hea- 
| vv blow at a vise, which in his 
mind's eye represented the sconce or 
head of Joseph Willet. That done.

, he burst into a peal of laughter 
which startled Miss Miggs even In 
her distant kitchen, and dipping his 

! head into a bowl of wat *r, had re
course to a jack-towel inside the 
closet door, which served the double 
purpose of smothering his feelings 
and dying liis face.

Joe, disconsolate and down-hearted, 
hut lull ol tout age too, on leaving 

; the locksmith's house, made the best 
of his way to the Crooked Billet, and 
there inquired for his friend the ser
geant, who, expecting no man less, 

(received him with open arms. In the 
course oi live minutes after his ai ri
val at that house of entertainment, 
lie was enrolled among the gallant 
defenders of his native land, and 
within half an hour was regaled with 
a steaming supper of boiled tripe and 
onions, prepared, as his friend assur
ed him more than once, at the ex
press command of his most sacred 
Majesty the King. To this meal, 
which tasted very savory after his 
long fasting, lie did ample justice; 
and w hen he had follow ed it up, o;

; down, w ith a variety of loyal and pa
triotic toasts, he was conducted to 
a straw mattress in a loft over Un
stable, and locked in there for the 
night.

The next morning he found that the 
obliging care of his martial friend 
had decorated his hat with sundry 
party-colored streamers, which made 
a very lively appearance; and in 
company with that officer, and three 
other military gentlemen newly en

rolled, who were under a cloud so 
dense that it only left three shoes, 
a boot, and a coat and a half visible 
among them, repaired to the river
side. Here they were joined by a 

I corpora! and four more heroes, of 
I whom two were drunk and daring,
; and two sober and penitent, hut each 
of whom, like Joe, had his ciustv
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stick and bundle. The party em- 
haikt-d in a passage-boat hound foi 
Giaveseiid, whence they wen- to pro
ceed on foot to Chatham; the wind 
was in their favor, and they soon left 
Iaindon behind them, a mere dark 
mist—a giant phantom in the air.

CHAPTER XXXII.
Misfortunes, saitli the adage, never 

come singly. There is little doubt 
that Doubles are exceedingly gre
garious in their natuie, and Ily
in flocks, arc apt to perch l apucious- 
lv, crowding on the heads of some 
poor wights until there is aut an 
inch of room left on their unlucky 
clowns, and taking no more notice 
of others who offer as good resting 
places for the soles of their feet .than 
if they had no existence. It may 
have happened that a flight brood
ing over London, and looking out 
for Joseph Millet, whom they could 
not find, darted down hap-hazaid on 
the first young man that caught their 
fancy, and settled on him instead 
However this may be, certain it is 
that on the very day of Joe's depar
ture they swarmed about the ears of 
Edward Chester, and did so buzz and 
flap their wings, and persecute him, 
that he was most profoiiiidlv wi etch
ed.

It was evening, and just e'ght 
o’clock, when lie and his fat u-r, hav
ing wine and desert set heloix them, 
were left to themselves for th* first 
time that dav They had dined to
gether, hut a third person had ceen 
present during the meal, and un.il 
they met at table they had not seen 
each other since the previous night.

Edward was reserved and silent, 
Mr. Chester was more than usually 
gay; hut not caring, as it seemed, to 
open a conversation with one whose 
humor was so different, lie vented the 
lightness of his spirit in smiles and 
spaikling liHiks, and made no effort 
to awaken his attention. So they 
remained for some time; the father 
lying on a sofa with his accustom
ed air of graceful negligence, the son 
seated opposite to him with down
cast eyes, busied, it was plain, with 
painful and uneasy thoughts.

"My dear Edwaul,” said Mr. Ches
ter at length, with a most engag
ing laugh, "do not extend your 
drowsy influence to the decanter. Suf
fi11 that to circulate, let your spirits 
be never so stagnant.’’

Edward begged Yiis pardon, passed 
it and relapsed into his former state.

“You do wrong not to fill your 
glass,” said Mr. Chester, holding up 
his own before the light. "Mine in 
moderation—not in excess, for that 
makes men ugly—has a thousand 
pleasant influences. It brightens the 
eye, improves the voice, imparts a 
new vivacity to one’s thoughts and 
conversation; vou should try it, Ned ’’

“ \h, father!" cried his son, “if"—
"My good fellow,” interposed the 

parent hastily, as he set down his 
glass, and raised his eyebrows with a 
startled and horrified expression, 
“for heaven’s sake don't call me by 
that obsolete and ancient name Have 
some regard for delicacy Am I gray 
or w rinkled. do I go on crutches, have 
I lost my teeth, that you adopt such 
a mode of address1 Good God. how 
very coarse!”

“I was about to speak to vou from 
my heart, sir,” returned Edward, "in 
the confidence which should subsist 
between us; and you check me in the
outset.”

"No do, Ned, do not,” said Mr. 
Chester, raising his delicate hand im
ploringly, "talk in that monstrous 
manner. About to speak from your 
heart Don't you know that the 
heart is an ingenious part of our for
mation—the centre of the blood-ves
sels and all that sort of thing — 
which has no more to do with what 
you say or think, than your knees 
have? How can you lie so very vul- 
gat and absurd’ These anatomical 
allusions should he left to gentlemen 
of the medical profession. They are 
reallv not agreeable in society. You 
quite surprise me, Ned."

"Well' there are no such things to 
wound, or heal, or, have regard for 
I know your creed, sir, and will say 
no more,” returned his son.

“There again," said Mr. Chester, 
sipping his wine, "you are wrong. T 
distinctly sav there ar-* such things 
We know there are. The hearts of 
animals—of bullocks, *heep, and so

t .

forth—are cooked and devoured, as l 
am told, by the lower classes with a 
vast deal of relish. Men are some
times stabbed to the heart, shot to 
the heart; hut as to speaking from 
the heart, or to the heart, or being 
warm-hearted, or cold-hearted, or 
broken-hearted, or being all heart, or 
having no heart—pah! these things 
are nonsense, Ned."

"No doubt, sir," returned his son, 
seeing that he paused for him to 
speak "No doubt."

"There’s 1 laredale’s niece, your late 
flame, said Mr. Chester, as a care
less illustration of his meaning “No 
doubt m your mind she was all heal l 
once. Now she has none at all. Yet 
she is the same person, Ned. exact
ly."

"She is a changed person, sir,” 
cried Edward, leddening; "and chang
ed by vile means, 1 believe.”

ou have had a cool dismissal, 
have you'”’ said his father. “Poor 
Ned! I told you last night what 
would happen. May 1 ask you for 
the nut-crackeis?”

“She has been tampered with and 
most treacherously deceived, ’ cried 
Fid ward, rising from his seat. “I ne
ver will believe that the knowledge 
of my real position, given her by 
myself, has worked this change. I 
know she is beset and tortured, but 
though our contract is at an end, and 
broken past all redemption; though 1 
charge upon her want of firmness and 
want of truth, both to herself and 
me, I do not now, and never will be
lieve, that any sordid motive, or her 
own unbiassed will, has led her to 
this course—never!”

“You make me blush,” returned his 
fa’I.'T, gayly, "for the folly of your 
nature in which—but we never know- 
out selves—I devoutly hope there is 
no reflection of my own With re
gard to the young lady herself, she 
has done what is very natural and 
proper, ray dear fellow; what you 
yourself proposed, as I learn from 
Haredalc. and what I predicted—with 
no great exercise of sagacity — she 
would do. She supposed vou to lie 
rn h. or at least quite rich enough; 
an l found you poor. Marriage is a 
civil contract; jieople marry to bet
ter their worldly condition and Im
prove appearances; it is an affair 
of house and furniture, of liveries, 
suivants, equipage, and so forth. Thé 

- poor ax'd you poor 
there is an end of the matter. You 
cannot enter upon these considera
tions, and have no manner of business 
with the ceremony. I drink her 
health in this glass, and respect and 
honor her for her extreme good-sense 
It is a lesson to ou. Fill bouts, 
Ned."

"It is a lesson," returned his 
son, "by which I hope I may never 
profit, and if years and their experi
ence impress it on’’—

“Don’t sav on the heart,” inter
posed his father.

“Or, men whom the world and its 
hypocrisy have spoiled,” said Edward 
warmly; "Heaven keep me from its 
knowledge."

"Come sir," returned hlr father, 
raising himself a little on the sofa, 
and looking straight towards him; 
"we have had enough of this Re
member, if you please, your interest, 
your dutv, your moral obligations, 
your filial affections, and all that 
sort of thing which if is so verv de
lightful and charming to reflect upon; 
or vou will repent it.”

(To be continued )

Reduced Rates to Toronto

Slpecially reduced rates have been 
granted by all lines of travel connect
ing with Toronto, to he in force dur
ing the holding of the great Canadian 
National Exhibition, from X ugn st 
2Bth to September 11th In addi
tion, special excursions will he run 
two or three times a week from 
points within a radius of 300 miles

A 'tequisite for 'he Rancher — On 
the cattle ranges of the West, where 
tneu and stock are far from doctors 
and apothecaries. Dr Thomas' Ec- 
1 et trie Oil is kept on hand by the in
telligent as a ready made medicine, 
not only for many human ills, but 
as a horse and rattle medicine of sur
passing merit. A horse and cattle 
rancher will find matte's greatly 
simplified by using this Oil


