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Tippits, who is rotling her lfm;:nishing’ oyes nt n youug
cumte, supposed to have great influence with the bishop.

@ Yes, vory," says Miss Tippits.

« Becentric,"  continues Mr. Thornton, @ very odd there
should be n Kite in the same company.”

Thornton glanees at thy curd tubles o5 he inuskes the
remark.

a1 do not think it at all siogular” says Miss Tippits ;
wtlere is o0 M. Green and alzo o Miss White hoerel”

¥ ew, trae, tone)” says Thornton ;7 you do not object to
the name of Pigean now, Miss Tippits,”

v You are always facetious, My, Thornton, 1 supposs Miss
Austin does not object to the wiane of Thornton” says Miss
Pipprts, withdrwing her cyes from the caeate snd rolling
them upon Mr, Tharnton.

#8he has just dowe me the honour to suy that she does not,?
replice Thototon, accepling the optical charge with re-
markable cooluess,

Miss Austing, who has been discussing the relative powers of
Brownimy and Tennyson with a gentleman (hoe has heard
S he Brook™ sung at a Penny heading, and been advised 1o
gt up YHow they Brought the Goud News to Ghent)”
comes to Miss Tippit<'s ottoman at this moment, and axks
her fricnds what Harry is so carnest about.,

woAbout you,” says Miss Tippita; % he was asking me to be
one of the bridesmuids”

sHarey 7 exelaims Miss Austing ina pretty confusion,

Thornton is rather taken aback at the unexpected smart-
nees of Miss Tippeits,

] congratulate you both,™ says that lady, with ag little as-
priity as she van put into Ler voice,

Mi<s Anatin bows,  Mre Thornton is about to make a snit-
able reply when the conversation is ihterrupted by high words
af vne of the card tablex,

s Hollot what
Society”

w1 saw von do it says youn Pigeon, io loud angry tones,
Soyon are i cheat”

“He % addressing Kite, who rises from the table

séentlemen, gentlemen,” remonstrates the Colonel) in Lis
blandest manner,

The whole cotupany rise from thelr seats in varfous parts
ot thie Toon,

“an infeensl cheat D evclalos Pigeon,

o Before ladics, oo, says the Colonel) aRttegting o take
Tew's agun,

S You son of atailon,” shouts Kite, beginoinmg a withering
reply to Tom, who invnedistely upsets the table, and seizing
Kite by ghoe thriat, gasps vat, o Ladies or no ladivs—tailors or
Mo tatlors——vura shiald wive up that vand”

T hdies hinrdiediy feave the room ;) the gentlemen throng
ponnd Pigevn ated Kite, just in time to see Mr, Pigeon, junior,
fing bis sidversary, aried poll ont of Kite's coat-pocket an ace
of spatdes,

. . . . . . . .

is this!” says Mr, Thornton, “«d storm in

Taoleau ald cnd of seene to tariatlent music,

OHAPTER VUL
APTER THY STURM,

n oone of his o Roundabont Papers,” or gomewhere else,
Pharkesay promised to write o story that should be all dia-
Jowne, P poever did it The idea has borne fruit in thix peor
pacrative of Tom freon’s expedition into Seciety, ] have
pachewed description, [ leave the actors in this littde deama
to play their own parts jo their own way,  The reader has
fortued her own ddea ¢ say ber ownidea for what & is capatile
of such a formation) of the chanwter, wanner, and appear.
anee of every individual visitor at Tinsell Castic..  She also
Kkuows exactly what would be said about the disgmectul seene
at the Castle, Ltis not niecessary o el her how the few good
prople who had been got there by misrepresentations coneern-
ing whom they would meet, vonsidered themselves insulted
ated definuded., She Enows all about persons of the Tippits
chamcter, who try to thrust themselves inte Society,  She
Lits tever miet thew of conrse | but she has heard of them snd
read of them in beoks, The Ploeoas sre mysteries to her
perhaps, but sae can easily magine what sort of s figure Mr,
Shinddy, whoe made her Jast riding-babit, would cut with a
house in Boelgrave Square, snd a valar sou dreaming of So-
ciety,  Why shontd 1, the homble reporter of these few in-
signifieant scenes, in the insignifioant lves of the Kites and
Pircons, trespuss upon the inteilestaal and indadgent reader
with my own views?  The very thonght is presumptuous. 1
returt to the dialogue, with an humble apology, for this aliost
unpardonable refercnce to my own existence. 1 will only
veuture to say that we are back again in the drawing-room of
Tinsell Castle on the day slter the storm, Kite aud Mr,
Thornton are in the room,

1 assnre yon,” says Kite, ¢t was quite n mistake—T As-
sitfe you, on oy honour.”

A ppearinees were against you,” says Thornton,

S By all that is good T swear to yon it was 4 mistake; you
umst prevent scandal, Mro Thornton, or the Colonel's chanees
of clection for Tnglenook ure at an end.”

“1dou't think there is any danger of i pits ever beiog a
member of parlisment even for Inglenook,” says Thorntoun,

“OYau are wrong, sir, helieve me)” says Kite ) but, no mat-
ter, whether right or wreong, sir, you must use vour influence
with Mg, Pigeon, pray do, sie, he respeets yon "

*You called him ason of atailor,” says Thornton,

L did not mean it personally, it was only figurative, just
88 you say nson of agun; 1 meant no harm, Mr, Thornton, [
assnre you ;, the term . might even be construed into one of
videarment.” :

At this moment there enters Mr. Thomas Pigeon, at gight of
whom thete disappenrs with almost miraculons tapidity his
olld friend Kite, . Yeoung Pigeon has been going about the
house, asking nearly overy person he mecets, if he experiences
any puin in the region of the heart.. Mr, Thomar Pigeon has
had & kevere and continnons attack of that peculiarly uncom-
fortable pain, which he was told on the previons day belonged
to Society, It lind attacked him most seriously on Learing
that Mixs Jeksie: Miller had pode up her mind to leave the
Castle ; and more particularly since sho had met him on the
stairs and insisted upon eutting him dead. The pain had
been 8o intense during the worning, that Tom began to won:
der whether his-ather wag not quite right inattributing it to
what he wak pleased to eall this new-fangled humbug of being
in Society, and doing everything that you didn't want to do
and pretending that you liked it. Tom had been closoted with
Colonel Tippite; he had also had a serious conversation with

Mr, Thornton ; Miss Miller had looked prettier than ever sho
had done as if only for the purpose of cutting him ; his father
hud solemnly warned him that he was being swindled, bought
and sold, and mwle mincemeat of ; so that altogether Mr,
Pigeon, junior, may be srid 1o have had anything buta lively
time of it during the last twenty four hoars.

“Ah, Mr. Thornton,” he said, on entering the drawing-rouvm,
from which Kite had just disappeared,  how are you, sir—
how are you?”

“Well, thank you, very well,” gaid T'hornton, thrusting his
hands into the pockets of a loose moruing coat, and surveying
the odd fignre of the wmbitions young merchant tailor, for-
meely of Bond Street

“ ot no pain ere 7" Tom asked, ruefully planting his left
hand upon that part of hia light waistcout which covered his
heart.

t No, no,” said Thornton, laughing,

“ Abl, 1 have—a confounded pain, sir P said Tom, ¢ don't
think being in Society, ns you call it, is good for me.”

“Society ! My poor, dear youny friend, you have never
been there yet. But is there no other reason for your heart-
achu? I saw you watching that pretty Jessie Miller this
morning, when you were dressing. 4 saw you, sir; 1 saw you
looking out at your bed-room window.”

S Well, I did not say that you did not see me”

i Don't be nagry.”

“ 1 am not angry.”

# You are: blushing, then”

01 beg your pardon, | amn not,” Tom said, turning his head
nway from Mr, Thornton, and trying to hide his face behiud
his eye-glass,

* Mr. Kite is anxious to have your forgiveness, said Thorn-
ton, considemtely changing the subject; ¥ he declares that
the whole thing was a mistake; he vows it, upon his
honour.” -

“ Upon what?V

¢ His honour

“ Don't like the guarantee.
kickud the brute out of doors.”

“ [le may have done s0,”" said Thoruton ; ¢ but Kite is one
of those persons who, being kicked ont at the frout door, come
in at the back.”

¢ Why, he hud the amdacity to eall me thee—-"

“ Yes, yes,” said Thorton, before Tom could finish the
sentenice, Yl says that was not meant personally | in fact,
that it was more in the light of a term of endearment, just as
you say a son of a guu—do you see? "

HYas, vis said Pom, promptly, aud with cevident relier,
“overy good ) §thought that was all he meant, after all, He
is a clever fellow”

“You knew hini, then, befors you met him down here 27

vosliphtly, yas, yas)”" faid Tom, plucking up his eoilar wnd
his conrage at the same time. ¢ ] gave bim a wonuer, ch ?
It astonished him mther, and the Castle wo. By Jove! 1
almost forgive him for falling so clvauly when I hit out frowm
the shonlder. 1t was as good as a play.”

“ Yes, no doubt)” said Mr, Thornton., « Now look here,
Mr, Pigzeon, junior, I know all abonut that pain of yours. You
don't cure tor Miss Tippits. Don't fiown, my friend, don't
frown. Youn would ruther be out of the bargain, Forgive
Kite; be is uo worse than his friends, between ourselves, Let
us.go into the arden and have s char”

Mr. Thornton had a way of making people do what he
wished, and he found no difficulty in persuading Mr, Pigvon
to act upon some very wholesome advice which he gave him
under a tree on Colonedl Tippits's lawa.

Meanwhile, Mr. Theophilus Pigeon had encountered Miss
Jessie Miller 0 the breskinst-room, and had, in the frankest
way possible, obtraded bimself npon her contidence. He ad-
mired her mormng dress; he expressed his great regrot that
Miss Miller was going to leave the Castle; he candidly told
her that he neither cared for the Castle nor its society, and Le
was gure in his beart of hearts that his son Tom was of the
sine opinion,

] don’t want 10 hear anything abont your son Tom,” sund
Jessie, impaticutly stamping her pretty right foot upon « tull-
blown rose in the Brussels carpet.

“ Ah, you once thought diderenty” said old
coaxingly.

# Perhaps 1 did.”

“ You Lked him once.”

¢ Perhaps 1 did.”

“Why don’t you now ?7

& Becanse he doesn't eare for me.”

4 How de you know he don't 27

“ What a silly question, beguing your pardon, It would
not be right to care for a poor farmer's daughter now he's in
society,”

Jessie emphasised the last two words, and tossed up her
head with an air of definnce and contempt.

“ Hang society! blow society ! sand old Pigeon.  © Don't
be angry with me, Miss Jessie, because 1 love you already as
a father might, and I want to know all about this afair
between you and Tom. How long have you known oy
son 2%

“ A year,” said Jessie, looking upon the ground and sighing.
“1le came to the hotel with futher from the Cattle Show, and
we all went to the theatre.”

“The sly dog ! I remember him saying he had met some
very nice people at the show.” ‘

o And he came and had ten with us” continuned Jegsice
tamd we have written to each other ever since; and the other
day my father had to leave the farm, beennse he lost his money
horse-racing.”

1 0Oh, that was it,” said old Pigeon; *and the Colonel was
vour futher's landlord,  Between curselves, Miss Jessie, 1
don't think much ot this Mister Colonel,  What do you say?”

“ Nothing," said Jessie,

“ You are mum, as they say.”

Y s

a Jessiel Jessiot” called the unmistakable voice of Miss
Tippits at this period of the conversation ; «where are yon 7

The Colonel assured me he had

Pigcou,

*

& Rut if Tommy was to ask you to be his wife? ™ said old -

Pigeon, hurriedly, determined to make the most of his time,
“TPommy 1" exelaimed Jessie, snapping her protty fingers,
1 would not have him if hig hair was hung with diamonds,”
Then suying: :
“ 1 nm coming, Miss Tippits,” she darted ‘out of the roow,
and left old Pigeon to hiz own retlections,
& Not if his hair was hung with diamonds 1" said old Pigeon,
looking at the door which Jessie banged as she fled; “that's
one for Tommy.”

1t is impossible to say how many times Mr, Pigeon would
huve repeated Jeasie’s words had he not been interrupted by
Colonel Tippits, who, having searched tho house for his
frivnd, had fouud him at last, mentally staggering under the
startling rebull of Miss Jessie Miller.

# My dear Mr, Pigeon,” said the Colonel, in his loud pom-
pous voice, ¢ 1 have been looking for you everywhere.”

¢ Indeed 1 said Mr, Pigeon; ¢ well, if you repeat the same
exercise to-morrow you'll have to go further afield to look
for me.”

“ Why, sir, why ?” asgked the Colonel.

“os | 1neans to cut this, sir, if not to«lay, by the first
train in the morning, I'm too plain & man for this sort of
thing., P've never been in a castle before.”

# Kvery Englishman’s home is his castle,” said the Colonel,
mujestically.

% No, not exactly” said Mr. Pigeon, senior; ¢ every
Enghishman's howme is not a castle, sir, beyging your pardon ;
and a good thing wo, Colonel. But we will not argue the
point; let us come to business,  About that mortgage ; I'm
willing to renew ity a3 you know, but on one condition.”

“ Nawe it)” said the Colonel, promptly, prepared o concede
mneh,

“You must let my son off this bargain, sir, about Miss
Tippits.” .

The Colonel started and looked fixedly at old Pigeon.

# IUs very Kind of you,” said Mr. Pigeon, undaunted—= it's
very kind, and a great honour—we know thav; butit's a mis-
tako altogether.  We Pigeons are only humble birds; and it's
like mating one of us to a pheasant, or a peacock, or a
n-ostrich—it ain’t natural Colonel; and it will never do.”

While: the Colonel is endeavouring t  explain to Mr.
Pigeon that the intermarrying of the middle with the upper
classes of society is acknowledged to be an important
¢lement in the social system, let us look in upon Miss
Tippits, snd Mr., Kite, who are playing out an interesting
little scene in the livrary.

“1 have wld you before,” says Miss Tippits, « that your
suit is hopeless in both cases. I decline your hand again, as [
have previously done.  You know my reasons.”
¢ That contemptible Pigeon is one of your reasons,” says
Nite,

“ Yon had my answer before [ ever heard of or saw Mr,
Tow Pigeon,” says Miss Tippits; “and I will not stay in the
ruom, sit, o hear papa’s giests spoken of with rudeness.”

#5tay, stay, Clementina ! says Kite, seizing her hand.

“You canuot hope to have last night's aifair overlooked,”
costinues Miss Tippits, allowing Mr. Kite to retain her haad,
as though his cestatic scizure of it were a very ordinary
ooiirrenee,

¢ It was quite accidental that mistake of the card—on my
honour,  Miss Tippits, once for all I now lay my life and
turtuie at your feet,  For three long years I bave loved you;
it is only that passion which has induced me to work and
slave, day and nighe in your father’s political interest. 1t is
Low impoussible that he can do withont me.”

“That is wu concern of mine,” says Miss Tippits.

W1t is—it is, Clementina!  Let us be a happy family ; say
whiat your heart prompts you to say—that you do not love
this Pigeon—that yon will now reward the love and faithful
service of & true, devoted heart 7

Miss Tippits, lovking into the garden, sees Tom Pigeon
and Juessic in close couversation : she knows that Thornton is
beyoud her reach, Taking her cue from Fate, without a
motent's hesitation, she returns Kite's pressure of her hand.

t There is sowme oue coming, Mr, Kite,” she says; ‘¢ 1ake
me into the drawiong-room.”

Kite at once takes the blooming husband-huntress under his
army, Kisses her fat and rosy fingers, and disappears with her
just aa the Colonel and old Pigeon enter the room.

# We shall be alone here, sir,” says the Colonel,
seited

< Thank you, Colonel 17 says old Pigeon, determined not to
Lo Tighienced by the irgest possible amonnt of politeness,

* Now, My, Pigeon, you do not surely mean to say vou are
serious 77 begins the Colonel,

1 am, sir,”

#Think of the honour and the positiou which your son
wonld vbtain by such a marriage”

A knock at the door interrupts the Colonel's specch.

s Coutfound the people! why cannot they leave us alone?
Come in ! he exclains.,

1t is only me,” says Tom Pigeon, entering and looking at
his father with a peculiarly satisfied smile,

“We were just talking about you, Tommy,” says old
igeon,

“Yes; I know all about it,” says Tom. «It's all right.
L've got rid of that infernal pain I had--got rid of it and all
ather pains too,  Don’t be surprised, Colonel ; nothing ought
to sarprise nobody iu these days,  Now look here—1'm plain
and aboveboard, father, and | ain't vp to this kiod of life;
and, what's wore, without meaning to be offensive, you've
been playing a sort of come-into-my-parlour-said-the-spider
game, and—-,

# 81! exclaimed the Colonel, ¢ 1 do not understand you.”

+ No; but you will)”" says Tom,

41 do,” says old Pigeon, My dear boy, you have come to
your senses, that's it—ain’t i¢ ¢

¢ Right you are, governor,” says Tom,

¢ 1 await an explanation,” says the Colonel, takiug up a
dignitied position upon the hearth-rug and looking as calmly
as he vould, first at Tom, and then at vld Pigeon.

“ 10 you will voue into the drawing-room, where several
friends are now assembled, and request the presence of *Misa
Tippits and Mr. Rite, I shall give you s full and complete
explanation,” says Tom, taking his father's arm amd leading
the astouizhed old man from the room.

We deave him standing in the doorway and telling the
Colonel that ¥ No otffence is intended, Colonel 'Fippits—ouly
we all means business, and that business is_to be settled at
onee, #ir, with all respeet, in the drawing.room of this noble
Castle? :

The prompter—who, in this case, is the story.teller—
proceeds to ring up the drawing-room scene accordingly.

“Pray be

CHAPTER IX.
AND .LAST,

Tur change whirh had come over Tom Pigeon during the
last few hours was almost as remarkable as the transformation
' (Continyed on Page 30.)




