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*pole Hugh yonder.

" into his

- turally thought that being on patrol,

BARNABY R

"Walk Bim up and Jown Turiher ol
then, sir? cried old Johs, “‘and
when you see me and a noble gentle-
man entertaining ourselves with talk,
keep your distance. If you don't
know  yoar distance, sir,”’ added M1
Willet, after an enormously long

after carefully balancing father and

son in his mental scales, had arrived sions of love for you; vou will do me 'quite an angelic creature), with a

at the distinct conclusion that the old
gentleman wvas a better sort of cus- |
tomer than the young one,

,ing his landlord nto the same scale,

which wzs already turued by this

|
moved, but

= o

gazed wpon him as though
she would look into his heart.

“1 throw ofi,"" said Mr Chester,
‘‘the restraint which natural aflection
would impose on some men, and e
ject all bonds but those of truth and
duty. Miss Haredale, you are de-
ceived, you are deceived by yvour un-
worthy lover, and my vaworthy son

Still she looked at him steadily,
and still said not one word.

“]1 have ever opposed his profes-

the justice, dear Miss Haredale, 10
remember that. Your uncle and my-

Throw- self were enemies in early life, and if 'may be quite easy.

1 had
have found it here

sought retaliation, I might
But as we grow

pause, during which he fixed his great comsideration, and heaping upon him older, we grow wiser—better, 1 would

dull eyes on Hugh, and waited with
exemplary patience for amy little
property in the way of ideas tlul‘
might be coming to bhim, “‘we'll find |
4 way 1o teach vou, pretty soomn.”

Hugh sbruggee his shoulders scorn-
fully, and iz his reckless swaggering
way, crossed to the other side of the
little green, and there, with the bri-
dle slung loosely over his shoulder,
led the horse to and fro, glancing at
his master every now and 1then from
under his bushy evebrows, with as
sinister an aspect as one would de-
sire 1o see.

Mr. Chester, who, without appear-
ing to do so, had eyed him attentive-
ly during this brief dispute, stepped
into the porch, and turning abruptly
10 Mr. Willet, said, —

“You keep strange servants, John."”

“Strange enough to look at, sir,
certainly,”” answered the host; ‘‘but
out of doors; for horses, dogs, and
the like of that, there ain't a better
man in England than is that May-
He ain't fit for
indoors,”’ added Mr. Willet, with the
confidential air of a man who felt his
own superior nature, ‘I do that; but
if tha’ chap had only a little imagin-
ation, sir,”’—

““‘He's an active fellow now, 1 dare
swear,'' said Mr Chester, in a mus-
ing tone, whizh seemed to suggest
that he' wovid have said the same
had there been nobody to hear him

‘“‘Active, sir!'’ retorted John, with

guite an expression in his face; ‘‘that
chap! Halloa  there! You, sir!
Bring that horse here, and go and

hang my wig on the weathercock, to
show this gentleman whether vou're
one of the lively sort or not.”

Hugh made no answer, but throw-
ing the bridle to his master, and
snatching his wig from his head, in
a manner so unceremonious and has-

that the action discomposed Mr
illet not a little, though performed
at his own special desire, climbed
nimbly to the very summit of the
maypole before the house and hang-
ing the wig upon the weathercock,
sent it twirling round like a roasting
jack. Having achieved this perform-
ance, he cast it on the ground, and
sliding down the pole with inconceiv-
able rapidity, alighted on his feet al
most as soon as it had touched the
earth.

“There, sir,”’ said John, relapsing
usual stolid state, ‘‘vou
won’'t see that at many houses, be-
sides the Mavpole, where there's good
accommodation for man and beast—
nor that neither, though that with
him is nothing.” |

This last remark bore reference 1o |
his vaulting on horseback, as upon
Mr. Chester’s first visit, and quickly
disappearing by the stable gate.

“That with him is nothing,’’ re-
peated Mr. Willet, brushing his wig
with his wrist, and inwardly resolv-
ing to distribute a small charge for
Just and damage to that article of
dress, though the various items of his
guest's bill; ““he’ll get out of a'most
any winder in the house. There never
was such a chap for flinging himself
about and never hurting his bones
It's my opinion, sir, that it's pretty
nearly all owing to his not having |
any imagination, and that if imagin-
ation could be (which it can't)
knocked into him, he'd never he able
to do it any more. But we was a-
talking, sir, about my son.”

“True, Willet, true,’’ said his visi-
tor, turning again towards the land-
lord with his accustomed serenity of
face. ‘‘My good friend, what about
him?”’

It bhas been reported that Mr. Wil-
let, previously to making answer,
winked. But as he never was known
to be guilty of such lightness of con-
duet either before or afterwards, this
may be looked upon as a malicious
invention of his enemies—founded, per-
haps, upon the undisputed circum-
stance of his taking his guest by the
third breast button of his coat,count-
ing downwards from his chin, and
pouring his reply into his ear —

“Sir,”” whispered John, with dig-
nity, “I know my duty. We want no
love-making here, sir, unbeknown to
parents. 1 respect a certain young
gentleman, taking him in the light
of a young gentleman; I respect a
voung lady, taking her in the light
of a young lady, but of the two as
a couple, I have no knowledge, sir,
none whatever. My son, sir, is upon
his patrol.” ’

“1 thought I saw him looking
through the corner window but this
moment,”’ said Mr. Chester, who na-

implied walking about somewhere.

“No doubt you did, sir,”” returned
John. ““He is upon his patrol of
honor, sir, not to leave the pre-
mises. Me and some friends of mine
that use the Maypole of an evening,
sir, considered what was best to be
done with him, to prevent his doing
ing unpleasant in opposing your
desires; and we've put him on his
patrol. And what's more, sir, he
won’t be off his patrol for a pretty
long time to come, I can tell you
that."”

When he had communicated this
t idea, which had had its ori-
in the perusal by the village cro-

o a newspaper, confaining
other matters, an account of
officer pending the sentence
court-martial had heen en-
vn parole, Mr. Willet drew
from his guest's ear, and with'
any visible alteration of fea-

i

s

again his strong desires 10 rumn coun-

jter to the unfortunate Joe, and his

opposition as a geperal principle to
all matters of love and matriumony,
it went down 10 the very ground
straightway, and sent the light cause |
of the younger gentleman filying up-|
wards to the ceiling. Mr. Chester
was not the kind of man to be by |
any means dim-sighted 1o Mr.
Willett's motives, but he thanked him
as graciously as if he had been one
of the most disinteiested martyrs
that ever shone on earth, and leaving |
with him many complimentary reli-
ances on his great taste and judg-
meat, to prepare whatever dinner he |
might deem more fitting the occasion,
bent his steps towards the Warren
Dressed with more than his usual
elegance; assuming a gracefulness of
manner, which, though it was the re-
sult of long study, sat easily wupon
him and became him well, composing
his features into their most serene
and prepossessing expression; and set-
ting in short that guard upon him-
self, at every point, which denoted
that he attached no slight import-
ance to the impression he was about
to make, he entered the bounds ol
Miss Haredale's usual walk. He had
not gone far, or looked about him
long, when he descried coming 1o-
wards him a [ emale figure. A
glimpse of the form and dress as she
crossed a little wooden bridge which
lay between them, satisfied him that
he had found her whom he des'ved to
see. He threw himself in her ‘vay,
and a very few paces brought them
close together

He raised his hat from his head,
and yielding the path, sufiered her to |
pass him. Then, as if the idea had |
but that moment occurred t~ him, he |
turned hastilv back and said in an
agitated voice —

‘T beg pardon—do I address
Haredale?”

She stopped in some confusion at
being so unexpectedly accosted by a
stranger; and answered, “‘Yes. "
“Something told me,”’ he said, !
looking a compliment to her beauty,
““that it could be no other. Miss
Haredale, I bear a name which is not
unknown to vou—which it is a pride,

Miss |

and vet a pain to me to know,
sounds pleasantly in your ears I
am a man advanced in life, as you

see I am the father of him whom
you honor and distinguish above all
other men. May I for weighty rea-
sons which fill me with distress, beg
but a minute's conversation with you
here?”’

Who that was inexperienced in de-

ceit, and had a frank and vhuthful
heart, could doubt the speaker’s
truth—:ould doubt it too, when the
voice that spoke, was like the faint

echo of one she knew so well, and so
much loved to hear? She inclined her
head, and stopping, cast her eyes up-
on the ground

““A little more apart—among these
trees. It is an old man’'s hand, Mi's
Haredale; an honest one, believe me.”’
She put hers in it as he said these
words, and suffiered him to lead her
to a neighboring seat

“You alarm me, sir,"”” she said in a
low voice. ‘‘You are not the hearer
of any ill news, I hope?”

“Of none that vou anticipate,'’ he
answered, sitting down beside her
“Edward is well—quite well It is
of him 1 wish to speak, certainly;
but I have no misfortune to commu-
nicate.”

She bowed her head again, and
made as though she would have beg-

ged him to proceed; but said noth
ing.

“T am sensible that T speak to you
at a disadvantage, dear Miss Hare-

dale. Believe me that 1 am not so
forgetiul of the feelings of my ynung-
er days as not to know that you are
little disposed to view me with favor
You have heard me described as cold
hearted, calculating, selfish’’'—

““1 have never, sir,”’=she interposed

with an altered manner and a firmer
voice; ‘'l have never heard you spok-
en of in harsh or disrespectful
terms. You do a great wrong to
Edward's nature if you believe him
capable of any mean or base pro-
ceeding.”’

“Pardon me, my sweet young lady,
but your uncle'’'—

“Nor is it my uncle's nature eith-
er,”” she replied, with a heightened
color in her cheek. ‘‘It is not his
nature to stab in the dark, nor is it
mine to love such deeds.”’

She rose as she spoke, and
have left him; but he detained

in such persuasive accents to
him but another minute, that she was
easily prevailed upon to comply, and

so sat down again.
“And it is,”" said Mr. Chester,
looking upward, and apostrophizing

the air; ‘it is this frank, ingenuous,
noble nature, Ned, that you can
would so lightly. Shame—shame up-
on you, boy!"”’

She turned towards him quickly,
and with a scornful look and flash-
ing eyes. There were tears in Mr.

Chester's, but he dashed them hur-
riedly away, as though unwilling that
his weakness should be known, and
regarded her with mingled admir:tion
and compassion.

“I never until now,” he said, ‘‘he-
lieved, that the frivolous actions of
a young man could move me like
these of mv own son. I never knew
till now, the worth of a woman's

4!

. chuckled thrice audibly. This
nearest approach to a laugh in which
he ever indulged (and that but sel-
dom and onlv on extreme occasions).
never even curled his lip or efiected
the smallesf change in—no, not <o
muck as a slicht wareing of — his
great, fat. double chin  which at
these times, as at all others remain-

eda perfect desert in the hraad map

of his face: one changeless, dull, ire-

blank.
it shon'd bhe matter for sur-
to anv, that Mr. Willet adanted
econrse in onnosition to one
he had often entertained. and
av his way at the

mav he remark-

heart. which boys so lightly win,
|and lightly fling away. Trust .
'dear voung lady. that T never until
Inow did know vour worth; and though
‘an abhorrence of deceit and falsehood
has impeiled me to seek von out, and

poorest and least giflted of your sex,
1 should have lacked the fortitude to
sustain this interview could T have
pictured vou to my imagination as
you really are.”

Oh! It Mrs. Varden could have
'seen the virtuous gentleman as  he
said these words  with indignation
| sparkling from his eves—if she could
have heard his broken, quavering
voice—if she could have beheld him as

[this letter

would |ing himself upon the bench

her | weary air, ‘‘you told me not
with a gentle hand, and besought her long ago, at that delightful old tav-
hear 'ern of

me, |

would have done so had you heen the |

fain hope—and from the first, 1 have
opposed him in this attempt. 1 fore-
saw the end, and would have spared
vou, if I could.”

“Speak plaiuly, sir,”’” she faltered
“You deceive me, or are deceived
yvoursell. 1 do not believe you—I can-
not—1 should not.”

“First,”” said Mr. Chester, sooth-
ingly, ““for there may be in your
mind some latent angry feeling to
which 1 would not appeal, pray take
It reached my hands by
chance, and by mistake, and should
have accounted to vou (as | am told)
for my son's not answering some
other note of yours. God forbid Miss
Haredale.,”’ said the good gentleman,
with great emotion, ‘‘that there
should be in vour gentle breast one
causeless ground of quarrel with him

You should know, and vou wilt see,
that he was in no fault here.”
There appeared something so very

candid, so scrupulously honorable, so
very truthfu; and just in this course
—something which rendered the up-
right person who resorted to it, so
worthy of belief—that Emma’'s heart,

for the first time, sann within her
She turned away, and burst into
tears

I would,” said Mr. Chester, lean
ing over her, and speaking in mild
and quite venerable accents; ‘'l

would, dear girl, it were my task to
banish, not increase, {hose tokens of
your grief. My son, my erring son,—
1 will not call him deliberately crim-
inal in this, for men so voung, who
have been inconstant twice or thrice
before, act without reflection, almost
without a knowledge of the wrong
they do,—will break his plighted faith
to vou; has broken it even now. Shall
1 stop here, and having given you

|this warning, leave it to be fulfilled;

or shall T go on?

“You will go on, sir '" she answer-
ed, “and speak more plainly, yet, in
justice hoth to him and me.”

“My dear girl,” said Mr. Chester,
bending over her more afiectionately
still; “whom 1 would call my daugh-
ter, but the Fates forbid, Edward
seeks to break with vou upon a false
and most unwarrantable pretence. !
have it on his own showing; in his
own hand. Forgive me, if 1 have had
a watch upon his conduct; 1 am his
father; I had a regard for vour peace
and his honor, and no better resource
was left me. There lies on his desk
at this moment, ready for transmis
sion to you, a letter, in which he
tells vou that our poverty—our pov
erty: his and mine, Miss Haredale —
forbids him to pursue his claim upon
vour hand; in which he ofiers, volun-
tarily proposes, to {ree vou from your
pledge; and talks magnanimeusly
(men do so, very commonly, in such
cases) of being in time more worthy
your regard—and so forth, A letter
to be plain, in which he npt only jilts
you—pardon the word, 1 would sum- |
mon to your aid your pride and dig- |
nity—=not only jilts you, I fear, in,
favor of the object whose slighting
treatment first inspired his brief pas-
sion for vourself and gave it Dbirth |
in wounded vanity, but “afiects 1o
make a merit and a virtue of the |
act

She glanced
more, as by an involuntary impulse, |
and with a swelling breast rejoined,
“If what you say be true, he takes
much needless trouble, sir, to com-
pass his design. He is very tender of |
my peace of mind. 1 quite thark
him."” |

‘The truth of what 1 tell you, dear |
young lady,” he replied, “vou will |
test by the receipt or non-receipt of |
the letter of which I speak.—Hare-
dale, my dear fellow, I am delighted |
1o see vou, although we meet
singular circumstances, and
melancholy occasion.
very well.”

upon a
I hope vou are

receives  Ned's letter by to-morrow

(vou could have desired I have done
{so selfishly, indeed.”

|tress when he had

. . s
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in

. Ned has written her a lotter—
'a boyish, bomest, sentimental com-
(position, which remcins as yet in his
|desk, because he hasn't had the heart
[to send it I have taken a liberty,
for which my parental afiection and
lanxiety are a sufficient excuse, and
possessed mysell of the contents 1
 have described them 10 vomr uiece (a
most enchanting person, Haredale;

ily crossed his . ““The simplest
thi ﬁvo?lth’nh;m—
s

little coloring and descripticm adapt-
ed 1o our purpose. It's doue You
It's, all over
|Deprived of their adherents and me-
|diators; her pride and jealousy roused
10 the utmost; with nobody to un-
{deceive her, and you to confirm me;
you will find that *heir intercourse
will close with her answer.  If she

noon, you mav date their partin
from to-morrow night. No thanks, {
beg, you owe me none. | have acted
for myself; and if 1 have forwarded
our compact with all the ardor even

“1 curse the compact, as you call
it, with my whole heart and soul,”
returned the other. ‘It was made
in an evil hour. 1 have bound myself
to a lie; 1 have leagued myself with
you, and though 1 did so with a
righteous motive, and though it cost
me such an eflort as haply few men
know, I hate and despise myself for
the deed.”’

“You are very warm,” said
Chester with a languid smile.

“l am warm. | am maddened by
vour coldness. Death, Chester, if
vour blood ran warmer in your veins,
and there were no restraints upon
me, such as those that hold and drag
me back—well, it is done; you tell
me so, and on such a point 1 may
believe you. When I am most re-
morseful for this treachery, 1 will
think of vou and vour marriage, and
try to justify mysell in such remem-
brances, for having torn asunder Em-
ma and your son, at any cost. Our
bond is cancelled now, and we may
part.”

Mr. Chester kissed his hand grace-
fully, and with the same tranquil face
he had perserved throughout—even
when he had seen his companion so
tortured and transported by his pas-
sion that his whole frame was shak-
en—lay in his lounging posture on the
seat and watched him as he walked
away.

‘My scape-goat
school,”” he said,
look after him;
days, wh. could

Mr.

and my drudge at
raising his head to
“my friend of later
not keep his mis-
won her, and threw
me in her way to carry off the prize;
I triumph in the present and the past
Bark on, ill-favored, ill-conditioned l
cur; fortune has ever bheen with me—
T like to hear you."

in an avenue of trees
not passing out on either hand

wolked straight on. He chanced to
turn his head when at some consider
able distance, and seeing that his
late companion had by that

risen and was looking after him stood
still as though he half expected him
to follow and waited for his coming
up

It mav come to that one dav, but
not vet,"” said Mr. Chester,
his hand., as though they were the
best of friends, and turning away

‘““Not yet, Haredale Life is pleas- |
ant enough to me; dull and full of |
heaviness to vou No. To cross

swords with such a man—to
his humor unless upon extremity — |
would be weak indeed

For all that, he drew his sword as |
he walked along, and in an absent hu- |

mor ran his eye from hilt to point
full twentv times. But thoughtful- }
ness  begets  wrinkles; remembering

this, he soon put it up, smoothed his |

with greater gavety of manner,
was his unrufed self again

CHAPTER XXX

A homely proverb recognizes the
existence of a troubiesome class of |
persons who, having an inch conced- |
ed them, will take an ell. Not to
quote the illustriou: examples of
those heroie
whose amiable

and |

path in life has been

under |from birth to death through blood, |bow to

and fire, and ruin, and who would
seem to have existed for no better
purpose than to teach mankind that

se ) ] : :
At these words the young lady rais- |as, the absence of pain is pleasure, so

ed her eves, which were filled with
tears, and seeing that her uncle in-
deed stood before them, and being

the earth purged of their presence,
may be deemed a hlessed place— not
to quote such mighty instances it

quite unequal to the trial of hearing |will be sufficient to refer to old John

or of speaking one word more,
riedly withdrew, and left them. They
stood looking at each other, and at
her retreating figure, and for a long
time neither of them spoke.

““What does this mean?
it,"" said Mr. Haredale at
“Why are you here, and
her?”’

My dear friend,”” rejoined the oth-
er, resuming his accustomed manner
with infinite readiness, and throw-
with a
very

Explain
length.
why with

which vou are the esteemed
'proprietor (and a most charming es-
‘tablishment it is for persons of rural
pursuits and in robust health, who
fare not liable to take cold), that |
had the head and heart of an evil
spirit in all matters of deception. 1
thought at the time; 1 really did
think yvou flattered me. But now |
|begin to wonder at vour discernment
{and vanity apart, do honestly believe
‘ynu spoke the truth. Did yvou ever
counterfeit extreme ingenuousness and
honest indignation?” My dear fellow,
you have no conception. if vou never
|did, how faint the efior: makes one."”
' Mr. Haredale surveved him with a
look of cold contempt. ‘““You may
levade an explanation, 1T know.”’ he
|said, folding his arms. “‘But I must

{have it. T can wait."”
| “Not at all. Not at all, my good
fellow. You shall not wait a mo-

{ment,” returned his friend, as he laz-

|
}

!
!
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hut- | Willet

Old John
good standard inch, full measure, on |
the liberty of Joe, and having snip-
ped ofi a Flemish ell in the matter

knew no bounds. The more young |
Joe submitted, the more ahsolute uldi
The ¢ll soon faded in- |

John became

[to nothing. Yards, furlongs, miles
{arose; and on went old John in the
\pleasantest manner possible, trim-
iming off an exuberance in this place,

|shearing away ‘some liberty of
speech or action in that, and con-

ducting himself in his small way with , wards,
{as much high mightiness and majesty |

las the most glorious tyvrant that ever

Ihad his statue reared in the public

ways, of ancient or of modern times. |

| As great men are urged on 1o the
|abuse of power (when they need urg-
jing, which is not often) by their flat-
terers and dependents, so old  John
was impelled to these exercises of
|authority by the applause and ad-
'miration of his Mavpole cronies, who
in the intervals of their nightly pipes
jand pots, would shake their heads
land say that Mr. Willet was a father
lof the good old English sort; that
|there were no new-fangled notions or
jmodern ways in him; that he put
them in mind of what their fathers
were when they were bovs; that there
was no mistake about him; that it
would be well for the country if

{was the pity that there were not :

| John,
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John's Iriends, there never

unfortunate young fellow so bullied,

badgered, worried, fretted,

bedten, so constantly beset, or made
s0 tired of his life, as poor Joe Wil-

let.

This had come to be the recognized
and established state of things,
as John was very anxious to flourish
his supremacy beiore the eyes of Mr
The spot where they had met was |UChester, he did that day exceed him-
Mr. Haredale |self, and did so goad and chafe his
had (son and heir, that but for Joe's hav-

ing made a solemn vow to
hands in his pockets when
not otherwise engaged, it

time |sible to say what he might have done

with them. But
an end, and at
came down-stairs to mount

the longes

which was ready at the door

As old John was not in

waving |at the moment, Joe, who was sitting

in the bar ruminating on |

{fate and the manifold perfections of
to hold
stirrup, and assist him to
Chester was scarcely in
indulge |the saddle, and Joe was in the

Dolly Vaiden, ran out
guest's

mouvnt. Mr
act of making

the porch

‘““None of that, sir"”
“none of that, sir No i
patroles
the door,
trying to get away, sir, are

SIT,

What do vou mean, sir?"’

“L.et me go, father,"
ploringly, as he marked the
on their visitor's face,
the pleasure
him ““This is too bad
to get away?"’

“Who wants to get away'"
“Why you do, |
) You're the boy,
scourges of mankind, | gqded John, collaring with one hand

shaking him

sir, vou do

and aiding the efiect of a farewell
the visitor with the other, |
““that  wants to sneak into houses,
and stir up difierences between noble
gentlemen and their sons, are you,
eh? Hold your tongue, sir’
Joe made no effort to reply. It was
the crowning circumstance of his de-
gradation He extricated himself

from his
angry- look at the depart
“But

for her,”” thought .

threw his arms upon a table in

common room, and laid his

would

length Mr

him a graceful bow
|when old John came diving
and collared him
said

How dare you come out of
without leave?
* You,
proudly at him once jeontracted brow, hummed a gav tune |to make a traitor of yourself again?

said

was an

and®row-

but

keep his
they were
IS 1mpos
t dayv has
Ches'er
his horse
the way

s dismal

the

very
out of

John,
eaking of

You're
and

Joe, im-
smile up

and observed
his disgrace afiorded
Who wants

cried

SIir,

father's grasp, darted an

ing guest,

having long encroached a land returned into the house.

Joe, as he
the
head upon

of the parole, grew so despotic and |them, “‘but for Dolly, who 1 couldn’t
so great, that his thirst for conquest |bear should think me the rascal they
make me out to be if 1 ran

away, this house and I shouwid part

to-night.”

It being evening this time, Solo-
mon Daisy, Tom , and lLong
Parkes, were all in the common room
too, and had fIr window been
witnesses of w . just occurred.
Mr. Willet joini soon alter-

received complimerts  of

them

will see whether boys are

Brayvo, sir.”
bear upon him, Joo

to the unspeakable conste
his hearers,

for it. You let me alone,

“Don’'t take it ill

|with many other original remarks of
that nature. Then thev would con-
descendingly give Joe to understand
that it was all for his good, and he
{would be thankful for it one dayv; and
in particular. Mr. Cobb would
quaint him, that when he was his
age, his father thought no more of
giving him a parental kick, or a box
on the ears, or a cuff on the head, or
some little admonition of that sort,
than he did of any other ordinary
duty of life; and he would further re-
mark, with looks of great signifi-
cance. that but for this judicious
bringing up, he might have never been
tha man he was at that m.t.

which
o

mean any harm,” pleaded
man.

“Very good, sir,"" said .,
{than usually
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lieve, without

of tobacco-trance.

somewhat damped
barrassing line of

The spirits of the companv

the company with great corzposure,
and lighting his pipe, sat down among

“We'll see, gentlemen,'’ said John,
after a long pause, ‘“‘who's the mas-
ter of this house, and who isn't. We

to govern

men, or men are to govern boys.”

“And quite ght, too,"’' assented
Solomon th some approving
nods; ‘‘quite t, Johnny. Very
good, Jo > said, Mr. Willet

John slowly brought his eves to
at him for a
long time, and finally made answer

rmation of

“When T want encour-
agement from vou, sir, T'll ask

you

sir. I can

get on without vou, 1 hope. Don't
there were more like him, and more |vou tackle me, sir, if,vnu please.”
Johnny;

I didn't

the little

John, more

obstinate after his late
““Never mind, sir.
ac- |stand pretty firm of myself, sir, T be-
beiniz shored up by
vou.”” And having given utterance to
this retort, Mr. Willet fixed his eves
upon the boiler, andl fell into a kind
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found, that day, he was not ouv of
the sort of men who were to be trif-
fled with, and that he would recom-
mend him, poetically speaking, to
mind his eye for the future.

“I'd recommend you, in returm,’’
said Joe, lookmi up with a flushed
face, ‘‘not to talk to me."”

“‘Hold your tongue, sir,”’ cried Mr
Willet, suddenly rousing himself, and
turning round

‘I won't, father,”
ing the table with his 1 that
the jugs and glasses rung again
‘““these things are hard enough to
bear from you; from anybody els
I never will endure them any more
Therefore 1 say, Mr. Cobb, don't
talk to me.”

Why, who are vyou,” said M
Cobb, sneeringly, ‘‘that you're not to
be talked to, eh, Joe?"”

To which Jee returned no answer,
but  wity a very ominous shake of
the head, resumed his old position,
which he would have peacefully pre-
served until the house shut up at
night, but that Mr. Cobb, stimulated
by the wonder of the compan; at the
young man's presumption, retorted te
with sundry taunts, which proved too
much for flesh and blood to bear
Crowding into one moment the vexa-
tion and the wrath of years, Joe
started up, overturned the table, fell
upon his long enemy, pummelled him
with all his might and main, and fii.-
ished by driving him with surpris-
ing swiftness against a heap of spit-
|toons in one corner; plunging into
which, head foremost, with a tremen-
dous crash, he lay .t full length
among the ruins, stunnel and mo-
tionless. Then, without waiting to
receive the compliments ot the by-
standers on the victory he hal won,
he retreated to his own bed-ch.mber,
and considering himself in a sta.e of
siege, piled all the partable furniture
against the door hy way of barri-
cade :

“T have done it now," said Joe
as he sat down upon his bedstead
and wiped his heated face. ‘I knew
it would come at last. The Maypole
and T must part company I'm a
roving vagabond—she hates me for
evermore—it's all over!”

{(To be Continued.)

The Belle of To-day

The woman with the sense of humor
is belle of the present day. She is
the fashion. Men say she is a novel-
ty. If so, that is one reason why
she is the belle. To be like every
other woman in a crowd means so-
cial obliteration. To see the funny
side of things has more than a so-
cial value, for the woman who sees
the funny side of every-day trials
saves herself many wrinkles, and
saves her familv much suffering. The
Woman with a sense of humor seldom
worries herself or her friends. She
is like a breath of fresh air—s}: re-
freshes everyone she meets. She is
cheery, and a bit of her cheeriness re-
mains in the hearts of those Who
have been near her. The woman who
sees the point of a joke is seldom
bilious, and almost always plump
and fair to look upon. She seldom
has the blues, because she laughs in
the midst of them and spoils the ef-
fect. This woman's husband doesn't
wear a long face as he goes to busi-
ness in the morning, and it is his
own fault if he is a dyspeptic  Her
children are the kind who relish play,
and their faces are dowered with rosy
cheeks and laughing lips. She. this
woman who sees the funny side of
things, is a salve to wounded spirits,

and a moral, physical and mental
tonie

A

cried Joe, smit

AN AUDIENCE WITH THE POPE
Rome, July 31.—An American pil
grimage of about 100 persons arrived
here  Saturday The Pope received
in private audience yvesterday Bishop
Larocque of the Diocese of Sher-
brooke, Quebec. He was very
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A WId(’A Sphere of Usefulness. —The
consumption of Dr. Thomas' Eclectric
()'ll hgs Brown to great proportions.
I\olmthstnnding the fact that it has
now been on the market for over thir-
ty-one years, its prosperity is as

reat as ever, and the demand for it

has ve tly in-
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