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SECOND CLASS TO EUSTON.

We were all grouped round a glorious fire after dinper, eotertaining each
other with mild {tmale sdventures by land and ses, when one of the party
called on our dear litle hostess, Mis Sasckville, to contribute an account
of a sensational journey she had once made between Dublin and London in
the dim distant days of her maidenhood. After some modest demurring,
she began with these words—

‘I remember I had just 1ecovered from a severe atlack of rheumatic
fever that had kept me in bed half the winter, and my vocle Edwaird had
written, askig me to come and epend a few months with him io Dzvonshire
for change of sir—an favitation which my mother and aunt Catherino accep-
ted for me eagerly. It was arranged that I was to siart on the first of April
with old Geoersl and Mrs. Hackett, who were taking their davghter over
for the season, whep, a fortnight bsfore the time, a letter, emphesised by a
previous telegram, came from my urcle, ordering me to cross at once, as
important business had called him suddenly to town, and he was prepared
to gralify me with a fortolght's wholesale sight-seeing if 1 made up my
mind to start the next morning , otacrwise he would retura home at once.
As I h3d never been to London, I was determised not to lose such ao op
portunity, and with grest difficalty I coaxed my monther and aunt to let me
start alope ; for, though they had made superhuman effur.s to provide me
with a ctaperon smoog their acquaintance, the notice bad been too short—
po mation they could hear of was leaving Ireland that week., ‘They botb
accompanied me to the boat, and, after ao anxious cousultstion, decided that
it would be safer for me to travel second thao first clzss, as it was an accep:
1ed fact that tbe worst characters—the ‘ swell mob' snd (he ‘ fast’ abandoned
young men—always travelled first class ; so my ticket was bought and con-
fided 10 me reluctantly.

t However, every precaulion necessary to ensure my safely dariog the
porilous twelve honrs' journey was duly taken. I was previded with a
sober unattractive travelliog-dress, and a thick browa veil to shield the
beauty of my countensnce, which wy dear mother thought of an unusual
order—an opiolon, alss, not shared by the rest of the world! Then oy
modest every-day jewelty—my baogles, rings, even oy watch—was confis-
cated and placed in the bottom of my trunk; my purse was allowed to
contain only a couple of three-penny bits for porters and one sixpence for
a cup of tea at Chester, the rest of my pocket-money, in notes,being arttully
stitched betwren the lining and stoff of my dress by aunt Catherioe.

¢ You will be sure to write—no, telegraph the moment you arrive, love,’
whispered my mother tremulously, as she clung t2 me on board the boat.
¢ Make your uncle do it—you know he will meet you at Euston—and pro-
mise me, Nell, that you will get at once into a carrlage with ladles at Holy-
head—with; 1adies who are travelling the whole way throughb, remember.
Dear me'—anxiously glanciog roand—* how very few there seems to be!
Aund—and tho deck is quite swarmiog with men I’

¢ ¢ There are exactly seven females ia sight,and the ladies’ cabln is quite
empty, grimly snnounced my aunt, who had been round on s tour of {o-
spection ; ¢ and, as you observe, Sophia, the deck is literally swarming with
men—young men of a most objectionsble stsmp too ¥

+ As she spoke, there sauntered towards us about a score of young
feliows, spparently under five-and-twenty, all furnished with pipes and
cigars, and some of them wearing rather rakish and faociful travelling-caps,
laoghing aod jokitg boisterously together.

* ¢ Catherine, what are we to do?’ whispered my mother. ¢ Her ticket

" {3 taken now ; she must go, I suppose. D:ar, dear, but we are unfortunate !

Had we not better ask the captain who those dreadful mea are? They all
seem to know one another—it is very strange I'

++1 know who they are, mother,’ I exclaimed animatedly. *They are
that horrid English foot-ball team that beat us so disgracefuily in the Col-

" lege Patk yesterday. That's what puts wnem in such good humor—the

wretches V'

¢¢1 don’t think I ever saw a more dissipated, depraved cast of coun-
tenance in the whole course of my experience,’ said my aunt, scowliog at 8
boy of aboat cighteen with a particularly frank, opeo face, wto, after a shy,
quick glance at e, politely removed his hat and tuined away. ‘Ias lad
of his years it posiuively makes me ehudder. No, Sophis’—addressing my
mother—* we cannot now posipone her joursey ; but we can put ber under
the charge of a lady, from whosz side she must not stray onc minute till she
arrives at Euston. I think I'll ask that person in green who is leaning on
the rails.’

¢+ Don't, aunt Cathy,” 1 pleaded hurricdly—* not her; she is cryiog, 1
think.’

¢ Bt she stalked away, not miodiog we, and presently returned with the
information that tho lady wa1 not crossing at all, but only seeiog her husb-
and off.

‘<1 thiok I'll apply to that stout pair in the sable cloaks ; they look
solid and respectable.’

*¢ They looxz fitst class ; and 1 am second, remember.’

¢ ¢ That does not matter fa the least; yoa can change your ticket, or pay
the difference to the guard,’ said aunt Catherine, moving away.’

¢ This time she was more successful, for, aficr a few minutes’ conversa-

HOW TO GET A "SUNLIGHT" PICTURE.

Send 25 ** Sunlight™ Soap wrappers (wrapper bearing the words ' \Why Doos 3
Womaa Look Old Sooncr Than a Man”) to Lover Broa., Ltd., 43 Scott St., Toronto, an
you will reocivo by post a pretty picture, freo from advertising, and well worth framing:
'This is an casy way to decoratoyour kowe.  Tno soap is tho best in o mackot and it wilt
oaly cost lc, postage to send in the wrappers, if (you leavo tho ends open.  Writo your
ld(ﬂut carefully,

tiop, the sable closks waddled obligingly in our direclion ; and I was forth
with placed under their ample wing.

¢+ I think we shall have a nice p:siage ; the night seems likely to hold
up,’ remarked the elder woman pleasantly, addressiog me,

*40Ob, yes ' answered my mother eagerly. ¢ The glass has been rlsing
all day. We should not have Jet her start otberwise, though she isan excel-
leot sailor.’

¢ 1+ She looks rather delicate—your daughter.’

‘¢ And bher hsir is quite short, like a boy's I' chimed in the second sister,
with a gasp In her volce ; and she retreated from me slightly.

1 ¢4 Her head was shaved about a month ¢go ; tho poor child had a serious
illness.’

¢ ¢ A fever—a fever! I knew it—1I suspected it ' shrieked the two old
ladies, selzing thefr papers and wraps, and hysterically calling their mald
to their assistance. *It's perlectly diegraceful, allowing people to travel in
such a condition I' added the second sister, ¢ Keep away, keep away!
Don’t dare to come near us or speak to us, or we'll—we'll report you to the
captaio !'

 Before we bad time to utter a word of explanalion, they were at the
other end of the boat, among the steerage-passengers. At that moment the
bell rang to clear out all for the shore ; and my aunt paucced on = pretty
litle woman who was steggering up the deck laden with a variety of
unsightly luggage—a battered blue bindbox, two shabby baskets, three or
four bulging paper packages, and a big bird-cage containiog two cavarles—
aod made a last despairlog appeal.

# She was successful this time, for Mrs. Jeremiah O'Toole, as I after-
wards learned was the good lady's nsme, graciously voluoteered to take
particuler care of me. :

¢ ¢ The youog lady Is travelling second class,’ began my sunt, shrewdly
suspectiog, I fancy, that my chaperon held a third-class ticket, when, to my
relief, she interrupted with—

*¢ Second class? Aondsoam I. It was the last word my dear husband
s2id to me when we parted on the thirty-first of last month—* Rosanna, if
you dido't promise to follow me second class, great as will be the inconven-
lence and expense, I'tl coms over for you meself. For I'd rather have ye
locked op in a truck with a herd of wild cattle than rua the awful risks of
travellin’ first alone—risks that nobody koows more about than me, who
bas besn trampin’ all over the world since I was four years old.’ For his
father was an officer ia the Army, my dear, and he himaself is an elegant
engincer, always bein' rushed from one corner of th: earth to another, lay-
in’ down rallways here, buildin’ Lridges there—one week in Loudon, the
pext in Now York—-'

¢ ¢ Good-bye, good-bye, darling ! Get strong as quickly as yoa can; and
miod you telegraph from Euston ¥

¢ A few mioutes later we were steamiog slowly down the Liffey.

¢ The vight was bright and balmy ; 8o we remaloed on deck; and the
four hours passed quickly enough, and my companion, as I shrewdly sas-
pected, from her introdaction, proved a mos} valuable and cominunicative
compsnion.

¢*She confided to me her family-history from blirth and bridal, gave me
a pathelic account of the misfortanes of her parents—who from a condition
of luxurlous opulence were in less than a few months reduced to abj:ct
peoury through the treachery of friends and relatives—told me of her firat
meeting, io most romantic circumstances, with the dashiog O'Toole—how,
after ten days’ iery courtship, he induced her to throw overa wealthy suit-
or, heir to a baronetcy, whom her parents favored, and elope with him ; bow
the7 had beeo pursued by her father and brother, who tortunately arrived
too lata to stop the nuptial ceremony that made her the happiest woman {n
the world. ~

‘Her O'Toole was perfection—tbe bsst, most genorous, considerate
husband that aver drew the breath of lifs ; aod the only drawback 1o their
petfect happiness—namely, the abrence of children—was in a considerable
measure mollifisd by their mutual d:=volion t> Jans: and J:z:bel, the two
canaries which Mrs. O'Toole nursed oo her lap and chirped and chatied to
the whole time with rather tiresome effasiveness. They were the dearest,
sweele-f, sharpest, most companionsble little loves! Jane was all meek-
pess and aff:ction; but Jez:bel had a little temper of her own that was
amusiog when roused ; and they both understood everything O Toole or
she said to them, and s cross word would upset Janie for a week—she waa
that secsiiive and warm-hearted ; and once, about a year and ten monihs
after ner marriage, Juz:bel had disappeared for nine days, and they thought
the foolish darling was gone forever, when one morniog at breakfast—and
tbis Is as sure as you're sittin’ beside me, my desr—'

¢ At this polnt the ioterestiog anecdote was interruptsd by our entrance
into harbor, and Mrs. O'Toole burried dowa to the c2bin to collect more of
her property deposited there. The landing was an awful busipess, for the
poor litile womsn was almost overwhelmed with parcels and baskets. As
I was but lightly laden, I offered to relieve her of the bird-cage ; but she
begged m¢ 10 take charge of onc of the bandboxes iostead, as Jezsbel would
try ta pesk the arm off me if I attompted to hft the cage.

* The bandbox did not contain a cap or bnnaet, as I soon learned to my
dismay, for, when I lifted it uowarily by the string that bound it, the bot-
tom gave way, and a heap of most unsightly rubbish fell out. Shall Iever
forget the contents of that luckless bandbox, or the state of my feclingsas I
stood in helpless confusion while the gallant football team, whom I wished
at the other side of the world, chased reels of cotton, bitsof gutted canile-
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