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It was remarkable in ihc rat eu “And you made no effort to detain 
that during the whole interview he him?" said Mr. Haredale quickly.
had kept his eye on his book with 
exactly the air of a very sly hu
man rascal, who, under the mask 
of pretending to read hard, was lis
tening to everything He still ap
peared to have the conversation very 
strongly in his mind, for although 
when they were alone again, he, is
sued orders for the instant prepara
tion of innumerable kettles for pur- 
posts of tea he was thoughtful, and 
rather seemed to do so from an ab
stract sense of duty, than with any 
regard to making himself agreeable, 
or being what is commonly called 
good company.

They were to return by the coach. 
As there was an interval of full two 
hours before it started, and they 
needed rest and some refreshment, 
Barnaby begged hard for a visit to 
the Maypole But his mother, who 
had no wish to be recognized by any 
of those who had known her long 
ago, and who feared besides that Mr. 
Haredale might, on second thoughts, 
despatch some messenger to that 
place of entertainment in quest of 
her, proposed tt> wait in the church
yard instead As it was easy for 
Barnaby to buy and carry thither 
such humble viands as they required, 
he cheerfully assented, and in the 
churchyard they sat down to take 
their frugal dinner.

Here again the raven was in a 
highly reflective state; walking up 
and down when he had dined, with an 
air of elderly complacency which 
was strongly suggestive of his hav
ing his hands under bis coat-tails ; 
and appearing to lead the tomb
stones with a very critical taste. 
Some'imes, after a long inspection 
of un epitaph, he would strop his 
beak upon the grave to which it re
ferred, and cry in his hoarse tones, 
‘I’m a devil, I’m a devil!” but whe

ther he addressed his observations 
to any supposed person below, or 
merely threw them off as a general 
remark, is matter of uncertainty.

It was a quiet, pretty spot, but 
a sad one for Barnaby’s mother; for 
Mr. Reuben Haredale lay there, and 
near the vault in which his ashes 
rested, was a stone to the memory of

Sir," returned the locksmith, "she 
hr 1 self prevented me—held me, with 
all her stiength, and hung about me 
until fie had got clear v8." And 
having gone so far, he related cir
cumstantially all that had passed up
on the night in question

This dialogue was held in a low 
tone in the locksmith's little parlor 
into which honest Uabnel had shown 
las visitor on his arrival. Mr. Hare
dale had called upon him to entreat 
his company to the widow’s, that he 
might have the assistance of his 
persuasion and influence; and out of 
this circumstance the conversation 
had arisen.

"I foiebore," said Gabriel, " from 
repeating one word of this to any
body, as it vould do her no good and 
might do her great harm. I thought 
and hoped. to say the truth, that she 
would come to me, and talk to me 
about it, and tell me how it was, but 
though 1 have purposely put myself 
in her way more than once or twice, 
she has never touched upon the sub
ject—except by a look. And in
deed,” said the good-natured locp-
sniith, "there was a good deal in the . ,, .. . . who perhaps could tell them morelook, more than could have been put. ,,............... j r , ' That was all she knew.

raised, and a musical voice cried,— 
Haredale. my dear fellow, 1 am 

extremely glad to see you. How 
very much you have improved in 
your appeal a nee since our last meet
ing? I never saw you looking better 
How do you do?"

Mr. Haredale turned his eyes to
wards ;hc casement whence the voice 
pi weeded, though there w as no need 
to do so, to recognize the speaker 
and Mr. Chester waved his hand and 
smiled a courteous welcome

“The door will he opened immedi
ately," lie said. “There is nobody 
but a very dilapidated female to per
form such offices You will exruse 
het intimities? If she were in a 
more elevated station of society, she 
would he gouty. Being but a hewer 
of wood and diawer of water, she is 
rheumatic. Mv dear Haredale, there 
ai ? natural distinctions, depend upon 
it."

Mr. Haredale, whose face resumed 
its lowering and distrustlul look the 
moment he■ heard the voice, inclined 
his head stilly, and turned his back 
upon the speaker.

"Not opened yet!” said Mr. Chest
er. “Dear me' 1 hope the aged soul 
has not caught her foot in some un
lucky cobweb by the way. She is 
there at last! Come in, 1 beg'"

Mr. Halt-dale entered, followed bv 
the locksmith. Turning with a look 
of great astonishment to the old wo
man who had opened the door, he in
quired for Mis. Kuir-;e—for Barnahv. 
They weie both gont, she replied, 
fagging hei ancient head, for good 
There was a gentleman in the pallor
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her own husband, with a brief in- . ...
scription recording how and when he * ronK'> 0,1 he whole drift 
had lost his life She sat here. !diacourw yesterday, and wo, 
thoughtful and apart, until their time 
was out, and the distant horn told 
that the coach was coming.

into a great many words. It said 
among other matters, ‘Don't ask rne 
anything’ so imploringly, that I did 
not ask her anything. You’ll think 
me an old fool 1 know, sir. If it’s 
any relief to call me one, pray do."

“1 am greatly distuibed by what 
you tell me,” said Mr. Haredale, af
ter a silence “What meaning do you 
attach to it?"

The locksmith shos his head, and 
looked doubtfully out of the window 
at the failing light.

“She cannot have married again," 
said Mr. Haredale.
“Not without our knowledge, sure

ly, sir."
‘‘•She may have done so, in the feat 

that it would lead, if known, to some 
objection or estrangement. Suppose 
she married incautiously—it is not 
improbable, for her existence has been 
a lonely and monotonous one for 
many years—and the man turned out 
a ruffian, she would be anxious to 
screen him, and yet would revolt from 
his crimes. This might be. It bears

of her 
>uld quite 

sup -1

“Pray, sir,” said Mr. Haredale, 
presenting himself before this new 
tenant, “where is the person whom I 
came here to see?”

“My deal friend,” he returned, “1 
have not the least idea."

"Your trifling is ill-timed,” retort
ed the other in a suppressed tone and 
voice, “and its subject ill-chosen 
Reserve it for those who are your 
friends, and do not expend it on me 
1 lay no claim to the distinction, and 
have tfie self-denial to reject it."

“My dear, good sir," said Mr. Ches
ter, “you are heated with walking 
Sit down, I beg. Our friend is”—

“Is but a plain honest man," re
turned Mr. Haredale, “and quite un
worthy jf your notice."

"Gabriel Yarden by name, sir," 
said the locksmith bluntly.

"A worthy Knglish yeoman'" said 
Mr. Chester. “A most worthy yeo
man, of whom I have frequently 
heard my son Ned—darling fellow- 
speak, and have often wished to see 
Varden my good friend, I am glad to 
know you. You wonder now," he 
said, turning languidly to Mr. Harei explain her conduct. Do vou __r

1 pose Barnaby is privy to these cir- ,Ule> SM‘ me ht"rc- Now- 1 
! cumstances?" | sure you do. ”
; “Quite impossible to sav sir " re- Mr Haredale glanced at Inm-not 

Barnaby, who had been sleeping on tunM.d lovksmiU, shaki ’ his
the grass, sprung up quickly at thcjhead ..and impossibll,

to find out from him. If what vousound; and Grip, who appeared to
understand it equally well, walked supp0se js real|y the case I tie
■ a _ Vi,. WoKlrAt otrn inrn futov Oh- . * mhlc

person, sir,into his basket straightway, en 
treating society in general (as though 
he intended a kind of satire upon 
them in connection with churchyards) 
never to say die on any terms They 
were soon on the coach-top and roll
ing along the road.

It went round by the Maypole, and 
stopped at the door. .Joe was from 
home, and Hugh came sluggishly out 
to hand up the parcel that it called 
for. There was no fear of old John 
coming out. They could see him
from the coach-roof fast asleep in his j interrupting him, “don't entertain
cosey bar. It was a part of John's i such dark thoughts for a moment. 
character. He made a point of go- 
lbg to sleep at the coach's time. He

for the lad—a notable 
to put to bad uses’’—

‘‘It is not possible, Yarden," said 
Mr. Haredale, in a still lower lone 
of voice than he had spoken yet, 
that we have been blinded and de
ceived by this woman from the be
ginning1' It is not possible that this 
connection was formed in her hus
band’s lifetime, and led to his and my 
brother's”—

“Good God, sir," cried Gabriel,

despised gadding about, he looked up
on coaches as things that ought to

Five and twenty years ago, where 
was there a girl like her1 a gay, 
handsome, laughing, bright-eyed dam
sel! Think what she was, sir. It

be indicted, as disturbers of the | makes my heart ache now, even now,
peace of mankind, as restless, bust
ling, busy, horn-blowing conti ivances, 
quite beneath the dignity of men, 
and only suited to giddy girls that 
did nothing but chatter and go a- 
shopping. "We know nothing about 
coaches here, sir,” John would say, 
if an unlucky stranger made inquiry 
touching the offensive vehicles; “we 
don’t book for ’em, we’d rather not; 
they're more trouble than they're 
worth, with their noise and rattle 
If you like to wait for them you can; 
but we don’t know anything about 
them; they may call and they may 
not—there’s a carrier—he was looked 
upon as quite good enough for us, 
when I was a boy."

She dropped her veil as Hugh climb
ed up, and while he hung behind and 
talked to Barnaby in whispers. But 
neither her nor any other person 
spoke to her, or noticed her, or had 
any curiosity about her; and so, an 
alien, she visited and left the vil
lage where she had been born, and 
had lived a merry child, a comely 
girl, a happy wife—where she had 
known all her enjoyment of life, and 
had entered on its hardest sorrows.

CHAPTER XXVI.
“And you're not surprised to hear 

this, Varden?" said Mr. Haredale. 
“Well! You and she have always 
been the best friends, and you should 
understand her if anybody does."

“I ask your pardon, sir," rejoined 
the locksmith. “I didn’t say 1 
understood her. I wouldn’t have the 
presumption to say that of any wo
man. It's not so easily done But
I am not so much surprised, sir, as 
you expected me to be, certainly.”

"May I ask why not, my good 
friend’"

“I have seen, sir," returned the 
locksmith with evident reluctance, 
“I have seen in connection with her, 
something that has filled me with dis-
II ust and uneasiness. She has made 
bad friends, how or when, I don t 
know; but that her house is a refuge 
for one robber and cut-throat at 
least, I am certain. There, sir' Now 
it s out."

"Varden!"
“My own eyes, sir, are my witness

es, and for her sake I would he will
ingly half-blind, if I could but have 
the pleasure of mistrusting ’em 
I have kept the secret till now, and 
It will go no further than yourself, 
I know; but I tell you that with my 
ewe eyee—broad awake—I saw, in the 
passage of her house one evening af
ter dark, the highwayman who robbed 
aad wounded Mr Edward Chester 

i night threatened

though I’m an old man, with a wo
man for a daughter, to think what 
she was and what she is. We all 
change, but that’s with Time, Time 
does his work honestly, and I don’t 
mind him. \ fig for time, sir. I'se 
him well, and he’s a hearty fellow, 
and scorns to have you at a advan
tage But care and suffering (and 
those have changed her) are devils, 
sir—secret, stealthy undermining 
devils—who tread down the brightest 
flowers in Eden, and do more havoc 
in a month than Time does in a vear. 
Picture to yourself for one minute 
what Mary was before they went to 
work with her fresh heart and face— 
do her that justice—and say whether 
such a thing is possible.”

“You’re a good fellow,Varden," 
said Mr. Haredale, “and are quite 
right. 1 have brooded on that sub
ject so long, that every breath of

fondly or admiringly—smiled, and 
held his peace.

“The mystery is solved in a mom
ent,” said Mr. Chester, “in a moment 
Will you step aside with tne one in
stant. You remember our little com
pact in reference to Ned, and your 
dear niece, Haredale’ You remember 
the list of assistants in their innoc
ent intrigue? You remember these 
two people being among them? My 
dear fellow, congratulate yourself and 
inc. I have trought them off."

“You have done what’" said Mr. 
Haredale.

“Bought them off," returned his 
smiling friend. “I have found it nec
essary to take some active steps to
wards setting this boy and girl at
tachment quite at rest, and have be
gun by removing these two agents. 
You are surprised? Who can with
stand the influence of a little money! 
They wanted it, and have been 
bought oft We have nothing more to 
fear front them. They are gone."

“Gone!" echoed Mr. Haredale. 
“Where?"

“My dear fellow—and you must per
mit me to say again, that you never 
looked so young, so positively boyish 
as you do to-night—the Lord knows 
where; I believe Columbus himself 
wouldn't find them. Between you 
an^ me they have their hidden rea
sons, hut upon that point I have 
pledged myself to secrecy. She ap
pointed to see you here to-night I 
know, but found it inconvenient and 
couldn't wait. Here is the key of 
the door. I am afraid you’ll find it 
inconveniently large; but as the ten
ement is youis, your good-nature will 
excuse that, Haredale, I am certain'

Mr. Haredale stood in the widow’s 
parlor with the door-key in his hand, 
gazing hv turns it Mr. Chester and

direction be wax going ” .
“Yours, sir, would he too jiurt 

honor for the like of nr." replied the 
locksmith, hesitating

“I wish vou to re.'iaiu here a ?’ le 
while, \ardet '• said Mr Harm. », 
without looking towards them “I 
hair a word or two to say to you."

“1 will not intrude upon tour eon- |
In race another moment," said Mi. I 
Chester with inconceivable politeness

May it be satisfactory to vou both'
.God blest you’” So say lag, and 1 MS 
bestowing upon the locksmith a most 
refulgent smile, lie left them.

“A depluiably constituted crea
ture, that tuggrd person," he said, 
as he walked along the street* "he is 
an atrocity tlat carries its own 
punishment along with it—a bear that 
gnaws hin self And t.ere is one of 
the inesti liable advantages of hav
ing a pet fret command over one's 
inclinations. I have been tempted in 
these two short interview», to draw 
upon that fellow fifty times. Five men 
in six would have yielded to the im
pulse By suppressing mine, I 
wound Ipm deeper and more keenly I IB 
than if I were the best swordsman in 
all Europe, and he the worst. A ou 
are the wise man's very last re
source," he said, tapping the hilt tZ 
of his weapon. we van but appeal ~ 
to you when all else is said and 
done. To come to you before, and 

j thereby spare our adversaries so 
much, is a barbarian mode of war
fare, quite unworthy any man with 

'the remotest pretensions to delicacy 
I of feeling, or refinement."

He smiled so very pleasantly as he 
communed with himself after this 
manner, that a beggar was embold
ened to follow him for alms, and to 
dog his footsteps for some distance.
He was gratified by the circumstance, 
feeling it complimentary to his pow
er of feature, and as a reward suffer
'd the man to follow him until he 

icalled a chair, when he graciously 
dismissed him with a fervent bless
ing

‘ Which is as easy as cursing," !ie 
wisely added, as he took his seat,

I “and more becoming to the face—To 
Vlerkenwell, my good creatures, if 
you "please'" The chairmen were ren- 
deicd quite vivacious by having such 

, a courteous burden, and to L’lerken- , 
well thev went at a fair round trot.

Alighting at a certain point he had 
|indicated to them upon the road, and j 
paying them something less than they ! 
had expected from a fare of such ! 
gentle speech, he turned into the
street in which the locksmith dwelt, I 
and presently stood beneath the sha
dow of the Golden Kev Mr. Tap- 
pertit, who was hard at work by 
lamp-light, in a corner of the work
shop, remained unconscious of his
presence until a hand upon his shoul. j 
der made him start and turn his 
head.

“ Industry," said Mr. Chester, “is 
the soul of business, and the key
stone of prosperity. Mr. Tappertit,
I shall expect you to invite me to 
dinner when you are Lord Mayor of 
London."

“Sir," returned the 'prentice, lay
ing down his hammer, and rubbing 
his nose on the back of a very sooty 
hand, “I scorn the Lotd Mayor and 
everything that belongs to him. We 
must have another state of society, 
sir, before you catch me being Lord 
Mayor. How de do, sir?"

“The better, Mr. Tappertit, for
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Wherefore she desired that Dolly 
would be kissed immediately, on pain 
of her just displeasure; at the same 
time giving her to understand that 
whatever she saw her mother do, 
she might safely do herself, without 
being at the trouble of any reason
ing or reflection on the subject — 
which, indeed, was offensive and un- 
dutilui, and in direct contravention to 
the church catechism.

Thus admonished, Dolly complied, 
though by no means willingly; for 
their was a broad, bold look of 
admiration in Mr. Chester’s face, re
fined and polished though it sought to 
to be, which distressed her very 
much.1 As she stood with downcast 
eyes, not liking to look up, and meet 
his, he gazed upon her with an ap
proving air, and then turned to her 
mother.

“Ah!" sighed Mrs. V., shaking her 
head.

“Ah!" echoed Mtggs.
“Is that the case?" said Mr. Ches

ter, compassionately. “Dear me!"
“Master has no intentions, sir,” 

murmured Miggs as she sidled up to
looking into your ingenous face once 'him, “hut to be as grateful as his na- 
more. I hope you are well "

“I am well, sir," said Sim, stand
ing up to get nearer to his ear, 
and whispering hoarsely, “as any 
man can be under the aggravations to .den^ 
which I am exposed, x My life’s a v 
burden to me. If it wasn’t 'or wen- 
geance, ]‘d play at pitch and toss 

( with it on the losing hazard."
"Is Mrs. Varden at home?” said 

Mr. Chester.
"Sir,” returned Sim, eyeing him ,

1 over with a look of concent rated ex
pression.—“she is. Did you wish to
see her?”

Mr. Chester nodded.
"Then come this way, sir," said 

Sim, wiping his tace upon his apron 
j “Follow me, sir —Would you peimit I 
| me to whisper in your ear, one-half

tut will let hint, for everything he 
|owns which it is in his powers to ap
preciate. But we never, sir' — said 
Miggs, looking sideways at Mrs Yar- 

and interlarding her discourse 
with a sigh—“we never know the 
full value of some wines and fig- 
trees till we lose ’em So much 
the worse, sir, for them as has the 
slighting of ’em on their consciences 
when they’re gone to be in full blow 
elsewhere ” And Miss Miggs cast up 
hei eves to signify where that might 
be.

As Mrs. Yarden distinctly heard, 
and was intended to hear, all that 
Miggs said, and as these words ap
peared to convey in metaphorical 
tei ms a presage of foreboding that 
she would at some early period

a second’" droop beneath her trials and take an
"Bv all means." easy flight towards the stars, she im-
Mr. Tappertit raised himself on I ip- mediately began to languish, and lak- 

| toe, applied his lips to Mr. Chester's *nK a vt»lume of the Manual from a 
ear, drew back his head without say- neiglihoiing 'able, leant her arm up- 
mg anything, looked hard at him, "n as though she wete Hope and 

|applied them to his ear again, again '***** ^rr Anchor. Mr. Chester, per- 
i drew back, and finally whispered —i wiving this, and seeing how the vol- 
“The name is Joseph Willet. Hush' ,,me was |pt,errd the back, look 
1 say no more.” J it gently from her hand, and turned

the fluttering leaves.
“My favorite book, dear madam.

suspicion carries me hack to it. You at Gabriel Yardei, and occasionally
am nuifp rierht ” ____ :___j_____________ i at.. ». •are quite right

It isn’t sir," cried the locksmith 
with brightened eyes, and sturdy, 
honest voice; "it isn't because 1 
courted her before Rudge, and failed, 
that I say she was too good for him. 
She would have been as much too 
good for me . But she was too good 
for him. he wasn’t free and frank 
enough for her. I don't reproach his 
memory with it, poor fellow; I only- 
want to put before you as she really 
was. For myself I’ll keep her old 
picture in my mind, and thinking of 
that, and what has altered her, I'll 
stand her friend, and try to win her 
back to peace And damme, sir,” 
cried Gabriel, “with your pardon for 
the word, I'd do the same if she had 
married fifty highwaymen in a twel
vemonth, and think it in the Protes
tant Manual too, though Martha said 
it wasn't, tooth and nail, till dooms
day!"

If the dark little parlor had been 
filled with a dense fog, which, clear
ing away in an instant, left it all 
radiance and brightness, it sould not 
have been more suddenly sheered than 
by this outbreak on the part of the 
hearty locksmith. In a voice nearly 
as full and round as his own, Mr. 
Haredale cried "Well said'" and hade 
him come awav without more parley. 
The locksmith*complied right willing- 
lv; and both gatting into a hackney- 
coach which was waiting at the door 
drove off straightway.

They alighted at the street corner, 
and dismissing their conveyance, 
walked to the house. To their first 
knock at the door there was no res
ponse. A second met with the like 
result. &it in answer to the third, 
which was ol a more vigorous kind, 
the parlor window ‘ash was •

glancing downward at the ki y as in 
the hope- that of its own accord it 
would unlock the mystery; until Mr. 
Chester, putting on his hat and 
gloves, and sweetly inquiring whether 
they were walking in the same direc
tion, recalled him to himself.'

“No,” lie said. "Our roads di
verge—widely, as you know For the 
present, I shall remain here "
“You will be hipped, Haredale; you 

will be miserable, melancholy, utterly 
wretched,” returned the other. "It’s 
a place of the very last description 
for a man of your temper I know it 
will make you very miserable.”

“Let it,” said Mr. Haredale, sit
ting down, "and thrive upon the 
thought. Good-night!"

Feigning to be wholly unconscious 
of the abrupt wave of the hand which 
rendered this tarewell tantamount to 
a dismissal. Mr Chester retorted 
with a bland and heartfelt benedic
tion, and inquired of Gabriel in wliat

wrlor win

say no more.
Having said that much, lie beckoned 

the visitor with a mysterious aspect 
to follow him to the parlor door, 
where he announced him in the voice 
of a gentleman-usher. “Mr. Ches
ter."

“And not Mr. Edward, mind,” said 
Sim, looking into the door again, and 
adding this by way of postscript in ! 
his own person, "it’s his father." j

"But do not let. his father,” said 
Mr. Chester advancing, hat in hand, 
as he observed the effect of this last 
explanatory announcement, “do not 
let his father be any check or re
straint on your domestic occupa
tions, Miss Yarden."

"Oh! Now! There* Ain’t 1 al
ways a-saying it!” exclaimed Miggs, 
clapping her hands. “If he ain’t 
been and took Misses for her own 
daughter. Well, she do look like it, 
that she do Only think of that,

| mini!"
"Is it possible," said Mr. Chester 

[in his softest ternes, "that this is 
Mrs. Yarden! I am amazed. That is 

l not your daughter, Mrs. Yaiden? No, 
no. Your sister.""

How often, how very often in his 
early life—before he can remember”— 
(this clause was strictly true) "have 
I deduced little easy moral lessons 
from its pages, for my dear son Ned’ 
You know Ned’"

Mrs. Varden had that honor, and a 
fine affable young gentleman he was.

"You’re a mother, Jrt. Yaiden," 
said Mi Chester, taking a pinch of 
snuff, "and you know what 1, as a 
father, feel, when he is praised He 
gives me some uneasiness—much un
easiness-lie’s of a roving nature, 
ma’am—from flower to flower— from 
sweet to sweet—but his is the but
terfly time of life, and we must not 
be hard upon such trifling.”

He glanced at Dolly She was at
tending evidently to what he said 
Just what he desired'

"The only thing I object to in this 
little trait of Ned s is,” said Mr. 
Chester,—“and the mention of his 
name reminds me, by the way, that 
1 am about to beg the favor of a 
minute's talk with you alone—the on
ly thing 1 object to in it is, that it

Afterwards erect some worthy super
structure."

Now, to be sure, Mrs. Vardeu
thought, here is a perfect that al
ter. Here is a meek, righteous,
thorough-going Christian, who, hav
ing mastered all these qualities, so 
difficult of attainment, who, haviug 
dropped a pinch of salt on the tails 
of all the cardinal virtues, and caugin 
them every one, makes light of then 
possession, and pants for more mol
ality. For the good woman never 
doubted (as many good men and wo
men never do), that this slighting 
kind of profession, this setting so 
little store by great matters, tins 
seeming to say, “! am not proud, 

am what you hear, but I consid
er myself no better than other peo
ple, let us change the subject, pray" 
—was perfectly genuine and true. He 
so contrived it, and said it in that 
way that it appeared to have been, 
forced from him, and its efiect was 
marvellous.

(To be Continued )

Not Yet, My Soul

these friendly 

and rivets.

"My daughter, indeed, sir,” return- u,>ps Par,ak<* of insincerity. Now,
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>ed Mrs. V., blushing with great ju- however 
venility.

"Ah, Mrs. Yarden!" cried the visi
tor. "Ah, ma'am—humanity is in
deed a happy lot, when we can ic- 
peat ourselves in others, and still 
be young as they. Y'ou must allow 
me to salute ycu—the custom of the 
country, my dear madam — your
daughter too.”

Dolly showed some reluctance to 
perform this ceremony, but was
sharply reproved by Mrs. Varden,
who insisted on her undergoing it 
that minute. For pride, she said
with greet severity, was one ol 
seven deadly sins, and humility and 
lowliness of heart were vlrtees.

I may attempt to disguise 
jthe tact from myself in my affection 
for Ned, still I always revert ,to this 
—that if we are not sincere, we are 
nothing. Nothing upon earth. Let 
us be sincere, my dear madam”— 

‘‘—and Protestant," murmured Mis. 
Varden.

"—and Protestant above all things. 
Let us be sincere and Protestant, 
strictly moral, strictly just (though

Not yet, my soul, 
fields desert,

Where thou with grass, 
and the breeze,

And the bright face of day, they dal
liance hadst;

Where to thine ear first sang the en
raptured birds,

Whete love and thou that lasting 
bargain made.

The ship rides trimmed, and from the 
eterna' shore

Thou hearvst airy voices, nut not vet
Depart, my soul, not yet a while de

part
Freedom is far, rest far. Thou att 

with life
Too closely wovn, nerve with netve 

entwined;
Service still craving service, love for 

love,
Love for dear love, still suppliant 

with tears.
Alas, not yet thy human task is done'
A bond at birth is forged; a debt 

doth lie
Immortal on mortality. It grows—
By vast rebound it grows, unceasing 

growth;
Gift upon gift, alms upon alms, up- 

reared,
From man, from God, from natuie, 

till the soul
At that so huge indulgence stands

amazed

I-cave not, my soul, the unfoughten 
field, nor leave

Thy debts dishonored, nor thv place 
desert

Without due service rendered For 
thy life,

l p, spirit, and defend that fort of
clay.

Thy body, now beleaguered: whether 
soon

Or late she fall; whether to-dav thv 
friends

Bewail thee dead, or, after years, a 
man

Grown old in honor and the friend of 
peace

Contend, my soul, for moments and 
for hours;

Each is with service pregnant; each 
reclaimed

Is as a kingdom conquered, where to 
reign

A« when a captain rallies to the fight
His scattered legions, and beats ruin 

badk,
He. on the field, encamps, well pleas

ed in mind
Yet surely him shall fortune over

take.
Him smite in turn, headlong his en

signs drive;
And that dear land, now safe, to

morrow fall.
Ikit he. unthinking, 

good
Solely delights, and 

rejoice.

in the present 

all the 

—Stevenson

ramps

It is Known Every wher —Theie is 
not a city, town or hamlet in Can- 
*“• ykere Dr Thomas' Eclectric Oil 

always with a leaning towards mer- I* not known—wherever introduced it 
cy), strictly honest. and strictly m*de_ foothold for Itself and main-
true, and we gain—it is a slight 
point, certainly, but still it is some
thing taneible; we throw up a 
groundwork aad foundation, so to
speak, of goodness, oa which we may

- , '

tamed it. Some merchants may sug
gest some other remedy as equallv 
beneficial. Such recommendations 
should be received with doubt. There 
is only one Eclectric OU, and that 
is Dr Thomas’. Take nothing olse
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