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[Written for the Canadian [llustrated News.)
POOR ISABEL.

Under the shining moeon, like some fair spirit sleeping.
Upon o bed of moss her nichtly watches keeping,
Sat fsabel. R
The aight dew gleamed upon the lowers
That sloeping waited sanny s
sewon shouid chase t Tiefs away.
And cheor thetn with the welcotne tay
They lova s well.

Under the shinis

€ w moon, her own sad ariefs bewniling.
Sighing her he

away in serrew ynavailing,
t Isabel:
: hor tesardrops fell
st owhase swell
Revealed a erd e Qared not pame;
A griefi—the secret of her shawe,
Oh! sad to telll

Like chittering
Ut hies sno

Uuder the shining woon, alone and melanchaly,
Bathed m a gov, so mibd, so calm and holy,

Her lone bricht wed lay

Toss'd by the breeze Hke colden spray

ing around a marble shore,

bence seund of tife comes never more,
Save Serrow’s kaell.

1
W

Under the shininz moon, where onee her arnns entwined
The neck of L she loved. who proved. alas ! unkind.
bel:

tense hung,

t
On him her whale
Fur him she weptl for him she sang
Her virgin hear pure and sweet,
She Liid at her betenvar’s feet,

She loved and fell.

Undder the shininzg mo
Perched onoaron

Nonere [ see thaz
Hersclf and secret

All vain resrets and heartaches over.
Jweet madd, farewell,

Mentreal. Joun Hartury.

AND PIGEONNS.

Part II.
(From Lowlon Sucwety,)

CHAPTER VI

ERTWEEN THE ACTS.

Tivzrin Castee had dined. The ladies were in the drawing-
rooin ; the gentlemen were discussing politics over old port
and pew dlberts,  Colonel Tippits had made several efforts to
throw off a score or two of his choicnst platitudes ; but he
had found Mr. Thornton a stiff aud uncompromising op-
ponent,

The dining-room opened conveniently upon a conservatory ;
and old Pigeon was the first to avail himself of the Colonel’s
permission to go outside and have a cigar prior to joining the
tadies in the drawing-room.

Old Pigeon was heartily tired of Society. The Colonel might
bave heard him sayving so as he tried to light acigar in a shady
corner of the lawn. It was a fine, clvar moonlight night, the
weather almost as warm as July.

# I'm blowed if I ain’t precious sick of this” grumbled old
Pigeon. ¢ What with Colonel's apeeches and Tommy a-los-
ing that bt of a cool two hundred, as the Colonel called it
—well, I says, says I, * Let us go outside and smoke a quict
cigar.” Says Mr. Thornton, : We must join the ladies” ¢ By all
means,” I says, and [ slips out ; and I only wish [ was in the
train a~going back to London.”

* Hullo, guvernor! you've come ont for # breather, ¢h 7
said Tom Pigeon, with a half-burnt cigar in bis mouth, and
the ashes of it on his waistcoat. “ Well) how do you like
being in Society and in a castle 7

“Well, Tommy,"” said old Pigeon, «if 1 may be allowed to
give my opinion, I'l kooner be at the Elephant and Castle,
having & quict pipe.”

* Ah, governor,” said Tom, ¢ You are too old to get out of
vilgar habits ; yow'll never alter.

# 1 don’t want to,” said the old man.

# 1 feel a it of a squeamishness bere) said Tom, laying his
hand on his heart, ¢ u sort of & no-howish feeling. Thornton

says it is a regular out-and-out society pain—a sort of a -

fushionable pain—a twinge of the blazzy, Kite calls it,”

« T don’t like that Kite, Tommy,” said the old man,
ain't no good.”

# Oh, be is not a bad sort,” said Tom.

“ He knows you was a-going to lose that bet,” said the old
man, pashing hi penknife through the end of bis cigar, and
wishing he had a pipe. ‘ . E

# Never mind the bet, father,” said Tom, # It will come
right if you will only be alittle careful ; but what with your

‘“He
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talking of giving an inch and taking an oli, your Tooiey Stn}ct:
joke, aud the Paris fashions; you do make it hard for a fellow
to keep his equilibrinm.”

« What's that, Tommy .

o NXever mind what it is, dear old boy. It is not much 1
ask—sink the shop, and consider our new positions.” .

“ Why, Tommy, there’s a petticoat ! 1t's that pretty littlo
girl, the companion,” said old Pigeon.

Tom intercepted the youny lady,

She had a basket of lowers in her hand, »

i Why, Jessie,” he said, familiaely and heartlessly, <1 thought
you were inside youder.”

T Kin said Jessic, s allow me to pass.”
¢ How distant we are,” said Tom.
been 2

4 To say good-bye to my father, you mean, unkind thing,"”
said Jessio, .

“ Gone on a jouraey, has he 7" Tom asked, trying to main-
tain an air of nonchalant inditference.

© Yes.  Allow me to pass, sir "

“These are pretty fowers. Are they out of the Colonel’s
garden 27

“#They are the last flowers from the farm which my father
ix leaving for ever. There! Now I hope you are satisfied,”
said Jessie, beginning to ery.

“Tom, you are a brute!” the old man exclaimed.

“« Dan't be angry, Jessie,™ said Tom.

#AngTy? Pooh I said Jessie, between crying and sobhing,
+ 1 would scorn to be angry with such a person s you.”

G Person ™ said Tom.  # Ain't T as good ax anybody else 7

“ Write to me amd say you are coming to sce e, and then
tever to come near me ; and when you see me accidentally
dare not speak to me lecause Colonel Tippits says it is con-
teary to the rules of zociety to pay attention to s companion,
Tom Pigeon, vou are a donkey and a cruel man”

Tom put out his hand 1o take Jessie's arm,

«1f yvou touch me Ul seream,”™ said Jessiv, ¢ 1 have said
what I wished to aay, and now [ am going inside there, as you
call it

Jessie swept by Tom and his father, as she spoke.

¢ Very well,” sald Tom, sticking his glass in his eye. ¢ De-
part. Miss Miller, depart !”

< Oh, vou silly, stupid, stuck-up, nograteful thing 7 she
aaid, scornfully turuing round to fire off this last volley as she
entered the Castle,

“That's one for you, Tommy” said old Pizeon.

s Yas, vas, © said Tom, staring at the door, which Jessie had
closed behind her,  vas, that's my secret, governor, that pert
party in petticoats. I said 1 would show you my secret. Re-
fore destiny called vz to fame; before we vowed to yo into
Society, I loved that young woman.,  Yas, governor, your son
was in love, and coming down here to pay a clandestine visit
to his sweetheart, when you asked me to accompany you in
the same direction.”

< Lor! said the old man, < Whata curious thing!”

“ The Colonel gays,” continued Tom, #if a young went of
fashion was to marry a cowmpanien, it would be death o
him.”

« You deu't say so, Tommy!" exclaimed old Pigeon.

s Death,” saild Tom, solemnly, “ But say oo meore about it
here comes Mr. Thornton, who §s a real awell, bred and
born.”

“1am sent to bring in the Pigeons,” said Mr, Thornton,
# Messieurs the Pigeous, come in and be plucked,  We are
going to play low.”

# Now, none of your larks, Thornton,” said Tom.
d'y'see 7——play upon the wond”

“ Never mind playing apon the word, sir,” zaid Thornton,
“Come and be played upon.®

s Mr, Thoruton, let me sk yon a goestion—won't detain
you a moment,  Iave vou a pecnline pain here” (pointing to
the region of the heart)—4a sort of a dudl kind of a pain

“ No; ean't say that [ have,” Mr. Thornon replied,

“ How long have you bven in Seciety ?" asked Tom,
pathetivally.

“Well, I hardly know—always” sald Mre. Thornton, cjnen.
lating, inwardly, “ Poor, miserable Pigeon '™

“Ab, then you have got used to it—most extraordinary
thing ? said Tom,

4 You will get uxed to it alzo,” said Thoruton.
used to skinning, pigeons to plucking.”

“ Now look here exclaimed Tom, letting his eye-glass fall)
and throwing aside a fresh-lighted cigar, « 1 Jdon’t like that
sort of remark.  You know the rules of Society better than |
do, aud perhaps you are within those riles now, otherwise,
Mr. Thornton, I would punch your head—! would, 'pon my
soul! so there !

“Bravo, Pigeon?' said Thornton, coolly patting the little
fellow's back.,  “Give me your hand. Pigeon, T had no idea
yon were 50 plucky ; we will be stannch friendg.”

Thoruton took Tom's hand in hix big, wanly palm, and
shook old Pigeon'’s son and heir until his tecth chattered.

“That's right,” said the old man, < that's right. 1 hate
quarrelling.”

“And T hate humbuy,” said Tom. “:Onward and above-
board, is my sentiment ; and a maa with 4 hundred thousand
at his banker's is not going to stand anybody's hambug—
that's the way to say it "

#Quite right)” said Mr. Thornton, planting himself between
the two Pigeons, and taking an arm of each, ¢ quite right,
You are in the way 1o get a splendid lesson on humbug, Come
along, gentlemen, come along.”

“ Where have you

s Larks,

¢ Fels zet

CHAPTER VII.
A BTORM IN SOCIETY,

Ir this were a drama instead of a mere story the last chap-
ter would have been called, in the techpical langudge of the
practical dinmatist, a carpenter’s seene. It wonld have given
rcasonable time for the next act, a return to the deawing-
room—an interior with which the reader: is. alrondy ac-
quninted. :

Let the faithful historian present the seene as though the
equally faithful reader sat by his side lin the first row of the
stalls and saw it. ' :

Miss Tippits sits at the pinno, with her foot on the woft

pedal, playiog a new st of waltzes planissimo, that no one
may be digturbed. by the music; and; also, that her mistakes
may be less noticeable than they would be umder the influenco
of the forte pednl. She: is bending her head sentimentally to

invitiug old: Pigeon, by an enay gesture, o join the
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the musie, as if her soul were communing with the spirit of
the sublime composer (4 bandiaster in one of tha Hue regl.
wients), or the less ethereal part of her nature werg thr:r'mllng
the fighres of the deeamy waltz in the arms of Mr Tom Pigeon,
Mr. Thornton, or whosouver else may be destined to call her
hix «wu,

At a card table, placed in the farthest corner of the room,
sit Kite aud the Rector of Fullpark, playing a bartless gama
of eribbage.  Down near the footlights are Miss Austin, the
Colonel, and several guests seated upon u,stwumnﬁ,‘uml lofling
in casy chairs, talking in a mi.-:wl!npmus {n.ﬁhnun upon
variety of yitestions, the whale of which thet u\ul_\vl vx.nnl.v
eodenvours to turn to politieal account, heing \nvurn}hly
interrapted just ag he 1s abuat to rehearse his hustings
Spt‘x'\‘h.

Presently there enter from the carpenter’s seene—or, mther,
speaking as historian, not as deamatist—{rom  the ganlen,
where that interesting incident of the last chapter has just
taken place—presentdy, 1say, there enter Me. Thornton, Mr,
Pizeon seuior, and Mr. Pigeon junior.  As they appear, jt
sn.‘lnls-nly ocenrs to the Colonel to ask Miss Tippits to sing
vthiat lttle song” ) ' .

“ Do, my dear Clementing, sing that Httle song,
Colonel, o

s Papa, dear, don't ask me” says Miss Tippits,

Vo Yea: do sing” say severd volees all at onee.

Do oblice us,” says Mo Tom Plaron.

« Then Jessie must aceommpany me,' says Miss Tippits, tak-
ing up a bundle of music, aml boginning to search for ¢ that
Litle song.”

v Where is Jessie Miller " says the Colonel, looking rotumd
the reom, amd scarching every corner throngh his cyee
wlass,

No e answers the gquestion s but Jessie glivkes out ol some
unsispected corner, and takes her seat at the piane to play
the accompaniment to the song wiitey Miss Clementing Tip-
pits was practising when this story openvd,

wenerons creature o abtlow Httle Miller to aceompany her
o share the honours of the evening-—ch 27 says the Colonel,
ina jow voice, to Tom.

5 Yas, vax,” Tom replies,

While the song is being snng and the sccompaniment i
being playved. the Colonel, Hstening attentively o both all
the time, maotious Tom Plevon to a card table, at which both
seal themselves, opposite Rite and a solivitor of Inglenook,
who has taken the rectar’s place,

Everylaondy appiauds the song, and the vart players cut for
denl,

obd Pigeon thereupon remarks that his son Tom sings a
wowmd song,

T Mr, Phgeon junior s engaged S says the Colonel,

o But you have uot commenved the cawe,” says Thoruton
slet uy hnve Mro Pigeon’s song first,”

S0 yes, cortaiuly,” say several voilces,

G Yas,” says Pom, o anything to ebl ad Mr, Ketoh said,

S You must not tell us what chosaid,”” remorks
Thornton, with his thonghts in the famons Pickwickian seene,

Twar persnna, whoe had recentiy been toa Loadon theatee
laugh very mach at Thorutan's mikd foke.

s it the wish of the company that | oshoald sing 7
Ten,

“ \yfpar person,” says the Rector, aside to bis neighbour,

sCertainly,” says Mo Thoenton; © we are waiting”

S A g are we T Eays Kite, with the faiatest indication of
a wink at the Inglenook lawyer, who ta shofffing & pack of
cards, and mentally caloalating the amouat that msy  be
dragged out of o youug, valgar, wealthy cockney in two
hours,

G Perhiaps it wonld not be ont of the rales of Seciety if the
comypanion,” says old Plgeon, ¢ was juat to—" (fmitates, in
dumb shuw, the act of plaving an accompaniment on the
plittio .

“ Look after the governor,” says Tom o Mr, Thornton
v atrabd the wine i getting fut; bis bead

“wtertainly,” savs the Colonel 2 Mias Jessie Miller, will
you kindly accompany Mr. Pigeon’s song '

Jesste says uothing, but sits down, determined to accome-
piany him in half a dosen keys,

NOMisa Jessie Mitler will oblige,” says old Pizeon, in a
mandlin way, haif alowd; ¢ number ninety in the books,”

“ Governor, governor,” vemonstrates young Pigeon in an
aside whisper, ¢ will vou or won't yon *

* What do you wish me to play 27 asks Jussic, when Tom
walks up to the piano,

“ Dow't be wo hard on me” Tom says, quietly.,

“l don’t know it says Jessie,

“This is the tune,” says Towm, in clu-zpvrutinn, humming a
few bars of an impossible melody, i

Jeasie follows hitn on the inatrunient, and then aske if he is
ready.

“ Yes he says heis;and in evidence thereof he breaks.
out into the following new and original ballad ;—

ways thes

Mr R

i g o

.
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A tonat! Toour dariines at home-—
Our wives snd chilidren denr
Hera's 2 henlth to those that wa fuve,
lmt..us dnnk' the toast with & cheer!
* .

I 1 might be allowed, says Tom, 1 wonld ask ladies
and gentlemen to join in the chorug

¥ Very good” says the Colonel, smiling ;. ¢ charming—so
very naturinl .

CWe will take the lead  from you, Mr. Ligeon,”’ sayx
Thornton ;. whercupon . Tom  repents | the Inst verss 88
“chorug, nnd the Colonels guests think it a very humorous
thing to “join in,” which they do quite pleazantly,

Tom: continues the sonyg with renewed vigour, hia father
nodding and beating time to the tune, o

* When the world is frowning and dark,
And frisnde grow fickle and vold ;
Her foud sinile shall brighton tha elouds,
A r'nl tinge thom with colonrs of gold.”
. . .

# Admirable sentiment, charming morul,” says the Colonel,.
) ) eard
table, to which Me. Pigeon senior responds. B
Everybody intimates that the song has charted them very '
" . U 1 " A
mtch. . Mr. Tippits takes Tom's nrmy complimenta him upon
hiw voeal powers, and conducts him to the card tablos, where

eutting in-awl-cutting ont goer on at once Lo the ovident
~antisfaction of all the parties concerned.,

“Happy patr the Pigeons” ways Mr, Thornton to. Mias




