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about what his fathor had said the day 1efore, until tho carriage stop-
ped in frout of a gloomy stone building.

* Ara yon guitg to stup hiere, father? Why, at louks like a prison |

*Itis a prisun,” said Mi. Daltner, who had been unusually grave and
silent during their ride, as Walter remembered afterwards.

** But I thought you were guiug to sue an old schuolmate of yours 2"

“ Hero is where ho lives.”

Walter foilowed his father silently up the steps whioch led to the
heavy massive door of the main entrance.

* Did youu over thinh that any of your cchvohates might find a home
in svine such place us thus ? or uven that you nughin? sard Mr. Paher,
s hie pulled the bell, whose claugor bLrohe harshly upun the strauge
silence that reigned around.

Befure Walter could reply the heavy dvur swung back, and they wero
ushered into the warden's oflice.

He was a heavily -bearded mav with a stern, almost forbidding coun.
tenance ; but ho shook havds with Mr. Palmer, whom he had met
before, bestowing un Walter o pleasant word and smile, the latter giving
his face quite another aspect.

“1 cameo to enquire about John Juckson, the forger,” said Mr. Palner.
after a few prehminary words.  * Heisan old schovlmate of mnne, I
remember him as o high-spirited boy, rather headstrong, and fonder of
play than study, Lut with many genial aud pleasant traus of character.
Hovw is he getting along ?”

* Very well. Had Lie been competent 1 ehoeld have given lum a place
as bouh-keeper. made sacunt by a couviet whooe titne nas up.  As 1t
was, I had to put him in the shoe.shivp. He is quiet, bat he takes 1t
pretty hard, as such chaps are apt tv who have always had plenty of
money and nothing to do. It is not in strict accordance with the rnles,
but if you would like to see him I'll have him sent out.”

Mr. Palmer assented, aud ina few miuutes a grave, quict wan cater-
ed, whose closely-cut hwir and peculiar dress gave him a very stravce
look to Walter, who had never seen anythinglike it before.

Ho seemed glad to see Mr. Pahner, though' there was a visible con-
straint in his manuer which showed that he felt keonly his chenged
position and surroundings.

Of ihe two, Mr. Palmer seemed the most affccted. His voico broke a
little, as he said :

L I amn glad to sce you, Mr. Jackson ; but sorry, very sorry to find youn
iere.’?

“Youn can’t be more sorry than I am to find myself hero,” said the
man, with a forced smile.

Then, as if anxious to change tho subject, he turned to Walter.

* I needn't ask whose boy thisig?

« 1t 15 my cldest son, Walter. Teis just abont the ago we were when
wo used to go to school together, in dear old Bridgeville. Have you
forgotten all about those days, John?"

Whether it was these words, or the sight of that fresh, innocent face,
for a few moments Jackson struggled silently with the tender and sub-
duing recollections that rushed over him ; then breaking down sudden.
Iy, he covered his face with bis hands.

Walter bad never seen 2 man weep before, and those sobs and moans
were something he never forgot.

« X wish ITcould!” said the wretched man, lifting up bis pale, tear-
stained face. **I wish I could forget what I once was, all that I might

‘have been, and what I am! I sometimes think that it is a boirible
dream ; that I shall some day wake and find it so I

** How did it happen ?” inqnired Mr. Palmer, as soon as his compa-
nion was calmer. * When I last saw you, your prospeets were bright—
epparently brighter than mine.”

“JIt can be snmmed up in two words,” was the gloomy response:
“Idlencss and bad company. If my father had trained me to habits of
industry and self-reliance, I had not come to tlis. Bat he loved me,
and T am glad that the grave has hid from him all knowledgo of the
shame and misery of the son whom his ill-judged, short-sighted kind-
ness ruined. As you know, I would not stady I thought there was
no need for me a rich man's son—to do that. I can remember how I
despised the dall, ploddiug fellows who are honored men to-day. My
father's death put me into possession of wealch, of which I never earned
a dollar, and of whose usc and worth I knew nothing. How it went I
hardly know ; but I awoke one morning to find myself poorer than the
lowest clerk in the establishiment that my father had built up with so
mach care and labor, but whick had now passed into the hands of
straugers My fair weather fricuds, who had helped to spend my
money, urging me to every conceivable folly and extravagance, left as
soon as they found that there was no more to spend. I knew nothing
about getting money by honest work, tut money I mast have; so 1
turned my attention to tho various ways of getting moncy without work.
The rest needs no telling.™

Here the warden entered ; and with his heart somewhet cheered and
strengthened by Alr. Palmer’s words of encouragement and sympathy,
Jackson returned to his dreary task.

The warden now took them around through the various workshops,
cells, ete., kindly explaining to Walter all that he did hot understand.

Yhen they visited the shoe-shop, Walter saw Jackson sitting thero

among the rows of busy, silent men, not one of whom dared to lift his
oyes as they passed by.

** How mauny of these mon,” inquired Mr. Palmer, as they roturned to
th office, * have ever been trained to any useful trade or business ?”

** Not ona in ten.”

The spirited bays in their glittoring harness wero cbamping their bits
and tossing their heads immpatiently outside the high walls; and Walter
experienced a foeling of relicf ns ho found himself once moroe in the
pure, sweot air and bright sunshine.

* How 7readful it must be to have to live iu such a place as that 1"
Lo said, as venching an ominents, he gave o backward glance at the
building, which looked 5o grim and solitary in the distance.

« It is the necessity that is dreadfal, my sor. Miscrablo as thess men
are, they are happier there, where they are cbliged to bo orderly and
industrious, though only through the fear of punishmont, than if thoy
were dllowed to follow, unrostrainedly, the devices of their foolish and
ovil hearts.”

Thero was silenco for somo minutes. Then Mr. Palmer said :

* You asked me a question, yesterday, Walter, and this is my answer,
a better answer than any words can frame. The world calls o & rich
man, and so I am. I am able to afford you many advantages, all the
opportunity you can ask for moral and izental culture ; but I am not,
aud never shall be, rich enough to afford to have you idle. Strange as
it may seem, I am too rich to afford it. I have a mill, filled with in.
dustrious operatives, whoss living from week to week depends on its
skilful and prudent management. I have houses full of tenants, whosa
bealth and comfort depend largely upon whethier their landlord is a just
and faithful man. These and other interests may some dsy be entrusted
to yon. Many a father has learned to his sorrow, that to have a boy
idle is something that rich men cannot afford.”

+ 1 +*hink I will go to school Monday, father,” was Walter's only
responsa to this. 4
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HOW HE SAVED ST. MICHAEL'S.
*Twas long ago—ero ever the signai gan
That blazed before Fort Sumter had wakened the North as one;
Long ere tho wondrous pillar of battle-clond and fire
Had m(xlxrkcd where the unchained millions marched on to their heart’s
ezire. .
On roofs and glittering turrets, that night, as the san went down,
The mellow glow of the twilight shone like a jeweled crown,
And, bathed in tho living glory, as the people lifted their eyes,
They saw the pride of tho city, the spire of St. Michael’s,-rise
High over the lesser stecples, tipped with a golden bsll,
That hung like a radiant planet caught in its earthward fall ;
First glimpse of homo to the sailor who made the harbor round,
And last slow-fading vision dear to the outward bound.
The gently-gathering shadows shat out the waning light;
The children prayed at their bedsides as they were wont each night ;
The noise ¢f buyer and seller from the busy mart was gone,
And in dreams of a peacoful morrow the city stumbered on.

But another light than sunrise aroused the sleoping street.,

Tor a cry was heard at midnight, and the rash of trampling feet;

Men stared in each other’s faces, thro’ mingled fire and smoko,

While the frantic bells went clashing clamorous, stroke on stroke.

By the glare of her blazing roof-tree tho houseless mother fled,

With the babe she pressed to her bosom shrieking in nameless dread ;

While the fire-king's wild battalions scaled wall and capstone high,

And planted their glaring banners against an inky sky.

Froma the death that raged behind them, and the crush of rain loud,

To the great square of the city, ware driven the surging crowd,

Where yet firm in all the tumult, unscathed by the fiery flood,

With 1ts heavenward pointing finger the church of St. Alichael's stood.

But e’en as they gazed npon 1t thero rose a sudden waii,

A cry of horror blended with the roaring of the gale,

On whose scorching wings updriven, a single flaming brand,

Aloft on the towering sveeple clung liko a bloody hand. L

«Will it fade ? " the whisper trembled from a thousand whitening lips ;

Far out on the Iurid harbour they watched it from the ships.

A baleful gleam, that brighter and ever brighter shone,

Like a flickening, trembliog will-o-the-wisp to o steady beacon grown.

* Uncounted gold shail bo given to the man whose brave right band,

For the love of the periled city, plucks down yon burning braud!™

So cried the Mayor of Charleston. that all tho people heard,

But they looked cach one at his fellow, and no man spoke a word.

Who is it leans from the belfry, with face upturned to the sky—

Clings to a column and measures the dizzy spire with his eyo?

Will Lo dare it, tho hero undannted, that terrible, sickening height,

Or will the hot blood of his courago freezo in his veine at tho sight?

But seo! ho has stepped on the railing, he climbs with his feet and his
hands, :

And firm on a narrow projection, with the belfry beneath him, ho stands|
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