ey oo

o o

Thero was twolve pounds a week now, instoad
of scven, at stake ; 50 tho "gentlemanly George,
iflie did not stay at home, kept out of sight with
mare docllity than dignity, But oul of sight or
visible, he had an evil influence over his wife.
Then there were ehilidron Lorn at Intervals of bot-
ween two and throe years ench, and at every
inevitable interruption her placo bad tobe filed
by another lady, sometimes with more aglle
limbs, and a newer, fresher face, and ull this
tended to weanken Ada's popularity, and show
the management that it wus possiblo to do with-
out her,
refined nervous system required stimulnnts, nnd
at the compuintively early age of five and thirty
she was judged too hieavy for burlesque, so they
cut her salary down from {welve to three pounds
% wenk, and put her Jn
comaedy eharacters.

She had never saved a<hilling,
three out or four ehitrtren—sickly little atoms,

whom she had not time o nurse—made her

somewhnt veelloss §anl there was more brandy
consumal in the house than would have been
presevibed medieinadly.,  Themlore lived, and so
did Wather, George Darell)s thitrd ehild, und nerr-
1y ali the love in e soul went to him,

Her uequaintanee with Grantley was of reecnt

date.  He met her at the theatre, and made an
Inthmaey with her busbuind, which resulted in
hi~ beeomibng no frequent guest in Daley-streot.
Grantley saw Theodore there, and strack by an
estraordinary tesemblunee which he bore to
digene Tomple, let Ml some  observations
which resulted ju the whole history being told
1o bhim.

(7o be continued.)

ar the Iharthatone,
MAGGIE AND ME,

1871,

BY ROBERT BRYDON,

—

Folik #* hne their tronblos buith he'ro sn’ at hame,~
Eer nturts npe troubles iu a but the nme,—

1 coudun hear et o' the s that 1 dreo,

I it wasnn tho feelin® "tweon Muggic wad me.

But l;'.(;.’\'t‘ learn’d in tho Inst twenty years o' our !
ire—

She, to kon her gudoman—I. to ken my gndewile;
An'tie ills that betn! us are halv'd, do you see—
The a'e hadf to Maggie, the ither to me,

Lane <yne, whan we talk'd o’ tho dnys wo micht

see,
l‘thuch( i tho burden wad rest upon ine 3
Lut J fuund, whan the tear-draps o' sorrow did

rain.
That the a’e half wero Maggic's,—but hall’ were my
nin.

Hand in hand we hne eroes'd the braid ecoan,—an®
. oommir, .
We hu'e strugelit thegither through foul an’ through

o fwicg
,l‘l but a’e glint 0" camfort e'er gindiden'd her e'e,
There were twn—ano tor Muggios, the ither for me.

An’ noo that we've come to the dnonwoth o’ life,

An east n look back on the strugelo nn® strife.—

13 \n-'l\'« mado uny blunders — ye'll count twa or
three,—

They warna intendit by Maggie nor me,

An’ilinour journcy wa've duno onie. gude,
Ur helpit tho newdy, nsa’ budies shonld ;
Or lichitit the tonr rrae tho sulterer's a'e,—
The eredit is shar'd stween Maggic and me.

SEQUEL TO % MAGGIE AND ME”
1872,

But now my dear Macrio’s boen summon'd awa’,
An’ I'm left o’ nlune to the storma as they blew ;
An’iny yriof-stretchun beart pushos tours frae my

oo
For my losg, attho partin’ "tweon Maggic and me.
1 mirs her richt anirly, haith morning’ an’ nioht,
An’ a’ thro' tho day there’s u blank to my sicht j—
1 misn her in hunders o' ways 1 cou'd natne,—
For our ance cheorfu’ housio isno like wy hume,

Whan wcarict an® faggit at nicht, comin’ hame,
sure wolewino frae Maggie giod strength to my

nung,—

An’ the look she wad gie, frac her love’ speakin’
oo,

‘Was puyment oueuch for n day’s-wark, for mo.

Then her volee thickened stightly, her

for tarce and lght

The deathof

TH]
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snw before him one of the twing, put his hand
rudely on her shoulder suying in acconts far from
mild as he did so,

« Girl put up your veil,”

¢ Hands ofly” cricd the stranger turning
fiercely round and facing Sir Richard, tho sight
of whom scemed to increaso the anger his nc-
tion and words had called forth,  Lt’s you, is
it 2 continued be speaking in a louder tone
than before, ¢ you'll not get so easily off with
insulting this girl, as you did with the old man
last night, hauds off or I'll crack your skull
for you.”

Sir Richard by way of answer, endeavoured
to raise the vell himself still keeping firm hold
of Margaret's shoulder; the strager felt tho
hand he held in his trembling, and saw that
the girl was overwhehned with dread, lifting o
heavy riding whip which he carried in his
hand, he struck Sir Richard a blow on the
hend which for the moment stunned him,
making him recl nnd scek support from the
liouse wall by which they stood.

The dog scemerd to understand Sir Richarl
was no friend to his companion of the morn-
ing, and seizing him by the leg fastened his
tecth in his flesh, tho man battling with the
doyg alune, no one seeming inclined to interfere
in his behalf,

The strangrer lifted MMargaret into the chalse
as if she had been a f{eather, and springing
after ber with a step of which his weight gave
little promise, drove off nt a rapid rate in an
opposite direction to Holborn,

Siv Richard with the help of one of the
waiters haviug rid himself of the dog, ealled
out.

# A hundred pounds to the man who brings
back that girl,”

“ ‘s hat's a_big price,” snid a bystander, ¢ if 1
bad a horse T would try.!

% You'd be a great fool if you wonld,” said an-
other, #it's What-do-you-call-him, the pork
buteher that tovk her away, and she's lis
dnughter,”

“# Who is fhe ?” inquired Sir Richard, «I'll
have him arrested for assault. What did you
say was his nume ?' addressing the man who
had spoken Jast.

“Pou't turn your deaf car noxt time, your
man's gonre, and as to the assault, it was deueed
little for you, a beggarly Scotch fellow pre-
tending to e a gentleman, who thinks we'll
stand by and see you insult an English
wirl,”

« A hundred pouuds for the man or the
zirl,” shouted Sir Richard ; he would have been
sufe to off 'r o hundred thousand, it would have
taken the best horse in London with a quick

; witted man on his back, to overtake thechaise
. at the rate it was driven, and through the by-

Inues und sido streets in which the burly
stranger took his way.

For full fifteen minntes the little pony slack-
ened not hiz pace, but flew as if he thought his
outs for the next month depended on the rate
at which he went on that morning,

The strunger by and by stayed the pony,
calling to him.

#8top you foolish thing, that's the way with

you, once set you a going you'd run yourself off
your legsif we'd let you.”
“ There's no fear of our friend now,! said he
addressing Margavet @ he'd be a olevar ohap
who would find us out here, let alone run after
us; do you know him 7" added he inquir.
ingly.

% Yeg" she replied, © I knew him very well,
he is a bad man.”

The rtranger looked in her face as she spoke,
her vcil still strenming down behind, as Sir
Richiard bad pulled it ; the fuir young face
was as white as marble and scemed almost as
rigid.

¢ He's like & bad man, what way did you
come tn know him, when you're only in London
a few days.”

¢ He is my grandfather.”

# Your grandfather s he so ?” said the man
in accents of surprise, and evidently a little put
out by the announcement I wish I haven't
put my fingers into tar.”

OQur cosie weo honsie,—we’ a’ thing sne richt,

\\'hcru'.lbrend. an® she gow’d, through tho winter for
nieht,—

Te chang’d v’ thegither,—thero's nacthing tho same,

An’ tho cauld cheorless housio is no like my hame,

"Pwas hore whero we minglit our tears o’er our
cures

"Pwas here whero swe knelt ilkn nicht at our pray'rs,

An’ the Big Buik we read on. is still Iyin® thero,—

But 1 rend now in silenco,—nac Maggie to hear!

Some fancy that love only dwellr wi’ the young,—
But the sterner our hardzhips the clorer we cluog :
An’ her briche, lovin’ luvk aften frichten’d away
T'he care Initv my faco, sin' my ballits turn’d gray.

Just ance, syne, sho ea’! in her anld hamely way,

Whnllheld her, an’ begg’d ber, rieht keenly, to
stay —

She Kiss" o fu' fonuly, but whisper'd — ¢ Oh,

Nu' [V—
Then, dx;uam-liko. sho slid frac my love-hold awa.’

Thoy tell me. nao toars ever darken the cyes,

Of those who have found them a haune in the zkies : .

But s Heuv'n-born aymputhy surely must glow
In tho seuls thut have gnne, towards lov'd aneg be-
low 1—

Mny le, who from sorrow ascendod above,

T remdy the * Mnnsions'’ o' pouso and o’ love,
Look mindtully down, an’ propare, whan [ dev.
A IHoaven-built housic, tor Maggio and me.

Hespoler, Qutariv, May 1872,

[RrGISTHRED in accordance with tho Copysright Act
of 1808.1

IN AFTER-YEARS;
OR,
FROM DEATH TO LIFE.

BY MRE. ALEXANDER ROSS.

——

CHAPTER XI.—(Continued.)

[For the last few sccondr a third person, Sir
Richand Cuningbame, had been standing inside
the door of the Angel watching Marguret and
her new acquaintunce, inteut if possible, on
hearing what thoy said.  Sir Richard Cuning-
hume: thonght that the outline of the girl’s
figure as rhe let the shawl slip from one arm
while talking to the stranger, was very like
one he had known in his own home, and the
tone of her vuice, although he could not dis-
tingnish the words, bad the silvery ring of o
fumiliar voice he huted, and as tho strunger
took her haud to help her into the chaise ho
came hustily forward ; .

Murgarct had just put down her double veil,
und Sir Richard who now was certain that he

% Yes he is my grandfather, but heis a very
wicked man, he tried to kill my sister and me,
1 we were almost dead when Adam found us, we
; could neither speak or move.”
¢ Who is Adam "
¢ I{c was Papn's servant before he died and

. he is with us now, it was to search for him I

citme out this morning.”

« Don’t your servant live in thesame lodging
with yon 1"

¢ Yes,” said Margnret heaving a deep sigh,
+# but he went out yesterdny and he has not
“come homo since, unless he has come this
i morning ; we areafraid Sir Richard has found
him and put him in jail.”

 How was you scrvant dressed

¢ In grey shenherd's clothes, with a plaid.”

« And a Highland bonunet, and great conrse
shocs with buckles 7” asked the stranger think-
ing as he spoke of ascene he had witnessed the
- past evening in which an old man so dressed
and the person his compnuion called Sir Rich.
ard, were the prominent actors,

# Yeg,” replied Margaret, « did you sce
him

« } think T did,Inst night ; but if I did your
old grandfather at the Angel took him awny in
acab, but I think I know the other fellow that
went with them, and if I'm right George Cox
'ill find him out.”

A loud yelping in renr of the chaiseattracted
the attention of its owner, and turning round
he exclaimed.

# Well that beats print, if there's not the
poor limping dog atter us full chase,”

Stopping the pony he ealled to the poor tired
brute who at once jumped up into the chaise,
and panting with the unwonted exercise of run-
ning after them it Iny down at Margaret’s feet
with lolling tongue and shut cyes, almost
breathless.

A ghort time bronght them to Thaives ITnn
where at the door of number three they were
met by Mr. George Cox, clerk and poet, who
was just about to depart for his labours in Cecil
street,

« BMr, Hopking !” exclaimed that young gen-
tleman in evident surprise as the pony chaise
with its inmates stopped in front of the door
step on which he stood ; he looked at Mar-
gnret, then again at Mr, Hopkins who indulged
in a quiet langh at the perplexity which Mr.
Guorge's look and tone of voice betrayed.

« Yes Mr, George just me, I've bought home
yonr young lady lodger, and a new dog to you,
help the young lady out and jump in yourself
and I'll tell you something yowll like to hear
and something you can do to the bargnin.?

& Always happy to do anything to scrve Mr,
Hopkins” replicd Mr, Ueorgelifting his hat as

he holped Margnaret to descend from the chaise,

Having cxpressed her grateful thanks to Mr,
Hopkins, she awiftly passed 8usan, who was
busy whftcning tha door steps, and running up
stairs followed by her companion found her
sister still fast asleep.

Mr, George Cox took the seat vacated by
Margaret beside his friend Mr, Hopkins, pork
butcher of Farringdou within. A wealthy man
was Mr. Hopkins and morcover a jolly kind-
hearted fellow but the principal claim which he
posscssed to the poet’s regard consisted in his
being father to that angelic being and yet sen.
sible girl who knew the attractive qualities of
mutton chops and oysters; Miss Maria Theresa
Hopkins.

o Who is them lodgers of yours 7 began Mr.
Hopkins,

« They are,” said George, and then stopped ;
# woll, it's not casy to tell youat once who they
are, but I eall them # The twin sisters of the
Lake-washed monntains.”

% The twin sisters of what? said his aston-
ished listener,

“ The Lanke-washed mountaing,” again re-
peated Mr, George ; ¢ ut to tell you the truth
I do not wish te spenk much about them,
There is a hidden mystery connected with
them which I hope to unravel. They are also
in deep distress just now. There will be
something published by-and-by about them.”

# In the poet's corner of a newspaper, ch,
George ? askerd Mr. Hopkins, his eyvs twink-
ling with merriment,

# No, sir,” hastily answered Mr. George;
«but I really cannot betray the confidence
placed in me by talking on the subject at pre-
sent. How is Miss Marin Thercsa and Mrs.
Hopkins 7

« That's well thought of, George, They're
well, and Theresa is coming to your place in
Cecil street to-day between one and two, to in-
vite you to a hop they're to have next week, a
grent nffair.  She aml Susan Ann Wiggins are
busy preparing their frocks for it already.”

# You mean Miss Scliua Angelina, I sup-~
pose, sir?”

“ Yes, yes,” replied the good-tempered, jolly
man, laughing heartily, % Selina Angelina or
any other name you like. I was godfather
when she was christened, and the parson named
her Susan Ann, but if it snits you and T'resse
and Susan herself better for her to be Sclina
Angelinn, Sclina Angelina beit. By the bye,
about this lost servant of your lodgers, I saw
Catchem and an old chap that the one 1 brought
home calls hor grandfather, take the servant or
elso o man that answers the same description,
off in a cab last night. The old man resisted
bravely, but it was no go; they said he was
crazy, and tucked him in between them, and
away they went.  If you could hear anything
about where he is, we might be able to get him
out of their clutches.”

“ I'm going to try; I daresay, in o few days.
I'Il hear something about him.”
Mr, George was put down at the top of Cecil
street, and made his way to what Mr, Catchem
called his (Catchem's) Law Chambers.
The duties were not arduous, and after dust-
ing a little bit in front of cach side of the desk,
which, rising in the middle, sloped down nt
ench side so as to accommeodate two clerks,
which wes dne more than 2r. Catchem coul
by any device cmploy, to Br. Cox's great cha-
grin, whe was socially inclined, and liked come-
any.
P The desks in order, each with a few packets
of paper tied with red tape, to look business-
like, Mr. Cox plnced his own stool, also one in
front of the vacant desk, which he dusted in
honour of his expected visitors. He know
Miss Sclina Angelina would come with Miss
Hopking, to whom she was a sort of double,
and be wished that the office and his surround-
ings in general should appear as important asg
possible in the cyes of both ladics,

Everything was in the best order, every pre-
paration was made for recciving the young la-
dies, down to the fresh paring of Mr. Cox's
nails which was always done on an improved
plan, but Mr, Catchem, contrary to all prece-
dent, did not make his appearance.  Twolve
o'clock came, but no Mr. Catchem.  Mr, Cox
shut the office up, went to dinner and returned
carly, that BIr. Catchem might go at once and
g0 be out of the way when the young lndics
arrived,

But, to his dismay, no Mr.Catchem had made
his appearance. Soon after, however, Sir Rich-
ard came.  The clerk was too well tutored to
say his master had not been in the office that
duy, nnd so, in hopes that Mr. Catchem would
soon make his debut, Mr, George showed Sir
Richard into the sanctum, informing him that
his master was then in o neighbouring oftice
consulting with another lawyer on a case of
great difticulty, which Mr. Catchemn's experi-
ence, it was hoped, would e¢nable him to cluci-

to.

This was the stercotyped excuse which
Cntchem tanght his various clerks, as they
served him in succession, to give at any timo
he was nbsent in office hours.

Sir Richard, however, had not long to wait,
The lawyer at lnst made his appearance, and
being warned ns he entered that Sir Richard
was in the sanctum, by Mr. Cox pointing his
pen in the dircction of that delectabloe retrent,
he retired a few steps from the doorway, mo-
tioning with his forefinger for Mr. Cox to come
out and speak with him there,

Mr. Cox came out accordingly, and saw at a
glanco that his principal had Leen indulging
too freely in his favorite ale Iate into the pust
night, and had only at the last moment been
able to tenr himself away from the soft repose
of his couch.

u I want you,” snid Catchem, closing the
office door and speaking very low, ¢ to.go to
Lord Cranston's, in Belgravia, and ask the foot~
man who opens the door if the Misses Cuning-
hame have yet arrived. If he snys no, ask hin
if Lady Hamilton is at home, and tell him that
it is the gentleman who calls at eleven o'clock
every day who sent you. When you come back
cnll me out to the passage to tell me your mes-
sabe, Soas to be back soon you can take a
cab., Sct off about two wminutes after I enter
my own oflice.” : )

Mr. Cox bowed obadience. He was delighted
wiili being sent on this mission. By it he had
alrendy found out the hitherto sccret of Lody
Hamilton’s residence, and he could ninke good
use of that for the benefit of the twin sisters ;
bat just at preacnt he had two reasons for wish-
ing to vemuin in tho office, one of which was
his desire to hear the conversation between the
two worthies in the sanctum, in order to find
out to what abode they had consigned Adam,
und the other no less important one was his

expectation of sceing Miss Hopking, whose

CARTHSTON!
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visit might justly be termed an appointment,
as her father had given him intimation of it

Mr. Cox, although it was his uss and wont
during tho past two years to kneel down.to
listen at the keyhole of the sanctnm when ho
was at all curious about the subject of the con-
versation between Catchem and his client
had never once been caught in the act, and
morcover, he had no fear that he ever would,
Catchem’s shoes sometimes creaked, but if they

did not he was quito safe. He always had due
warning, the door lock was an old one, and
had lost its spring, so it required to bo held
with a firm hand, and the grsp thus taken
vibrated through the whole lock, giving n dis-
ti'lrxct warning to the ear at the keyholo to ba
off,

On_the occasion in question Catchem, on
cntering the sanctum, merely closed the door
without springing the bolt of the lack ; he did
8o on purpose,  He had promised Sir Richard
the evening before, as they were returning in
mirthful triumph atthe succeess they had so un-
cxpectedly met with in their hellish scheme,
that he would go to Lord Cranstow's house and
make all the needful inquirics at the usual hour
of eleven o'clock. Sir Kichard had, on his last
visit, barely escaped being scen by Lady Mor-
ton in conversation with her servant, hence
his request to Catchem to take hisplace. At
the hour appointed the lawyer wns in bed,
sleeping ot the cffects of the previous night's
indulgence, and he wished to avoid all conver-
sation with his clicnt on the subject until his
clerk’s return.

It was with a view to this he had left the
lock unfastened, so that at any moment he
might enter the outer oflice, and, pretending to
be engaged with another client on pressing
bLusiness, nvoid the inconvenienee of answering
8ir Richard's inquiries, about his visit to Lord
Cranston’s until he was in possesssion  of the.,
information his clerk had gone to obtain.

Mr. Greorge, in innocent ignorance of the
stato of the lock, put on his hat a little to one
side, as he always wore it, (ho thought it more
bLecoming and nobby) and knecling down,
placed his ear in the old familinr place close
ovcer the keyhole.

“ Good morning, Sir Richard,” said Cutchem,
as he closed the door, « how did you sleep
after the exertion of last evening, ha, ha 77

& Well, thank you,” replied his client, ina
grave tone.

The lInwyer was o low fellow, and Sir Rich-
ard did not care to be on the familiur terms
with him that Catchem would have liked to
establish. Hc wished to be treated as lis em-
ployer or master, certainly not as his equal or
intimate, forgetting that being his associate in
one common infamy had made him both in the
fullest sense of the word.

Catchem was occupied with hisown thoughts
and noticed Sir Richard's word’s only, not the
manner in which they were spoken, and said
with a grin which made his large mouth look
as ifstretched from car to ear, showing the yel-
low wide set uneven teeth, and unwholesome
gums within,

# I suppose when you got into your privacy,

you denced tho highland fling to tho tune of
“ You'll trouble me no more.”
Sir Richard was furious at the man's imper-
tinent familiarity which icscemed impossible
to check, and instead of speaking stared a re-
ply with compressed lips and kaitted lowering
brows. '

Catchem did not like this a bit, he knew that
Sir Richard was in his power, and he would
not submit to it, not he, he knew quite well
what it mcant, others in like situations had
tried to put on such airs, but it wounld not go
down with him, they had all to submit every
one of them, and so must he.

% Did yougo to Lord Cranstons,” enquired
Sir Richard.

Catchem was now in a bad humour, it suit-
ed his purpose to stand on his dignity, small
as it was, and by way of reply he pointed to the
clock, the hands of which indicated half pnast
onge, implying that the work and hour were
Loth things of the past.

«The girls had not yet appeared ?” gaid his
client interrogatively.

There was adifficulty in answering this ques-
tion and Catchem would not incur it, he had
not taken his scat since his entrance, but had
busied himself in seeming to arrange the pn-
pers on the desk ; he now gave his head asharp
quick turn in the direction of the outer office,
squeezing up his oyes as if intently listening
for somcthing ho had henrd there and turning
round pushed open the door, throwing un-
conscious Mr, Cox ignowminiously down on his
back 1 his feet and legs doubled under him, and
sending his best hat rolling to tho other end of
the room.

At the sight of his faithless clerk lying on
the floor whom he supposed to be far on his
way to Belgravia by this time Mr., Catchem’s,
mge knew no bounds, forgetting completely for
the moment that such things as dawnges for
assault wore in existence, the enraged Cutchiem
spruny like a tiger on his prostrato clerk sciz.
ing him Ly the throat, calling out as he did
50

% Youmean sneaking villain, I've caught you
at Inst.”

A chorus of shricks from the other end of
the room announced -the entrance of Miss
Hopkins, and her friend Miss Selina Angelion,

Both young ladics flew to the rescuce of the
prostrate Adonis, Miss Hopkins seizing gmtchem
by the few red hairs which still decornted the
back and sides of his bald head, while Miss
Wiggins taking firm holll of one leg in both her
skinny claw like hands, was doing her best to
drag the lawyer from off the body of his down-
fallen clerk,

Both young ladies never fora moment ceased
tocall out # murder” at tho top of their natur-
ally high pitched voices, and as they wore pos-
sessed of good sound lungs they not only at-
tracted Sir Richard who nided by Catchem's
exclamation as he opened the door understood
the situation at a glance, but also bronght the
Thompson Brothers (men whom Mr. Catchem
particularly disliked, whos’ oflice was on the
sume flat of the same building as his own,)) and
their clerk Mr. William Burt to the spot.

Sir Richard and the Thompson Brothers ex-
changed glances which told that the feelings
with which they viewad the melée befure
them were those of mmnusement, not alarm,

(T0 be continued.)

Ay olderly Indy statos that whon sho was a girl
she nsked wgentlciinn to clasp hor olonk. o did
so—und its coutonts at tho sume timo,

WiAT is tho diffcrence betsoon tho Remnns and

Canndians I—The Romnns urned their dead, and
Canudinns earn theix living.

SENTENGED TO DEATH.

BY MARY EYLE DALLAS.

Tho traln was due, but 1t had not arrived yot.
Twelve of us waited tn tho statlon with our car-
pel bags. Twelve men, dusty, weary, travel-
stained, and not n womnn among us, Eleven
a'clock at night wns Lhe time, the weniher gus-
ty und the night dark. Tho station lay in a
lonely spol of New Jersoy, in a mazo of inter-
lnced trucks. There was nothing to drink to
be had there, and no tlme to searoh for It clse-
where.

“liaven't starved so since I was on tho jury
in the Fribble murdoer ecnse,” sald a shorl pus-
senger ln a pea-Juckot.

¢ Gowd timo for the Jerseyltes to murder somo
oue now,” said & tall man, with ¢ great hamper
and some fishing tnckis by way of luggage,
“ Iere’s o Jury ready—twolve on us.”

“No there an't,” eried n bly man in a big
whito overeont. ¢ Count me out—only eleven
of you. Wouldn't, bring In o verdliet of guilty it
ten mien had seen the deed done, De hung iy«
self first, Nothing Is any proof.”

s Reckon you don't hold to capital punish-
moent,” sald the other,

« on’t betleve an) of the evldence,” suld
white overcont. #\Why, man allve, I mishe
have been hung myself, on the very best evie
dence, twenty years ago. I know what it's
worth.”

« You didn't do it then *” aslced a very little
old man, with no hair to speak of, und vars liko
an clephant's.

s You'd have sworn I did,” salil white over-
cont, In nowlse offemded by the question. ¢ No
would Norris and Told nand Jaequin. I was &
young fellow In & wholesale grovery then, just
twenty 3 big for my nge; horrible tempor—aw-
ful fool—ull boys of thut ngo are.”

« Bxtremely clvll, certalnly,” remarked a hoy
of that age, who was warming his buck at the
stove. Nobody took any notlee htm,

s Liked the girls,” sald white overcont ¢ liko
fem still, but not such a spoon as I ased to be,
was very good looking, but Jaequin wns hand-
somer, and Tily Sparks satd so.  Her eousin
told me that she did, any how; and as I'd been
paylng attentlan to her for three months, it
wasn't pleasant to hear that on the very night
when Tilly went off the chureh with Juequin,
and never so much as sent an apology to e
knowing, as she «id, that I ealled regulurly to
take her every Sunday nlzht,

walg's p shame, Thomas,” sa1d the eousin, o
young married lady that she lived with, <X
scolded her for I¢, but shie laughed at me. ¢ Jac-
quin i twenty times handsomer than Tom,’
says she, ‘and If I llkoachange, why shouldn's
I have 18?7 And that's the truth, Thomas."

« Well,” snys I, «no doubt 1t 1y, and girls aro
girls. Tt Tilly do as she chnoses: but us for
Jacquin, 1'll spoll his benuty for him."

«QOh, no, you won't do unything desporate,”
says she.

s Bub 1 will,” says I, meaning it at the mn-
ment. ¢ Just wall., You'll hear something 1o-
morrow,”

« With that I went off In a fury, raecaning to
thrash Jnequin next day. I hadn’t a thought of
cutting his throat, but I meant to give htin two
black cyes and a bloody nose, If I got the oppor-
tunity.

u(olng home T moet Todld.

«What's the matter, Thumns 2 snys ho.

«“Thomas Thom:s is my name.

s 1€ itsn’t the moonlight, you're as white as
powdered sugnr.”

s« I'm white with rnge, I supposo,’” says I.

«What about ?” says he.

swYou'll see,” says I «Jnequin will sco tn-
morrow. Jacquln Is o contem ptiblejacknnnpos,”
says I.

« I reckon you're jealous,” sald Tadd. « ook
hero. What’s she to me? Ono gal 18 as good
as anothier. I saw him sitting with his nrm
round her waist in the back pew—thal's how I
know. Never you mind.”

u] don't v suys I. ¢ A girl that can doas
she's doing 1s wo despicabie; but L'l murder
Jacquin.”

s And off I went, in o greater rage than ever
—along the sireet, up to my room, loeked in.
Then off with my bootg, one agalnst ono wall,
nnd ong agninst the other, aud out with it all.
Rend the form of excornmunication if you want
to know what I sald about Jacquin.

«Should think you'd be afrnld to go to Ledd
talkin’ so,” snld somobody, whicn I shut up at
last.

s« I looked around. There was Norrls In bod;
home, sick with o cold, I roomed with him.
He was o good ycung man from Boston, All tho
good young men do comeo from there. Ho
taught Sundny-school, and distribated tracls,
and wanted to be n minister, only clreumstances
hadn’t permitted.

1 couldn't closo my cyes,” sald Norrls, «if
I’'d talked likke that, You've mentlonod the
Ivil One fourteen timaes, and you'vo spoken of
the lake of firc and Ubrimstone eighteoen times.
You’ve gone through the bones nml! J'ints that
Jaequin is composed of like nn nnntomicnl work,
and you've cussed 'em allseparately, and you'vo
threatened his life. Now, Thomas Thomas, you
know you eoulidn't glve life to 50 mnch as n—n
~ong of them,” and he polunled with his long
lean finger to o flat red inscet atring himsecif on
the bed-quilt. ¢ Yoo you tulk of taking it fromn
o feller-hein’.  You--*

« IIold yonr tongue,” yelled 1. ¢ Yon an'. or-
dained yet. Nobody is compelled to hear you
preach until you are. I'll tnlk as I choose.””

s#That's contempiible of you,"” snid Norrls;
«bul I'm golng to fingive your. If fmthor hmd
died worth mouey, I should have buon In the
pulpit now.”

# Wish you wern,” says T,

¢« No matter,” suys Norrly. «Il's my daty to
forglve. Jegt hist the lid of my trunk, and
you'll find a tract or two saitnblo to your prosent
framo of mind. You--"

¢ Hold your tongue, or I'll souse you,"” says [,
flourishlng the waterjug.

# AL this ho tucked his tow-enlored head un-
der the shicet, and I put ont the Hght and turned
fnto my own bed; but I couldn't go to sleep, £
was n such a tremendous rage. I lay there
thinking and thinking, as If 1°d been a machine
miade to turn out thoughts by the bushel, Throb,
throb waont my head; rub-p-dub-dub wonti my
heart. But ynu know how it ts yourself, I sup-
posc, When yon are In love and jealous.”

The gentlemun In tho white cont leokwi
strmight at tho boy of twenty as ho spoke. The
boy blushed, nud sald, * Yes, siry” very sheup-
ishly.

s I thought,” econlinned Thomns Thomas,
Esq., ¢« how glorlously I eould givo it to Jacquit.
One, two, three—smnash! One, two, three—
crash! Down with him, and oll that, you know.
I thought [ shoulid like to brenk his nosp and
gouge his cyes, and lenve muarks on him for
good.  After n whilo I thought how I'd lke to
havo o loadod plstel.  7'hen I remembered that
1 had one. It diin't bolong to me—I wus koop-
Iz it for a felond, I hind it 1n o burenn drrwoer”—

s Are you sure you dldn’s do {4 2" isked the
little old man again,

Thomas Thomns went on as though tho otlier
Liad not spoken,

s Norrls hadn't enllod to me as I wont out. of

&




