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she had bràught.for Titmouse, "lthere's a bit of supper for you;
and you're .welcome ta it, I'm sure, Mr. Titmouse."

" Thank you, thank you---I can't eat," said he, easting, how-

ever, upon the victuals a hungry eye, which beheld what he said,
-while iù bis heart he longed to bo left alone with them for about

three minutes.
" Come don't be ashamed----fall ta wark---it's good wholesouie

vituals," said she, lifting the table near to the edge of the bed, on

the side of which lie was sitting, and taking up the ·two shillings

lying on the table--" and capital beer, I warrant me; you'll sleep
like a top after it"

" You're uncommon kind, Mrs. Squallop; but I shan't get a
wink of sleep to-niglit for nothing."

"Oh, bother your thinkinrg! Let me see you beginto eat a bit.
Well, I suppose you don't like toneat and drink before me, sa l'Il
go." [Here arose a sudden conflict in the good woman's mind,
whether or not she would at on the suggestion whicb had been

put into ber head down stairs. She was on ithe point of yielding
to the impulse of lier own good-natured, thougli coarse feelings;
but at last]---"I---I---dare say, 3fr. Titmouse, you mean what's
right and straightforward," she staunmered.

" Yes, Mrs. Squallop---you may-keep thosetiro shilings; théy
are the last Irthing I have left in the world."

"No---hem !heur -a-hem I. I uvas just suddenly asthinking---.

now ean't you gness, Mr, Titmouse ?"
" What, Mfrs. Squallop ?" enquired Titmouse, meekly, but an -

xiousiy.
"W Wy---suppose now---ifit were only to raise ten shillings with

old 1lals, round the corner, on ne of those fine things of yours.--
your ring, say." [Titmouse's heart sunk within him.] " Well,
well---nover nind---don't fear," said Mrs. Squallop, observing him

suddenly turn pale again, " I---I only thought---but never mind !
it don't signify---goodlnight !we can, talk about it to-morro'--iood
night---a good ni&ht's rest, Mr. Titmouse ! and the next moment
he heard ber ieavy step descending the stairs. Several minutes
lhad eltpsed before ho could recover from the agitation into wvhich

he had been thrown by ber last proposal; but within ten minutes

of her quitting the room, there stood before him, on the table, an
empty plate and jug.
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" Well-I'Il take care of these anyhow ;" and, kneeling down
and unlocking his trunk, he took out ofit his guard-chain; breast-
pin, studs and ring, carefully folded them up in paper, and depo-
sited them in histrowsers' pockets; resolved that lheneqforth their
niglhtly resting:place should be-under his pillow ; while uring
the day they.should accompany bis person whithersoever he wîent.
Next he bethought himselfof the two ortbge unpor
whiéht Mr. Gamnon liadre'feirerl an 'iwith trenulous eagerness
rend them over once or twice, but without being able to extract from
thein the slightestneaning. Then he folded thei up in a half
sheet of writing paper, which he proceeded tu stiteh carefully be-
neath the lining of bis waistcoat ; after whieh hie blew Qut Iris slim
candle, and with a heavy sigh got into bed. For soine moments
afterhe hid blown out the candle, did the inage of it remain on

his aching and excited retina; and just so long did the thoughts of

ten thousand a year dwell on his fancy, fading, however, quickly

away amid the thickening glooi of doubts, and fears and miseries,
whieh oppre -ed him. There ho lies, stretehed on his bed, a

wretched figu , lying on his brenst, his head buried beneath his
feverishr arms, Anon, ie turns round upon his back, stretches his
wearied lirnbs to their uttermost, folds bis arms on his breast, then
buries theni beneath the pillowî under his head. Now he turns on

bis right side, then on his left-presently he starts up, uand with

muttered curse shakes bis little pillow, flinging it down angrily.

He cannot sleep; he cannot rest; he cannot keep still. Bursting

with irritability, ie gets out ofbed, and steps to the window, which

opening wide, a sligbt gush of fresh air cools bis hot facefur a rmo-
ment or two. .His woenried eye looks upiward and beholds the moon
shining overhead in cold splendour, turning the clouds ta gold as
they flit past lier, and shedding a softened lustre upon the tiled

roofs aRd irregular chimney-pots-the only objects visible ta him.

No sound is heard, but occasionally the dismal cry of disappointed
eat, the querulous voice of the watchman, and the echo of the rumi-

bling bubbub of Oxford-street. O, miserable Titmouse of what
avail is it for thee thus ta fix thy sorrowrful lack-lustre eye upon the

old Queen of nightl1
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At that monment there happened to bie also gazing at the same
glorious object, but at some two hundred miles distances from Lon-

don, a somewhat differeut person with very different feelings, and

in very different circumst ances. It was one of the angels of the

earth-a pure-hearted and very beautifal young woman ; who, af-

ter a day of peaceful, innocent, and charitable employment- and

having just quitted the piano, -where lier exquisite strains had

soothed and delighted' the feelings ofhier brother, harrassed with

jpolitical anxieties, hiad retired to ier chamber for the night. A fow

moments before she was presented to the reader, she had extinguisi-

cd lier taper, and dismissed ber maid without hlerhaving discharged,

more than balf ber accustomed duties-telling lier that shue should

finish undressing by the Jiglt of the moon, which then poured ber

soft radiance into every corner of the spacious but old-fashioned

chamber in which she sat. Then she drew ber chair to the window

recess, and pushing open tie vindow, sat beforeit, ialfûndressed
as she was, her headtleaning on ber hand, gazing upon the scenéry
before her witih tranquil adaiiration. Silence reigned -absolutely.
Not a sound issued from th ancient groves, wich spread for and
wide on all sides of the fine old mansion in which she dwells--so-
lemn solitudes, not yet less soothing than solemn1i Was nolithe'
solitude enhanced by the glimpse sire caught of a restless' mfawn

glancing in the distance across the avenue, as ho silently changed
the treeunder whichlihe slept ? Then the gontle breeze would on-
ter her window, laden iith sweet scents of which lie liad just been
rifling the coy flowers beneath, in their dewy repose, tended and
petted during the day by lier own delicate band!, - Beautiful moon!

-cold and chaste in thy skyey palace, studded with brilliant and
innumerable cms, and shedding do dn thy rich and tender radiunce~
upon this lovely seclusion-iwas there upon the whole carth a more
exquisite countenance then turned towards thee than hers? Wra'p
thy white robe, dearest Kate, closer round thy fair bosomn,,lest the
playful night-breeze do thee hurt, for he groweth giddy with the
sight of thy charms 1 Thy rich tresses, half uncurled, are growing
damp-so it is time that thy,blue eyes should seek repose. Hie
thce, then,,to yon antique couch, with'its quaint'carvings and satin
draperies dimly 'Visible in the dusky shade, inviting thee ta sleep:

and having firstbent ini clceiful reverence before'tlhy Maker-to
bed i-to bed I-dear Kate, nothing disturbing thy serenei thiughts

or agitating that beautiful boson i lush I hush !-Nôdw she
sleeps.

It is Well that thine eyes are closed in sleep ; for, behaold-sce i
-the briglrtness witliut is disappearing ; sadness and gloom are

settling on the face of nature ; the tranquil niglht is chaning ber

aspect; clouds are gathering, winds are moaning ; the moon is

gone ;-but-sleep on, sweet Kate-drearning not of dark days be-

fore tbee, Oh, that thou could'st sleep on till the briglhtness re-

turned !
Bonnowir'y.

When at length this day camnie ta a close. Titmouse, instead of

repairing to bis lodgings, set off with a hcavy heart, ta pay a visit

te his excellent friend, -Iuckaback, whoml he knew to have receiv-

ed his quarter's salary the day before, and from wrhoa le faintly
boped to succecd in extortinug some trifling loanI. ' If you vant.

to learn the value of money, try to borrow some," saysaoor Richard

-and Titnoise was now going to learn (bat usefuil but bitter les-
soln. Oh, -how disheartening was tiat gentleman's receptiop ofhîim!

Huckaback, in answering the modest knock of Titmouse, suspect-

ing who wias Iis visitor, opened tie door but a little way/ and' in

that little way, with his hand on the latch, ie stood, with a plainly

repulsive look.
" Oh ! it's you, Titmouse, is it ?" he commenced, coldly,

Yes Y . I-d;-i'swnnt ta speak a word ta you'-'only aWord oi

two, Hucky, if you aren't busy?"
" Why, I waà.justgoing ta go-but whrat dy'e want, Titmouse ?"

he enquired, iii a freezing maroner, not stiring from wiere le stood.

"Let me coine inside a minute," ihplored Titmnouse, feeling as
if his heart were really dropping out of him : and, in a most un-

gracious manner, Huckaback motionedI hlim in.

" Well," commenced Huckaback, with a chilling distrustflî

look.
" Why, Iluck, I kuoi you are a gooi natured chip-you

couldn't, just for a short tirm-e, lend me ten shill"-

"No, l'P m hanged if I can: and that's flat !" briskly interrupted

Huckaback, finding his worst suspicions confirmed.

Why, Hucky, wasn't you only yesterday paid your salary ?"

"Wall I-suppose I iras?--wiat then? You're a manstrous

cool band, Titmouse! I never il So I'm te lend to you, when

I'n starving myself !-I've received suchr a lot, haven't Il"

" I thought we'd always been friends, Hucky," said Titrmouse,

faintly; "and sa we shaüldn't inind helping aile another a bit!

Don't you remenber, I lent you half a crowi?"

"Half-a-crown !--and that's nine months ago !"

"Do, Hucky, do i I've positively not a sixpenêe in the iviole

world."
" Ha, lia! A pretty chap ta borrow i You can pay seowell ! By

George, Titnouse, you're a cool hand."
" If you won't lend me, I must starve."

" Go to my uncle's." [Titmoise groaned aloud.] " Well-and

why not? Wiat of thnt?" continued uckaback, sharply and

bitterly. "I dare say it wouldn't be the first tinte you've done

such a stick, no more titan me. I've been obligated ta do it. Why

shouldn't you? Ain't there that ring?"
" Oh, oh, that's just wiat Mrs. Squallop said last niglt."

" Whew I She's down on you, is sire i And you've the face ta

corne ta me 1 You-that's a-going tao besold up, come ta borrow1

thnat's good, any howr! A queer use that ta mrake of ao's friends;

it's a taking af tirent in, I say 1"
" Oh, I-uck, Huck, if you onîly knewr what a poor dvi"-

" Yes, thant's whrat I mas n-saying; bat it ain't poor devil's anc

lentis money te se easily, I warrant mue; thoughi you ain't suchr a

paoor devil---you're only sharnming I Where's your guard-chain,

your studis, your breast-pin, your ring, anrd aIl that. Sell 'em ! if

nat, any hew, pawvn 'm. Can't ont your cake and have it; fine

bac1<; mnust have empty bolly writhn us sert oh cbaps."

" If you'll only be se kindi as te lendi me ton shillings," cantinuedi

Titnmouse, in an imuploring tone, "lI'il hindi myself, by a saoemni

oath, te psy yen thre very first moment I get whrat's due te mue

from Dowlas & Co." Here hie was alimost choked by the suddei
recollectiri that he had almost certaiply.nothing to receive.

You've some property in the muon, too, thant's cominato you,

you know !" asaid Huckaback, with an insultin'g sneer.
I know what yoù're driving ut," èaid poor Titmouse; and lie

continued eagerly, "and if any thing should ver, cene üp. from

Messrs. Quiir'k, Gean"
"Yàuglfl Faughi Pish I Stuff!"'burst out Huckaback,,in a toie

of contenptQand disgust; "never thouglht thiere .ias any thing ln

it, and no4 knîow it I It's all in my eye, and all thaf "
"Oh, Hucky, Hucky ! Yau don't say su 1" groaned Titnouse,

bursting into tears; yo didn't always say so."

"lt's enough that 1 say it now, then ; will that do?" irnterruptd

Huckaback, irnpetirously.
"Oh, vhat is to become of ne ?" cried Titiiouse, with a face

full of anguish.
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How purely truc, how deeply,îrarmru
The irnly ibreathriled appeal may be,

Though adoration wcars no forni
Ii u1rraised iand, or bended -içe.

One spirit fills ail boundless space,
No limits to thie when or where ;

And little reeks the timne or place
That leads tie soul topraise and prayer.

Father above, Almnighty ene,
Cretor, is that worship vain

That hails eaci inountain as thy tlrone,

Atnd finds an universal faine ?
When shinling stars or spangled sod,

Cali forth devotion, who shall tiare

To, blame, or tell me that a God

WiU never deign to hcar sueh prayer?

Oh, Prayer is good, wIen many pour

Thejr voices in one solenn toie,

Conning their sacred lessons o'cr,

Or yielding ihanks for nercies siown.

'Tisgo'od to'sec the quièt train
Forget thrir worldly joy and care

W4d-iu~iorepoi and choral strain

Re-ech6in th hose of prayêr

But often have I stood to mark

The setting sun, and closing flower,

Wien silence and the gathering dark

Shed holy calrnness o'er the hour,

Lone on the hill my soul confess'd

More wrapt and burning homage thiere,

And served the Maker it addressed,

With stronger zeal, and closer praver.

When watching those welove and priza

T'f11ail of life and hope b fled;

When we have gazed on sigitless eyes,

And gentlystayed the fidling head-
Then what ca sooth the stricken heart,

What solace overcome despair,

What earthly breothing cau impart

Suc hîealing balm as lonely prayer ?
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When fears'and perils thicken fast,
And many dangers gather round;

When human aid is vain and past
No mortal refuge to befound.

Then can we firumly lean on H1leaven,
And gather strength te meet and beur

No matter where the storn bas driveni;

A saving anchor lies in prayer.

Oh, Lord I how beautiful the thought, -

IHow r erciful the blest decree,

That grace can e'er be found when sought,

And nougit shut out the soul from Thee.

The cell may cramp, the fetters gall,

The flame may scorch, the rack rnay tear,'

But torture.-stake-or prison wall

Can be endured with faith and prayer.

In desert wilds, in midnight gloon,
In grateful joy or trying pain,

In laughing youth or nigh the tomb,
Oh, when is prayer unheard or vain ?

The Infirlite, the King of kings
Will never heed the wien or wiere,

Ie'll ne'er reject a heart that brings

The offering of fervent prayer.
ELIZA Coor.


