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HardlyB»teamer that crosses the j|ea 

liât éàtrtea one traveller more.
For a little time, ont oa tne e iorelesa sea,

Than she counted when leaving the shore.
Blown far avny from his mate where she Bings, 

By the piti ess sea-bUnn i gal»,
IxHt, and ply.na his patient wings 

Till heart and courage fail;
Lost on the shoreless, unknown main.

Blinded with halt white spray,
Dazed with the endless, waring plain,

Scared by the lengthening way;
Lut on t'i*e sea. and no land insight;

Through the heavy and misty air 
Struggling on through the dark and the light 

To terror and mute despair;
Till on the horiz >n a cl judy speck 

Clears to the mast, Lika a tree,
Clear to the solid and groun 1-like deck,

And ha folio -vs it wearily.
And clings and crouches, a welcome guest,

An eager and tremulous bird.
With the green and olue on his neck and breast 

By his heart's hard panting stirred.
Then coma pity, and food and drink tc the brim. 

And sheller from wave and cold;
But the quick head droops, and the bright eyes 

dim.
And the story all is told !

Pitiful comfort, yet comfort still 
Not to drop in the hungry sea,

Heeling down out of the empty height 
To that terrible agony.

Bitter and ha-;l to be driven to roam 
Between the aea and sky,

To find a foot-hold and warmth and home,
And then -only to die !

Yet it was harder, God He knows.
Who c Junta the sparrows that fall,

For the birds that were lost when the wild 
winds rose,

When the sea and the sky were all;
When the sky bent down to infold the sea,

And the sea reached up to the sky.
And between them only the wind blew free. 

And never a ship went by!
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CHAPTER XVI.
A REFORMER DISAPPOINTED.

During the day or two which followed his 
interview with Tappelmine, Father Baguss 
was consumed with conflicting emotions. He 
could not deny that his offer to help Tappel
mine had taken an unpleasant load off of his 
own heart ; but it was equally certain that the 
contemplation of the possible results of the 
arrangement gave him a sense of oppression, 
which differed from the first in quality, but of 
which the quantity was far too great to be en
dured with comfort. To find a way of getting 
out of the whole matter was a suggestion 
which came frequently to the heart of the old 
man, and was not as rigidly excluded as it 
would have been from that of the reader; but 
fortunately for the honesty of Father Baguss, 
iiis ingenuity was ef the lowest order conceiv
able ; so he did as thousands of his betters have 
clone when unable, by any abandonment of self- 
respect, to avoid the inevitable ; he submitted, 
and groaned frequently to the Lord. Some
times these efforts before the Unseen increased 
the old man's lugubriousness; at other times, a 
aong came to his rescue, followed by a troop of 
its own kind; but so uncertain were his moods 
4 hat Mrs. Baguss, who never before had occa
sion to suppose that there was a tingle nerve 
in her husband's body, began to complain that 
she didn’t “ believe in this thing of lookin' out 
for othe ■ folks, if it makes you cranky with 
your own.*'

Tbe old man’s trouble increased on the third 
day, for Tappelmine dropped in and hinted 
vaguely that it was not too late to plant 
winter wheat. The old man went intoTappel- 
mine’d field with bis own team, and plowed ; 
he worked hid horses longer hours than he ever 
did on his own ground ; he lent an extra horse 
to work with Tappelmine’a own before a har
row ; he himself sowed the wheat, casting now 
plentifully, as he thought of what Tappelmine 
might owe him by harvest-time, and now 
scantily, as he thought of whar might be his 
own fate if the crop should be troubled with 
rust, or blight, or rain, or drought. And all the 
while, as he followed his horses, the old man 
kept uttering short petitions for Tappelmine 
and himself ; and all the while his soul was 
full of unspoken prayers for heavy rains or 
sudden cold, so that tbe work might be stop- 
p< d by the hand of Providence himself. But 
no such fortune befell the good old man : suca 
.<tn open fall had not been known since the set
tlement of Barton; even the Indian summer 
lasted, so long that the poet of the Barton Reg La
ter found opportunity to publish, in three suc
cessive weekly numbers, “ odes,” which could 
be read in the weather which suggested them. 
When a heavy rain at last put an end to field 
work, there were twenty-seven acres in wheat 
on the Tappelmine estate. Father Baguss ached 
in soul and body, but the wheat-field work 
was but tbe beginning of sorrow. The Tappel
mine lardei was bareness itself ; there was 
not a porker in the Tappelmine pen ; there was 
not even corn enough in the Tappelmine crib 
to feed the family horse, let alone to send to 
mill, and be ground into meal which the Tap- 
pelmines fortunately preferred to fine flour. 
Father Baguss sold the necessaries of life in 
small quantities Vo Ms neighbor, with the 
understanding that they were to be re- 
p£iu by the labor of Tappelmine. wh.0 was to 
get out material for barrel-staves and 
wheelwright’s spokes on the old man’s 
woodland; but, bv the time the wheat was 
planted, Tappelmine,-who, under the eye of 
Baguas, did more work in a month than he had 
done in the whole of the year which preceded, 
and who during the month had been pretty 
effectually kept from his accustomed stimulant, 
fell sick. Then the cup of misery which Father 
Baguss had put to his own lips wa$ full; as the 
old n an, in his homely way, explained 10 his 
own pastor, it didn't run over, and that was 
just the trouble; he had to drink it all. He 
sought for sympathy among his neighbors and 
acquaintances, but wtithoui much success ; the 
Barton postmaster expressed the sentiment 
of the townshie when he said that 
“ no one but a thick-headed blunderer 
like Baguss would attempt to reform a 
dead-ana-gone soaker like Tapplemine.” Be- 
aidcs, most of tne inhabitants wanted to see 
how tbe case was going to turn out. and all of 
them indis'inctively understood that the best 
point of view is always at a respectable dis
tance from the object to be looked at. The 
sorrowing philanthropist went to Crupp, 
Tom pie and Deacon Jones; but these three re
formers, knowing that Baguss could afford the 
loss.quietly agreed with each other that it would 
be indeed consolatoryto have a companion in ex
perience; so they made excuses and quoted 
figures in evidence, and Father Baguss went 
home with the settled < onviction that lie would 
have to look to Providence for his only assist 
once.

But while Providence was thus reforming 
Father Baguss, Tappelmine was growing 
steadily weaker, and tieguss found his causes 
of discomfort increased by a debate, which 
lasted long m his mind, whether it might not 
be better, for the sake of the drunkard’s 
family, to let Tappelmine die, and thfen lease 
the farm himself at a price which would sup
port the widow. While one phase of the case 
was present in his mind, he would suggest to 
the doctor that medicine didn’t seem to do any 
good—which was certainly true—and that he 
didn't believe it would pay to come so often ; 
when, on the contrary, conscience wools! argue 
for its own side, the old man wou.u have all 
three of the physicians visit Tappelmine in 
rapid succession. The doctors disagreed, as 
any one but Father Baguss would have known. 
Perry suggested electrical treatment, which 
would necessitate the purchase of a battery, no 
euch piece of mechanism having ever been seeh 
in the tow a except in a locked cabinet of 
the Barton High School. Dr. White out
lined a course of tretament which seemed 
reasonable to Father Baguss. but which, put 
into practice, did neither good nor harm; 
while Pykem arranged for certain inexpensive 
applications of water, with results which were 
in the main encouraging. But Tapplemine was 
unable to leave his bed for three months, and 
when he w -»s at ail fit to work, he could labor 
for but" two or three hours a day.

And so Father Baguss found himself brought 
down to the position of a man who was spending 
money without knowing what he was ts get for 
it. Such a position he had never occupied be
fore. and no one could wonder that he felt un
comfortable in it ; but the duration of the 
period was su.*h that the victim succumbed to 
the steady pressure of truths which, in their ab
stract form, would have been as ineffective 
against him as against an acute logician whose 
intellect had been trained by his pocket.

But Father Baguss was not the only instru
ment of the s si vat ion of Tappelmine. In ex
istence. but scarcely known of or recognized, 
there was a Mrs. Tappelmine. With face, hair, 
eyes, and garments of the same color, the color 
itself being neutral; small, thin, faied, incon
spicuous, poorly clad, bent with labors 
which had yielded no ret-ira. as (load to the 
world as saints strive to be, yet remaining in 
tne wor:d for the sake of those whom sh# Bad 
often wished out of it. Hire. Tapplemine de 
vyied herself to the wreck of what was once a 
hop*1» over w hich her eyes had been of a lustre 
which high-born maidens had envied, and a 
hope in wNoh he^ heart had throbbed with a 
joy which na4 seemed too great for life to 
hold. About the bedside of her husband she 
hovered day and nig^t* When she slept no 
one but herself knew, and she herself did not 
care. When Tappelmine ntattb his verbal 
agreement with Father Baguss. she had lis
tened with a joy whose earnestness was as 
nothing compared with her resolution. She 
had hurried away from the broken window to 
a corner where her dirty children were at 
quarrelsome play, and she had bestowed upon 
each of them a passionate caress which startled i 
even the little wretches themselves into vron- 
jdering s leu c. From that moment she watch
ed her hu-band’s every movement, ard i’ap- 
gelmine, like a true Pike—for the Pike, like the 
Transcendentalist, existed ages before he foum. 
his way into literature—Tappelmine subjected 
himself into his wife's dominion. He made

numberless excuses to go to som 5 place 
where liquor could be found ; she with 
the wisdom of the serpent, yet the gen
tleness of the dove, prevented kmi. As, 
through the course of her husband’s labors, 
under the eye of Bagusa, he bad grown more 
silent than ever, she had increased her exer
tions for his comfort ; when, ftn&Hyy the task 
was completed, and Tsjlfcg&iiine, with ihinner 
face and noHower eyes $1 *an ever, fell heavily 
upon his rude bed; and uttered-^almost 
screamed—the single W rd M Whiskey !" she 
was ou her knees r eside him in au instant.

4 Jerry, ’ she exclaimed^4 you've got the bet
ter of w hiskey "these late days.”

“Just a drop more-do keep mexmro drying,” 
gasped Tappelmine. 4 

“Don’t, JerryV’;&he 
you tight, so you fesn’t 

“Just a dropùhfor 
Tapplemine imploring!,

" U Jerry 1” repli 
children’s - *u

t S3 ke, Mariar estef

„ _ _$ wife, “ don’r —for the
-ke; they’re more to you than God 

is. I hope hell- fo rgi ye m 9 for fey in ’ It.”
“Only a single mohthfnl, Mariar," said i,Tap- 

pelmine. “to keep aintinV
“You're not sinkin’, old man—Jerry, dear; 

you’re giitin’ up. Keep up, Jerry."
“ I ll be all right, in a day or two. Mariar, if I 

only get a taste. You don’t want a sick man 
a-layin’ around, not fit to do for his young 
ones?"

“ You don’t need to, Jerry. I’ll do for 
em, if you’ll only—only make ’em proud of 
you.”

“ It’ll make me good for more to you, old 
woman—one single mouthful will,"said Tappel*

“ You’ve been better tome these three weeks 
than you ever was before, Jerry ; keep on 
bein’ so, won’t you ? It puts me in mind of old 
times—times when you used to laugh, an’ kiss 
me.”

“ 111 be that way again,” said Tappelmine,
“ if I only could pick up stren'th."

'* You're that way now, Jerry, if you only stay 
as you are.”

You’ll die, Mariar,” said the man, “if I don’t 1 
get out of this bed some way—you an’the young 
uns.”

“I’d be glad enough,” said the woman, “if 
you’d only stay, J erry.”

“An’ the boys an’ girls 1" queried Tappel
mine.

“ Would be better off alongsR e of me in the 
ground, rather than have Their dad go back
wards again,” said Mrs. Tappelmine. “ People 
turn up their noses at 'em now, Jerry.”

“ What aie you drivin' at, Mariar ?”
“ Why, Jerry, when the children go Tong the 

, roa-i—God knows I don’t let 'em do it often er 
than I can help—folks see ’em dirty, an’ v/eerin’ 
poor clothes, an’ not look-n’ over an’ above fed 
up, an’ they can’t help kind o’ twitchin’ up 
their faces at ’em ; once there was a time when 
I couldn’t have helped doin’ it to young ones 
lookin' that way.”

4 Curse people!” exclaimed Tapcelraine, 
“They do it to me, too,” continued the 

woman.
Tapplemine sprang up. and exclaimed 

fiercely,
“What for?"
44’Cause—’cause you’ve made ’em, I reckon, 

Jerry,” answered Mr 3. Tappelmine with some 
difficulty, occasi >ned by softie choking sobs 
which nearly 100k exclu ii vt^ossessiun of her. 
“ You know, Jerry, I don’i my it to complain— 
complainin’ never seems to bring one any good 
to a woman like me ; but—if you only knowed 
how folks look at me in—in stores, an’ every 
where else, you—wouldn’t blame me for not 
likin’it. I didn't ever do anything to bring it 
about, unless twas in marryin’ you, and 1 ain’t, 
sorry I did that ; but I wish I didn’t ever have 
to see anybody again, if your goin* to keep oa 
drinkin".”

The sick man fell back and was silent ; his 
wife threw herself beside him. crying.

“ Don’t get mad at me, Jerry ; God knows its 
the deadest truth.”

After a moment or two Tappelmine laid a 
hand on his wife’s cheek, where it had not 
been before for t wenty years ; once its touch 
had brought blushes ; now, tears hurried down 
to meet it, and yet Mrs. Tapplemine was hap
pier than when she had been a pretty Kentucky 
girl, twenty years before.

“Mariar.” said Tapplemine at last, “I've 
dragged you all down.”

“No, you haven’t, Jeiry,” asserted Mrs. 
Tappelmine, with a lie which she could not 
avoid.

Ifdyin’l! help you up again, I’m willin*,' 
continued Tappelmine.

The apartments in the Tappelmine mansion 
were so few That it was impossible for any
thing unusual to transpire without attracting 
the attention of the inmates ; so it followed 
that the children, beholding the actions 
of their parents, had gradually approached the 
bed with countenances who*» blankness 
was painfully eloquent to the sick man. Tap
pelmine looked at them and grew more miser
able of visage : he hid his face beside bis wif , 
groaned “No more whiskey if I die for it!" 
and jumped up and kissed each of his children, 
while Mrs. Tapplertiine sobbed aloud, and 
Father Baguss, who, coming over a few mo
ments before to talk business, had heard the 
simple word “whiskey,” anl had since been 
jealously lisrening under ihe window, sneaked 
away muttering to himself,

44 After all I’ve done for .him, Ican’t even say 
to myself that I saved him."

To bo Continued.
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dren of light, but they trade upon their 
simplicity. A rouge will often deny the 
existence of an honest man, to save his own 
credit, though well aware that he is 
lying ; but, wh- n he has found one, he will use 
h e honesty for his own purposes.

Kitty too was well aware that Jenny would 
have at once designated the writer of such a 
communication as dishonorable, mean, cruel, 
and a number of other perhaps not wholly 
inapplicable adjectives. The gift of the 
cas-off raiment, would have been especially 
offensive to her. Whereas Kitfy. in her 
humility, and her consideration for those 
committed to her trusr, was resolved not to 
take offence. even if it had been purposely

---- -m " offered to her. It was unnecessary upon Mrs.
ed. ^ Let me hold Cainpden’s tart to have been so energetic 

against any future application to her husband. 
Nothing, noth'ng would have henceforth in
du :ed her to ask help of Uncle George. If the 
worst came to-the worst, she would rather sell 
herself, as this woman was urging her to do, 
bo Richard Holt. It would be horrible, it would 
be shameful; but the humiliation could not be 
deeper, and the advanfage to others would be 
great and certain. If those two five-pound 
notes had been the wages of shame, she could 
hardly have regarded them with a more intense 
loathing : her fingers closed upon them fiercely, 
savagely ; she longed to tear them to pieces ; 
most of all, she craved to return them, with a 
few civil but cutting words. That money, she 
felt, was as much given to her out of charity— 
and that a charity which had no love in it—as 
the cast-off clothes which were to follow. She 
felt like a beggar (though she had never been 
one! who has been refused the alms he asked, 
and has had the crust of bread flung at him 
instead. If she could only have done without 
the crust, and have flung it back to the giver ! 
There was one way which would, she knew, 
have Jenny’s hearty concurrence, namely, 
that they should sell some article, of furni
ture in Bieabarrow, and pay the undertaker’s 
bill with the proceeds. But Kitty, always 
just, reflected that such a course would excite 
country gossip, and bring great discredit 
upon the squire, who was not answerable for 
his wife’s actions, and, indeed, hardly for his 
own. Another alternative was to borrow the 
money of Dr. Curzon. But they surely had 
had enough of borrowing—or rather of the 
attempt to borrow ; and, moreover, they 
already owed the doctor for many a pro
fessional visit. No; Kitty felt she must 
take these two five pound notes, and ae 
knowledge their receipt w.th words of thanks. 
She had retired to her own room to read the 
letter, directly she had recognized Mrs. Camp- 
den’s handwriting, àâid now she meant to de
stroy it before she saw Jenny ; so that she 
coold honestly say, ‘ I have it not," if her 
sister asked to read i-. But, hearing Jenny’s 
knock at the door, she thrust the letter with 
its inclosure into her pocket, and rose to meet 
her.

“ Well, Kitty, what news? I need scarcely 
ask, however; I can read it reflected in 
your flushed face. Fron-i a reason over which 
he has no control—if you can call Ms wife * a 
reason’—Mr. Campden cannot keëp his pro
mise.”

4 4 My dear J enny, you said you wouldn’t—”
441 said I wouldn’t interfere with what you 

resolved upon. I may surely flatter my own 
foresight by 4 spotting,’ as Jeff calls it, these 
good people beforehand. The squire is weak 
as water : ho would it he could, he says, but he 
can’t.”

“He says nothing of the kind, Jenny. The 
letter does not come from him at all. but from 
Mrs. Campden. She opened my note, it seekus, 
in his absesce.”

Jenny smiled.
44 What luck she must have thought it ! I 

can imagine her gloating over a letter meant 
for somebody else.”

44 O, Jenny!” cried Kitty, reprovingly. The 
thought crossed her mind : 44 What strange 
bitterness possesses my dear sister! Three 
months ago—nay, ten days since, while cur 
mother was yet alive—such sentiments would 
never have found harbor within her, far less 
expression.”

4*‘ Well,” continued Jenny, “ of course she will 
r.ri let her nushand lend us the money, 4 as a 
matter of princiDle.’”

“ It is something like that,” said Kittyv 
eluctantly. “She has sent us, however, ten 
pounds, which will, I hope, be sufficient.”

“I am glad it was no more,” said Jenny, 
“for two reasons; first, because it corroborates 
my view of her ; secondly—, But never mind 
‘secondly’ for the present. Well, what else 
did she say besides how fond she was of us,and 
liow it was ail for our own good? May I see 
the letter 7'

“ It is marked private aud confidential.’ 
“That was foolish of her, because I now know 

what it was about. You do not wish, I sup
pose, dear, to talk upon the subject !"

“ No, Jenny, because it would be of no 
use.”

‘ But you have not made up your mind!” 
cried Jenny, eagerly. “Before you do that 
I mud speak to you, darling; I must—I 
must !"

“No, dear; I h&ve made up my mind to 
nothing —except that we must take these ten 
pounds.”

‘ Was there no message from Mary—dear 
Mary, who used to hang about your neck so 
loving y but a few weeks agro?"

“ Well, no; nothing particular. She is going 
to send us some things that her mother thinks 
may be useful to us."

*• What things ?” cried Jenny, contemptuous
ly. “ A pot of marmalade; some shilling nov
els ; a vard of fl annel—such as they send to the 
hospitals."

44 There may be some flannel,” said Kitty, 
quietly.

“Oh. I see: old clothes that are too fine for 
the lady’s maid. We are in the first stage of 
our descent „ my dear ; they will send us next 
year old clothes that are not flue enough for 
her. For nay part, I always thought M$ry a 
humbug."

“Don’t say that-, Jenny; she is not strong, 
that is all. You might just as well say half the 
world are humbugs.”

“Half the world! I say nine hundred and 
ninrtymine hundredths of them are bo ! What 
saith the Scripture V~' One man out of a thou
sand have I known.’ There is Jeff, for ex 
ample; and there is the doctor. But 4 ene 
woman in a thousand I have not known.’ Or, 
at all events, she was not Mary Campden."

To this outburst Kitty replied nothing. 
and further questioning upon Jenny’s part 
was put a stop to by the entrance of Tony 
in a wild state of excitement. Something 
had come for him “ registered ” by the post ; he 
had met the postman in the village, and gone 
back to the office to sign for it ; and what did 
they think it was! They would never guess 
if they guessed forever ; it was a. watch and 
chain ; a beautiful gold watch ar-d chain 1 

44 Why, Tony, who could have sent it ?" cried 
Jenny, delighted at the lad’s delight; then the 
joy faded out of her face, and she looked at 
Kitty, whose cheeks had become crimson.

“Well, I don’t, know,” cried Tony. "I 
should have thought it was Jeff, only dear old 
J eff could never have—. The ipost-mark was 
Cornhill. too, and he said Mr. Holt’s office was 
close by Cornhill."

44 It came from Mr. Holt,” said Jenny ; “ I 
know his handwriting. vVc must send it back

“Send it back?” cried Tony, growing 
very red in his turn. “Why should I sent! 
it back ? I think it was very kind of him. 
He has always been very civil tome ; and every 
fellow has a watch who goes to Eton.”

“I don’t think we can send it back, Jenny,’ 
said Kitty, gravely. “It is sent to Tony, you

Now. Kitty, it is my bouuden duty to speak 
plainly to you. It is this very carelessness of 
other peoplep money that has brought your 
father to thjs pass. He gambled away first 
his own fortune, and then ypur mother’s ; and 
now he seems to expect to use the money of 
his friends as though it was his own. I have 
good reasons for sta ting that he proposed to 
draw upon my poor husband—while abroad— 
as on his own banker! You are doubtless 
shocked at this revelation ; yet, if you examine 
the matter, tne difference between your pre
sent application and thp-t most outrageous 
one is only in degree. Fifty pounds, 
a hundred p ;unds, two hundred pounds—so 
we go on when this terrible course has 
been once begun. You think, perhaps, 
my husband is made of money, and 
that it does not signify how much you ask.
The money, my dear girl, is nothing, indeed, 
compared wi ( h the sacrifice of principle that 
would be involved if it were given you, and 
to which 1 therefore, for one, would never 
consent. But even the money is something.
Mr. Campden is no doubt what some peo-
Ele would call a ri&h man; but rich people 

ave calls of which poor people have no con
ception ; he has his position in the country to 

keep up—an imperative duty—and a thou 
sand other sources of expense, which you 
would hardly understand should I enumerate 
them. Witii respect to the expenses of the 
funeral, I have made inquiries, and. consider
ing the simplicity with which it was conducted, 
in ace relance with your mother’s wish- and 
which does honor to her good sense—I find ten 
pounds will be ample, and 1 therefor e enclose 
that sum, I am eery glad to find that by fru
gality and care you will for the future be able 
to make both ends meet; always live within 
your income, dear Kitty, and then, whatever it 
may be, you may account yourself rich.

“I am sorry you did not accept my propo
sition with respect to the baby ; a home, 
however, will always await it at the lodge, 
should you alter what I must venture to call 
your ill-iudg/îd resolution.

“ And thiB brings me, Kitty, to another sub
ject, the importance of which must be my ex
cuse for once more breaking it to you. Do you 
know what you are doing, and 0 you know 
whom you are undoing, in rejecting the ad
vances of Mr. Holt? From him a loan of fifty 
pounds, or qf five hundred, could indeed be 
accepted with a good grace, an l wrould be 
advanced with something more than al
acrity. If ever there was an example of a 
girl’s 4 sinning her chances,’ you, Kilty, are 
surely now affording it. What excuse 
you can potsibly make to yourself for rejecting 
what I may almost call this gift of Providence,
I cannot imagine. You may have your rea
sons» , but they are most certainly mere per 
sonal ones, and you miist forgave me for add
ing, selfish ones. Do you reflect tnat it only 
rests with you to give to your little hoiiseho d 
a natural protector? (Atpresent, I do not see 
how it is possible for you to leave home even 
to go oui as a governess.) Some 
men — nay, most men — would hesitate 
to marry a penniless girl surrounded by in
cumbrances : hut this man is one in a 
thousand; a .d yet you treat him as if there 
was another such to be picked up any day and 
anywhere—:n Sanbeck, for example. How
ever, I have had my say.

“Mary sends you her best love ; she is mak 
ing up a little parcel of things which I hope 
will prove useful to you ; a dress or two that 
she nas outgrown, but which we think will 
just suit your figure; and when the spring 
comes OC; she will doubtless find other articles 
that you m4F make available.—Always your 
sincere friend and Well-wisher,

“Julia Campden.
P. S.—I think it will be better that ypu 

should treat this note as private and confiden 
tial. Pray, consult your own good sense before 
replying to the contents of it. Jenny has 
doubtless many g,?od points, but the state of 
her health must alone prevent her exercising a 
dispassionate judgment.”

This letter was a terrible blow, There 
was nothing in it to give ground fer abac 
lute quarrel : but Kitty felt that it Jiencc- 
fonh divided kar and hers from the River
side people, as by a great gulf. She even be
lieved that it had been written with that express 
object ; in which she probably did the writer 
wrong A more acute woman than Mrs.
Campden might, indeed, have expected to 
arouse some angry rejoinder, which would 
have given her a good excuse for breaking with 
ter needy kinsfolk altogetner ; but the mis
tress of Riverside saw nothing offensive in the 
letter she had composed. She meant to put 
her foot down with respect io any further 
attempt, upon her husband’s purse; and she 
used ttje opportunity without scruple of placing 
Kitty’s hopeless position before her, and 
of pointing oqt the one way of e-cape ; 
but she nad no intention of deliberate 
insult. She had, nevertheless, the saaraoity to 
understand that Jenny woula view her letter 
as such, and hence she marked it “private apd 
confidential ” Though she had not hesitated 
to break the eeal of a communica ion ad
dressed to another, ghe gave her correspon- _____________  __ _ __
dent credit for more delicate scruples—and only approachable by foctipassengersT In 
Look advantage of them. The children of fact, that is a circumstance which is a 
this world arç not only wiser than the chil- ground of boast to its residents, since it shows

“ Yes; that is so mean of him,” answered 
Jenny, stamping her little foot. “ He knew 
there would be a difficulty about returning 
it.”

“ It would be exceedinglg rude to return it 
just because you don’t like him,” said Tony, 
confidently. “If you did, you may depend on 
it he would never send me anything again. 
See here : when you touch this button, the 
back opens, and there are the wheels and 
things. My dear Kitty, what are jrou at? 
Jenny, Kitty is prying into my watch-works.’

And indeed, while endeavoring to be inter 
ested in Tony’s treasure, poor Kitty fiad not 
been able to restrain a tear. She laughed the 
matter off. however, in an hysterical sort of 
way, and, before the afternoon post went, had 
helped Tony with his letter ot thanks to the 
sender ; his tutor and literary adviser in ordi
nary, Jenny, having flatly refused to have any
thing to do with it.
.It gave Kitty a pang, we may be sure 

but, since the present was to be accepted, 
it was needful that it should be duly ac 
knowledged. rj?.at watch and its works cost 
her more than it cost the buyer; it haunt
ed her thoughts all that day, and even her 
•ireams at night. This is what she dreamed : 
She was in a room full of figures like those at 
Madame Tussaud’s, except that they moved 
by machinery. There was her dead mother 
looking at her with pitying eyes : and her lost 
father, with changed, remorseful face, his hair 
and clothes all wet These apd many others re
volved slowly round her at some distance, hut 
none approached her. She herself was borne 
slowly but irr esistibly forward to ward a figure 
with outstretched arms. It was Richard Ho t. 
His chest was bare, and, where his heart 
should have been, she g§w toothed wheels at 
work, all gold : just as she h*d seen in Tony’s 
watch, only larger. She heard them moving 
and clicking with a harsh, monotonous noise, 
louder and louder as she drew nigh. Then, 
as she came quite close, the arms—a picture 
she had seen in a 4 Histoiy of the Inquisi
tion ” at home no doqbt suggested this—sud
denly shot out knives and daggers, and were 
just about to enfold her, when, with a shrill 
scream, she awoke.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
AN AUTHOR AND HIS EDITOR.

About half-way between the Bank of Eng
land and Basinghall street—a position some
what typical of many of its tenants—lies Ab- 
dell Lane—a street so narrow, although the 
houses are but three-storied, thR in the 
sunniest days it is always dim and cool, 
except at noontide ; while throughout the 
winter and half the spring the inhabitants 
pursue their avocations solely by artificial 
light. Their callings are various, and 
in many cases would be difficult to explain to 
the public satisfaction ; and yet they have some 
right to be called respectable, since a rent of 
about two hundred pounds per annum ia paid 
per roo n. Off Abdell Lane lies Abdell Court, 
connected with the larger thoroughfare by a 
huge arch (itself honey-combsd by human tene
ments) through which theastonished passenger 
pomes upon a tree, a pump, and a paved yard, 
in w hich for hours at certain seasons the sun is 
distinctly visible. The rents are higher here 
than in the lane, although the place is

thaï the commercial element (in the shop-form) 
does not intrude itself. On the side of each 
door are painted, in black and white, the 
names of each occupant, as in Lincoln’s Inn 
and the Temple ; but there are no lawyers 
in Abdell Court. They are chiefly brokers, 
with a good sprinkling of that mysterious 
class of gentry called 44 financial agents,” Un
promising as the material soil appeared, the 
seed of many a goodly mercantile tree had 
been dropped in Abdell Court, to grow and 
grow, and to bear golden fruit ; also other 
trees, quite as promising, but which, never 
coming to maturity, were by many contume- 
liously termed “plants.” On the ground- 
floor of one of those bouses there si s. in 
what might be called, by contrast, with its 
congeners, quite a spacious apartment, a gen
tleman, wita whom we have made acquaint
ance under other circumstances. Black and 
gray are now his only wear, but the neat
ness aud completeness of Mr. Holt’s attire are 
almost, as remarkable as they were at River
side. Perhaps it is the effect of that sombre 
dress, but he certainly looks paler and older 
than when we saw him last ; the hair about 
his temples has thinned, and the lines about 
his mouth have deepened; if we did not know 
that his investments are always made^with 
sagacity, and have never given him cause to 
lose a wink of sleep, we should call his expres
sion careworn. He has an open ledger before 
him and a pen in his hand; yet he is not en
gaged in calculation. A letter, in a large, 
round, and rather sprawling hand, lies on the 
page beneath his eyes, and he is conning it at
tentively :

“Dear Mr. Holt"(itruns): “I cannot pay 
how much I am obliged to you for your beauti
ful present ; the watch ia much too handsome,
I am afraid for a boy like me, but I will try to 
take great care of it. I have just found out 
that it strikes the hour and the quarters. We 
have been in great trouble, as Jeff will have 
doubtless, told you ; but my sisters are pretty 
well in health, and beg to be remembered to 
you. I am, yours truly and obliged,

“ Anthony Dalton,
“P. S.—Please give my love to Jeff.”
Mr. Holt had read this somewhat bald epistle 

half a dozen times, and yet was as interested 
in it as ever. “ It is cleverly written,” he mut
tered to him--elf ; “but it is not all one piece.
* Much too ’“handsome,’ and 4 Will try to take 
great care* i-Jiat ia not the boy’s. I wonder 
which of the'girls helped him with it? 4 Jeff 
will have told you ;’ that is like Jenny’s touch. 
She pretends to believe that I only hear 
of their welfare through Derwent ; and 
then, again, ‘Give my love to Jeff* 
sounds like her sharp tongue; she writes 
that to annoy me. But then she would never 
have made him say that they begged to be re 
membered to me. I am sure that’s Kitty, dear, 
delicious, tender-hearted Kitty !” He heaved 
a deep sigh, and stroked his forehead with his 
hands.

“ How nearly I lost her !” he went on 
softly to himself. “ If things- had not gone 
just as they have, she would be by this time 
out of my reach. What a frightful risk did 
tnat madman rlake mo run ! He rose from 
his seat, and pulling down the window, al
though the day was bitter cold, stood facing 
the draught. “Two months, three months, 
four months, and not a scrap of news of the 
ship. All must surely be safe now. The very 
stars in their courses have fought for me. 
However,‘it is the very last boon that I will 
ever ask of Fortune; hereafter, I am inde
pendent of her. If I were bankrupt to-morrow, 
my books would be a model. There is not a 
flaw from first to last. If it had happened 
otherwise, I wonder if I could have weathered 
the storm ? With the world, perhaps; but 
with him, never. He would have been 
implacable, unmerciful. It would have been 
no wonder, poor devil ! And she—yes, she 
would have loathed me. I can under
stand now how it is that men, who cannot 
possess those they love, are driven to kill 
them ; as to killing themselves, that is the most 
natural thing in the world; and next to that 
yes, I can understand it.”

Besides the usual almanac in its frame, and 
one or two plans of estates, in the West Indies 
and elsewhere, there were several huge maps 
hung up in the room, to one of which he now 
directed his attention. This was a map of 
South America, showing a great deal of the 
ocean that lies between us and it, with the 
track of steamers marked out upon it. 
He had done so many a time before, and 
ne now again took his pen, and with the handle 
of it traced out the course. So engaged was he 
in this occupation, that he did not notice a 
knock at his ooor nor the entrance of a visitor, 
until his voice—a rich, unctnous, ard somewhat 
beastful voice—announced his presence.

“Holloa, Holt! how are you? Studying a 
sea-chart, eh ? That looks dangerous for some
body, since you are a ship-owner.”

“ Yes.” answered the other, coolly ; “ I was 
trying to fix upon the most convenient spot for 
scuttling aersfu”

44 Well, begad ! you looked as if you really 
were when you first caught sight of me. Soutn 
America, eh ? Brazil I suppose ? Mines, for a 
hundred !”

“You are always right as a rul», Dawkins; 
and since this particular case happens to be 
the exception, that proves it. My mind was 
not fixed on the lane at all, but on the sea. 
I was wondering vVîfèther, by any possibility, 
the Flamborough Head could be still above

44 I’ll bet you ten to one against it ; come, 
I’ll bet you twenty. You have not under
written her, have you?

44 Not I. I was not thinking ef the vessel at 
all, but of a poor felllow who sailed in her— 
John Dalton.”

“Oh, indeed! Friend of yours, I remember. 
Well, I shal: say nothing against him, then. 
But of all the overbearing, insolent fellows I 
ever met—wi hout a penny to bless himself, 
too—he was about the worst. By jingo ! you 
should have heard what he said to Lady Bee- 
vor, in my owp house, under my own roof. We 
all thought he wag off his head."

“ Yet he was a general favorite, aqd thought 
very agreeable,” observed Holt.

44 Agreeable ? Then I don’t know what it is 
to be agreeable.”

“ Possibly," said the other, dryly ; “ or per
haps you annoyed him. If Dalton was rubbed 
the wrong way, you saw sparks.”

“Sparks, begad! It was a general confla- 
gration. Laay Beevor has never forgiven my 
asking him to meet her. It would have been 
a liberty in Rothschild, but for a ruined man ! 
For it was after he was ruined in the Lara 
mine. Curiously enough, I came to talk to you 
about that very thing. You never had any
thing in it yourself, 1 believe?”

44 Why do you say that, my good sir, when 
you know I had?”

“ Well, well, don" ; snap my nose off. It wa3 
a piece of delicacy on my part, because I knew 
you plumed yourself on never being connecied 
with anything shady.”

44 Oh, 1 seel Why didn’t you say you were 
going to be ^elicate? I could scarcely come to 
that conclusion from analogy.’

“ I don’t know about analogy,” said Mr. Daw
kins, frankly. “I came here on business. There 
are people still enquiring about that mine, I

“Indeed! Do you want, to buy any shares? 
They are not quoted, but they can bo got cheap 
—except for the liability they entail.”

44 Weil, no; I don’t exactly want to buy any 
—myself. But do you know —here he drooped 
his voice to a whisper- 44 tieevor does not think 
so badly of them ?”

“So badly of them as what?" answered 
Holt, contemptuously, “If he thought well 
of them, why didn t he buy some of Dal
ton’s ? he had an opportunity, you tell me ; 
and Dalton, poor fellow, would have been 
only too glad to sell. You know what every
body else knows, I suppose, about the Lara?"

44 Yes ! but there’s that fellow Tobbit, the ex 
pert Mr, Holt made a sign for silence, and 
touched a hand-bell.

There entered a handsome young fellow from 
the next apartment, where, indeed, he could 
have been seen sitting at his desk, throughout 
this interview, through the glass door which 
communicated between the two rooms.

“Mr. Derwent, you can take an hour, if 
you please; I shall be here myself till about 
three."

“Thank you, sir.” The young man was 
about to leave the room when his eye #efi on 
Tony's letter ; the color came int > his face 
and lie hesitated, as though about to ask a 
question.

“ I had news of your friends in Sanbeck, 
by-the-by, this morning,” observed Holt care- 
hssiy; “tfiey dssirod to be remembered to 
you."

Jeff bowed, and passed into the inner room, 
from which another door communicated with 
the passage. Not until he was Been from the 
window crossing the court-yard did Mr. Daw
kins speak again.

“You have a new clerk, I see. Holt; he 
has an honest face ; but he is deuced young to 
be trusted.”

“Yes ; but I don’t trust him.”
44 Oh, I sec t Some relative, I suppose ? 

Gomes from tbe country, J think you have 
said?”

** I didn’t say so ; but he does.”
“ Do you think he heard me mention Dal

ton’s name?
44 Mo ; and, if he did, it would make no differ

ence. I only sent him out because I had no oc
casion for his services just now, and I know the 
lad pines for the open air. His life has been 
passed in it.”

44 That is very considerate of you, Where do 
yon think he is gone ? To Primrose Hill ?"

Some people have no resources in them
selves : Mr. Dawkins was not one of these. He 
could even laugh by himself—at a joke of his 
own making—and he did it now.

“ My dear Holt, what a deep card you are !" 
said he, admiringly. “It is a wise man who 
has a fool for his clerk.” Then he proceeded 
to business. It does not concern us to 
Know how these two gentlemen discussed 
the character of Mr. Tobbit, th) great 
mining expert, or to what conclusion they 
came ; lit it suffice to say that Mr. Dawkins de
parted from Abdeli convinced, despite the 
opinion of his millionaire friend, that specula
tion in Laras would be very unprofitable.

Let us rather follow tbe footsteps of Geoffrey 
Derwent dnriqg h r hour’s holiday. It was not 
the first by many tnat. hib employer had gjyen 
him during the wearisome days he hau passed 
in his new calling ; he had really shown the con
sideration to him which Mr. Dawkioa had sug
gested in irony, and had treated him 
with marked politeness at all times. 
Moreover, he had given him an in
sight into business affairs, for which Geof
frey was more grateful than for all else. It 
gave him hopes of making h s own way in 
tne worid, when be caine of age, and the slen
der fortune should acrue him of which Mr 
Campden was the trustee, !.. was even possi
ble, he thought, tnat the money might be ad
vanced to him by his goed-naturea guardian 
before that period. It is amazing how far a 
good introduction, backed by Merabis wits

That ladia a phenomenon. Aiitiquarianism is a 
passion wiih him, and yet how he talks! I 
wonder whether Chatterton talked like that ? 
He reminds me very much of Chatterton in 
some respects.”

CHAPTER XL.
TiiE EXODUS.

reflet ted, how could it have been otherwise, 
siuce Mr. Dalton had been (as he under
stood) in some measure connected with 
i. ; nay. still more, had not Mrs. Dal 
ton herseif recommended him to hi-i prev
ent employer! This fact alone had really 
given Jeif a certain respect for Mr. llolfe, 
which, as we have seen, he had been far from 
entertaining at Riverside ; aud, being very 
sensitive to kindness, this feeling would in any 
other case, under the SHiy^Jjircu.uetance-3, 
have grown to be regard; biitit is quite pos
sible to rCBpfect people without liking them— 
—indeed, it is almost as common as to like them 
without respecting them—and Jeff disliked his 
employer very cordially. He would work for 
him faithfully, and consult his interests »s 
though they were his own. But he could not 
return good-will for what he felt was only a 
pretense of it

Every act of civility of his employer he,in fact, 
more or less resented, since he was well aware 
that he was indebted for it to Kate Dalton. 
He knew that the other calculated upon his 
telling the truth concerning his life in Abdell 
Court, and was resolved that he should have 
nothing but good to tell. He was not even 
afraid of that pretty constant correspondence 
that he must have been aware went on 
between his ertemy Jenny and his young 
assistant. There was security in Jell's 
honesty equal to any guarantee that could be 
got with sign and seal in the neighborhood 
of Abdell Court. Holt had not been sorry that 
his one invitation to Jeff to dine with him at 
his club had been respectfully declined, upon 
the transparent pretense of a previous engage
ment: business relations ran comparatively easy 
even when folks are not en rapport wi:h one 
another, but social intercourse is more difficult 
to be maintained. Mr. Holt had never so much 
as inquired where Jeffs lodgings were, and 
Jeff was not likely to volunteer the informa
tion; they were two very small rooms in a 
suburb of Islington, which had been recom
mended to him, through Mrs. Dalton, by 
Mrs. Haywood. They were cheap and clean, 
and he would be able to see green fields from 
them when the spring came. In spite of his 
ardor for woik. and for “getting on," which 
was immense, he pined for tne country even in 
these winter days. But on the occasion of 
which we speak—his hour’s holiday -ho did not 
go, as was suggested, to Primrose Hill; he bent 
his steps to a spo1; which puts forth leaves at 
every season, Paternoster Row. What would 
Mr. Dawkins have thought of his friend’s sa
gacity had he guessed he employed a clerk who 
was not only a fool but an author? Yet 
so it must be since Jeff enters an establish
ment over which is written, 44 Office of the 
Smellfungus Magazineand, pasting through 
the outer apartment, which coarse minds 
would call a book-shop, knocks at a little door 
inscribed “ Editor's Room.” It is that knock 
which betrays him to us; any would-be contri
butor might have gone so far as to knock—but 
no: like that, Tbe knock of a would-be C3ntri 
butor, especially one of tender years, is a very 
modest one ; it sounds like that of a poor relation, 
or of a little child who cannot reach the knock
er except with the tips of his fingers. Now, 
Jeff’s summons, given sharply with the knob 
of his umbrella, was the knock of an accepted 
contributor, and something more : of a contri
butor who hasn't been paid 

He did not even wait £,for the answering 
“Come in,” but entered at once. “The City” 
—whose motto, like that of poor Dalton’s 
travelling companion, is 44 Push3'—had already 
done a great deal for Jeff. Besides, he was 
still in some respects that most audacious 
and irreverent tiling in Nature, a boy. 
We have at present only seen him in the 
society of ladies, or ol his natural guardian, 
or of hia employer; but with the world at 
large Mr. Geoffrey Derwent waa something 
more than at his ease. When lie suspected that 
any one was imposing upon him, he was in 
particular free-spoken to the verge of rudeness. 
He had not the modest and retiring manners 
which good and charitable people are accus
tomed to attribute to literary geniuses when 
discovered young.

It must bo owned that there was little in the 
sanctum into which Jeff thus impetuously in
truded to excite veneration. It was a little 
stuffy room, lit by a skylight, and boasting of 
no other furniture than a bookcase filled 
with volumes of the Smellfungus Magazine, 
a table, and two chairs ; but in one of 
these two chairs was a Being who ought 
to have commanded respect, for he was an 
editor. A small, plump man, of cheerful aspect, 
whiskerless and bild, he presented the appear
ance of one who had been endeavoring to get 
rid of all his hair for five and forty years, and 
had triumphanily succeeded. He so beamed 
with blandness and good-nature that it w as like 
being at Brighton, or standing in frontof one of 
Mr. Dyce’s pictures, to look at him ; you felt 
you wanted shade.

“How are you, Mr. Derwent? Delighted 
to see you,” said he, holding out a podgy 
hand, and pressing Jeff s with fervency. -4I 
have j list been correcting your proof, for next 
month’s number. I never saw so rapid an 
improvement in eo young a writer—it s mar
velous.”

“ Yes ; I thought that second one would fetch 
you myself,” said Jeff, coolly.

“ Fetch me? Oh, I see ! Well, the quaint
ness of î lie matter of course goes for some
thing. But, as I said to you before, I cannot 
but think that the mind which could grasp the 
salient points of so dry a theme—could so 
clothe dry bones with flesh and blood—might 
essay something original.

“The mind has done it,” observed Teff, 
dryly, producing a manuscript from his pocket.
'4 Here is a story of old tiipes : local coloring, 
archaeological details, spirit of chivalry ; in 
short, the whole boiling.”

44 The whole — Oh, I see ! You mean it is all 
redolent of antiquity. Found in a chest, I 
hope, as I suggested, with a few words of in
troduction to explain the circumstance. -Good ; 
and stated,I perceive, with great frankness and 
simplicity. You find it easy to be frank, Mr 
Derw'ent, I dare say?”

“My nature, Mr. Sanders,” observed Jeff, 
indifferently.

“Yes. Now, what astonishes me in jour 
writing is its objectiveness.”

“ Ah ! that astonishes myself,” said Jeff, 
with a little yawn.

There was a long pause.
“ Why, bless my soul,” said the editor, whose 

face was now invisible behind the manuscript, 
“ this is a satire !”

“ I should rather think it was," replied Jeff, 
“ and a deucedly good satire, too.”

“Eh?”—Mr. Sanders looked over the top of 
the manuscript at Jeff; the young gentleman's 
face was imperturbable; he was tapping his 
his right boot with his umbrella. “This is 
most extraordinary," murmured the editor.

“That is quite my idea of it,” observed the 
other. “I never wrote anything half so good 
before ”

“ I was not referring to the manuscript," re 
joined Mr. Sanders, blandly ; 44 that is good, 110 
doubt—in its way. But satires are scarcely 
quite the sort ot thing for the Smellfungus 
Magazine.”

441 didn’t mean it for the Smellfunguscried 
Jeff.

“Eh? what ?”
The editor looked up again, but Jeff was only 

tapping his other boot.
“ This is not for you. This is to go to some 

magazine that pays—Pray, don’t be angry, my 
dear sir ; I am quite aware that ycur maga
zine is insolvent—I mean that it pays its pro 
prietor.”

“Now, this is hard," said Mr. Sanders, look 
ing at his book-shelves for sympathy ; 4i for it 
was I who brought this young man out—correct 
me, if I am mistaken, Mr. Derwent, but 1 think 
I was the first—as editor ot the Smellfungus 
Magazine—

‘And proprietor," interrupted Jeff. “That 
s where the shoe pinches. The literary side of 

your character is perfection ; it is the financial 
side which is in fault. I have never seen the 
color of your money."

“ S ) young,” murmured Mr. Sanders, “and 
yet so grasping ; this is quite a revelation to 
me.”

44 Very good," said Jeff; “I shall make no 
extra charge on that account ; but I must 
have twenty pounds for the stopy."

“ Youth is sanguine,” observed Mr. Sanders „ 
44 and likewise full of high spirits. You must 
be joking."

But Jeff only looked in the fire, and repeated, 
44 Twenty pounds.”

“ Well, I’ll tell yoq what," said Mr. Sanders, 
clapping his knee, like a man who has resolved 
o do something regardless of expense—“ I’ll 

11 you what. In consideration of the two 
papers I have had for nothing, added to the 
cost of this stqry—for there must be no doubt 
for the future about the market value of such 
artioles—I wifi give you five pounds. But it 
must be understood that you give theS’?neZZ- 
fungus the refusal of your next work, and at 
the same proportionate price.”

“i’ll take the five pounds,” said Jeff, after 
a little pause, 4<on account. Or, look here; 
pay me ten pounds down, and you shall have 
tb* story,”

The deft celerity with which Mr. Sanders 
produced his check-book, filled in a check, and 
also a receipt upon stamped paper, was quite 
pleasant to see.

“ Short accounts make long friends,” said 
he, cheerfully. “ And now, my dear sir, that 
business is over, let me congratulate you on 
having permanently joined the staff of the 
Smellfungus. I see before you a great—or 
at least a considerable future. You have the 
art—a very rare one—o! making dry details 
palatable ; of putting fire into old-world facts. 
All you want are materials. You must come 
and dwell in ftp shadow ot the British Mu
seum."

4' I live at Islington;’* observed Jeff, sim
ply.

44 Then you must come by the ’bus to Blooms
bury. The British Museum has been be
queathed to you by the nation to furnish you 
with facte for the Smellfungus Magazine."

“Very good,” said Jeff. “I will accept the 
legacy."

“ It is wonderful to me how—out at Islington 
—you can hq-ve procured such materials as 
you haye done. However, the whole affair is 
remarkable; that at your time of life your taste 
should lead you to grasp these details of the 
past—’’
“So young, so grasping,* interrupted Jeff. 
Well, I must be off now. Ta-ta."
“Good-by, my young friend, good-by," said 

Mr. Sanders impressively. Then softly re
peated to himself ; “Ta-ta, He said Ta-ta

and a little money, will go in certain city 
callings which |(like the ham in the sand
wich) lie between the commercial and the 
official, and yet belong by rights to neither.
Notwitnstanding his speech to Mr. Dawkins.
Mr. Holt did put trust in Geoffrey, for he had 
found out that the young fellow cou o hold his 
tongue ; and. as he never confided to him any
thing d-soredkables it was fair to suppose that 
the business of Holland Company, tit «tigh ter- When an overwhelming grief befal's us. i- 
tain.y of an heterogeneous description, war, seems for u.e moment, even to the humblest 
bona fide and respectable. Indeed, as Jett: to dwarf all oiler va- s R id only ihe rich*

however, who van afford to indulge it. Wifi! 
the poor, the next day, or the da, alter, some 
miserable need pushes divine6T'»rrow from the 
stool, and comp Is attention. Even Kate Dal
ton, whosa sense of dut - was s > stron g, unu 
whose c nsciousiiess of responsibility so keen, 
ha 1, in tbe anguish of tier loss, underr «.ted tii • 
more sordid troubles that were awaiting her. 
The cold touch 1 f death had numbed her some
what to the meaner pain. l>uc though tli 
weight of sorrow stiii opores ed her sorely, she 
now began to feel the other burdens that pressed 
upon her. Lucy was gone, her wages paid to the last farthing, and her fare to town but 
without any present, such as her young miitress 
yearned to make her ; and her loss was felt 
but not in gain. One mouth the less to feed 
made but email difference in the household 
expenses, already reduced to the most eco 
noimcal figure. Do whet she could, Kitty 
found her little income did but just keep 
pace with her outgoings. And there were still 
some ovs'3. Dr. Uurzon’s bill—which must 
nave grown to be a pretry long one by »his 
time—nad not been sent in ; and K iity dared ' 
ivit ask for it. Yet it se med to her 
sacking, and almost sacrilegious, that what 
was duc for medical attendance on her poor 
mother iu those later weeks, as we 1 as on 
jenny, shouid not bo settled. The parcel of 
cast-off raiment had come from Riverside 
an^ KUty had humbly arrayed herself in one 
ot Mary adresses. It was nothing more, she 
had said to hvrsolf, than hundreds ot well
born and well-bred girls, who are not rich, 
are wont to do. “You will not be offended 
if I send you baby s pelisse, who has grown 
out. of all knowledge?” is a very usual thing 
for one mother to write to another who is her 
friend or relative, but happens not to be so 
neh nithïs world’s goods. It is us common 
as Dick sod clothes being “cu up" for his 
brother Jack. And it is the same or almost 
the same, with other garments. Yet somehow 
Kitty ie;t it. The change from complete 
equality with her cousin to this state of de
pendence,. obligation, subordination — there 
was no actual term for it—had been too sud
den for it to be accepted, as a matter of course.

Jenny, who had been reading about 44 doles ’ 
in her old books, used to speak of these gratu- 
nous garments as “the Riverside dole," and 
could not be persuaded to make use of them.

refer to the circular of Dun, Wiman & Co., 
as giving us the principal cause of these hard 
times, but I aai doubtful of it. If the 
trader was as sharply looked after as 
the farmer there would not be so 
many failures in business. The farmers 
do not get the benefit of the insolvency 
law. If he cannot pay his debts he will 
soon lose his farm. You think that a bet
tor system of farming would prevent this. 
JYdII, i>dmit that there are many slovenly 
farmers in Canada, but there are also a good 
many doing wliat they can in the way of 
improvement, and you must bear in mind 
that there are good and bad men in all 
classes of society. You speak as if the far
mer had enough to bread his family and 
some to spare, but I know some at present 
that are buying their flour, and corn also 
to feed their stock. I admit he has still his 
farm, but who gave him the money to pur
chase it ? Why, you will say he bought it, 
of course; and if he intends to make his 
living he must not stand at street 
corners and rub his hands, whist
ling for something to turn up. You 
say also that lie has cause for economy, 
prudence and thrift, but none for cemplaint 
and despondency. Why he kno ws nothing 
else but that and hard labor all his days, 
except a little solace that he gets from his 
weekly newspaper. You mention that better 
farming would have mitigated the evil, but I 
am doubtful of it. Perhaps some of these 
scientific men can give us the cause, for if 
the sun was dying out for the want of fuel 
it was not last summer there were signs of 
it ? I admit that underdraining is the sal
vation and foundation of all good farming, 
and none knows the good effects any better 
now than 1 do myself. But at the same time 
you must bear in mind that it is a work of 
considerable expense. At the present price 
of labor it would take about $25 per acre 
besides the digging, and every one is not 
able to undertake it. I have over a mile of 
underdrains myself, and will do more as soon 
as I can. So you sec, Mr. Editor, the farmer 
has just to get along the best way he can, 
something like Corporal Trim, Captain

_______ _ w ^ _ Shandy’s servant, that when a soldier gets
Some of the furniture from Cardigan Place 1 time to pray, he prays more heartily than a
,\v C°r.mt, Lacked in Peking; and, 44 When parson. In regard to farmers having moneymy clothes are worn out. Margate 1 ■ ■ • • • ........................c ., V
and I are going to set to werk at dress- 
makrng with that,’ slie said. “Mrs. Campden 
wi 1 like to see me in sackcloth, I know, ani it 
will no doubt be very becoming.”

neither Kitty’s meekness nor Jenny's 
mock humility availed thon m a financial 
point of view even though the former aff eted 
a distaste for butcher-meal—which was essen
tial for her delicate sister—and took to eating 
bread-and-cneese.

One afternoon Mrs. Campden drove over 
to the Nook, and found their little dining- 
table spread with one chop for Jenny, and 
the loaf ana cheese. Tony, as often happened 
now, had been asked to dine by the good doc-

' Cheese is very bad for you, Kitty," said 
she, takmg in the situation at a quick glance; 
omy1” * am y°u wih find it, false econ-

“It agrees with me very well, I thank 
you, saicl Kitty, with the nearest approach 
bitterness that her gentle nature had ever shown.

*’ ^e11- 1 am «la(1 of that; hut I think a 
good dinner would be an excellent thing for 
you. It you wifi come home with me to-lay 
—you and Jenny—1 will send vou back at night. 
Mary is away. at the tikipton’s, in Eaton Square 
as you know, but Mr. Campbell and I will do 
our best to make t ho evening pass agreeably.”

1 don t fixa to leave.baby for so many hours, thank you.’ said Kitty.
, ^ ery well ; then I won’t ask Jenny to come 

aione, because 1 know she hates to be separated form you.
“ Quite right,” said Jenny. “ I do.'
It was astonishing, as Mrs. Campden af

terward observed, l ow soon that girl had lost 
her manners. Some folks were always inde
pendent of mere position in that respect ; but 
Jenny was evidently the creature of eireum- 
stanccs. It was only her being in ill-health 
that had made people imagine her 10 have 
delica e susceptibilities, and so forth. Her 
good breeding had been in reality but sk.n- aeep

If Mrs. Campden, however, was savere on 
Jenny, she was very gracious to Kitty.

To be Continued.

out at interest and delaying to pay their 
store bills, 1 think the cases are few and far 
between. I know of some well-to-do farm
ers that would scorn to do a thing of that 
kind. How is it so many fires happen in 
towns and villages and so few among farm
ers, I answer, the farmer has no desire 
to rob the insurance companies, and as I al
ways pay for my papers and sent you an ex
tra subscription this year, and do not give 
my creditors the trouble of calling upon me 
for their money, but go and pay them, I con
sider that I am not such a bad specimen of 
mortality after all.

Yours respectfully,
Plympton, Feb. 5, 1877. Farmer.

F ABM, (j AUDEN AND HOME.
THE VOSTMi? POTATO CROP.

Potatoes are scarce and consequently high 
in price. Two causes operated last season 
to induce a scant yield. First, the ravages 
of the bug, only prevented by considerable 
trouble and vigilance, and hence leading 
planters to plant so much land as they 
could manage, and no more. Secondly, the 
dry weather during the latter part of the 
summer.

The high prices and ready sale now char
acteristic of the potato market will no doubt 
cause a larger area to be devoted to this 
crop the coining season. Besides this, tfiere 
is an impression that the bug nuisance is 
abating, and we believe this impression to 
be correct. Entomologists have been pre
dicting that as the parasites and other 
enemies of the potato bug multiplied, this 
insect visitation would be held more and 
more in chock. A good suggestion in re
gard to the potato crop of 1877 comes from 
Prof. McAfee, of the Iowa Agricultural Col
lege. It is that none but early varieties 
of potatoes be planted. This policy is in
tended to cut off the supply of food for the 
potato bug late in the summer. The Rural 
New Yorker thinks this an excellent sugges
tion, and remarks :

There are, at least, two broods of this in
sect in a season throughout the greater part 
of the Northern and Middle States, and in 
some favorable localities three. Now, if 
none but the earliest varieties of potatoes are 
planted, the tops will be ripe by the time 
the first brood of beetles have come to ma
turity. The second brood, not finding its 
favorite food in abundance, a large portion 
must perish, for, say from the first of Aug. 
until the following spring is rather too long 
a time for the mature insect to live, espe
cially if short of food. It is generally the 
second or last brood of the "season which 
hybernates, passing through the winter in 
safety ; but by cutting off the supply of food 
we may at least lessen the number which 
are to pass over to tfie following season.

To Prof. McAfee’s advice to plant only 
eqrly potatoes, we venture to add, plant 
these early. As a general rule, the earlier 
potatoes are planted the better is the yield. 
The sets are so long in germinating that 
they are protected 111 the soil for a time, and 
in this respect have the advantage over 
crops that break ground quickly. Potatoes 
are usually left to the last ; would it not be 
better to reverse this order of things? It is 
true, there are a variety ef crqpa all of which 
clamor for first attention ; but in this case 
the eradication of an insect pest is an object 
of prime importance, deserving every effort 
that can possibly be put forth.

EXCESSIVE CâllE OF SHEEP.

Man is proverbially prone to extremes, 
and while some farmers leave their tiocks 
exposed to the utmost inclemency of the 
weather, there are others who house them 
too closely. All animals thrive best with 
plenty of sunshine and fresh air, and it 
stands to reason that sheep must suffer if 
kept housed all or the greater part of the 
time. During fine, open weather in winter, 
they should run out daily, and if they can 
have the range of some old pasture so much 
the better. A little green herbage now and 
then, mixed with tJieir dry fodder, will 
help to preserve them in health and vigor.

It is supposed by many that British 
fiock-m&stc rs keep their sheep in a band- 
boxy, petted sort of style, but nothing can 
be more astray from the truth, for they are 
not put under any kind of shelter or cover 
except during the yeaning months, when 
the ewes are placed in a pen every night. 
Such as have safely lambed are turned into 
the fields without delay, and usually 
remain unprotected both" by night and 
by day. This climate being morp 
rigorous than that of Britain, somewhat 
more of precaution is doubtless necessary, 
but even here it is important to sec to it 
that sheep are not stinted of sunlight, fresh 
air and exercise. He is a sorry shepherd 
who leaves his flock with no shelter but a 
fence corner; yet the opposite extreme is 
also to be avoided. An open shed with a 
southern aspect, or access to a well-sheltered 
barnyard, will enable them to follow their 
instincts, and these will lead them to seek 
the open during the greater part of every 
winter day that is not absolutely stormy 
and inclement.

FAR REUS AND TRADE.

From the London Advertiser.
Sir,—In your issue of the 26th of January 

there is an article entitled “ The Depend
ence of Trade on Agriculture ” that is true 
in every sense of the word, but I ask is it 
acted upon, or does it get the attention that 
it deserves? Those engaged in commerce 
and education look upon farmers as hewers 
of wood and drawers of water. It is too 
mueh of a drudgery for their exalted ideas, 
forgetting at the same time that it is from 
the farmer that they derive the staff of life; 
also clothing and all other necessaries. The 
machanic, blacksmith and implement maker 
all look to the farmer for the sale of their 
wares. The farmer is not dependent on 
them for his living, but, sir, the growing 
evil amongst the youth of this country 
is to shirk hard labor and get into a nice 
comfortable office, and they arc not 
altogether to blame, for your professional 
teaohers make them believe that education 
is a cure for every wound and a balm for 
every pain. But to the point. The scarcity 
of money among the iarmers demands con1* 
sidération. In the first place, the public 
were led astray by believing the reports 
along the Grand Trunk and other railways 
creating a false impression till they got the 
bulk of what was to spare into the hands 
of the produce merchants. I told some of 
them in tl>e fall that the public were not 
aware of the calamity that befell the Prov
ince of Ontario, aud I believe the whole of 
North America. It was above any one’s con* 
trol. From the excessive heat, all kinds of 
grain were killed in the milk state. You

WHEN TO PKUNE FRUIT TREES.

Long experience shows that when it is 
desirable to produce a free growth of shoots 
and leaves, pruning should be done w'hen the 
trees are dormant, as in the winter season, 
or early in the spring, before the sap begins 
to flow. When fruit trees appear to grow 
too rapidly, and to produce too much wood, 
they may be pruned moderately in the sum
mer season, cutting away a portion of tho 
wood by degrees ; but a shoot growing in an 
improper place may be cut away at any
time. An experiment made by pruning 
apple trees every month in the year, for two 
seasons, showed that the wounds of the 
branches eut in February and March, at tho 
end of live years, when all had healed over, 
were found to be the least decayed under the 
healed surface. XV hen trees are pruned in 
winter, or I may say at any time, it is best 
to cover the wounds with a hot mixture of 
tar, and pulverized brick dust, or fine sand. 
A solution of shellac in alcohol, as thick as 
can easily he applied with a brush, is con
sidered by many as the best preparation that 
can be applied.

During the mild days of winter, orchards 
may be pruned—while little else can be done; 
but good judgment should be exercised in 
regard to selecting the branches to be cut 
away. It is ruinous to an orchard to cut 
an<l slash away cnc-third to one-half the 
limbs. All that should be done is to «five 
the trees a good shape, and only cut away 
such limbs as are plainly in excess of the 
natural requirements of the tree, to con
form to the extent of its roots. If we take 
aw ay too much of the top of a tree, it is like 
taking blood from a man—the more that is 
taken, the less vitality remains in him, 
therefore m pruning, only the few unsightly 
branches, and those improperly situated, 
should to cut away.—Cor. Rural New Yorker.

A. J. Rice states that T. J. Yeomans, of 
Walworth, a most successful fruit-grower, 
says that it will answer to keep orchards a 
part of the time in grass, if enough manure 
is used. After using all the stable manure 
he can make or buy, he purchases annually 
many tons of superphosphate, bone, ashes, 
plaster, etc. H, D. Adams, of Michigan, 
M. B. Bateman, of Ohio, J. C. Alilis, A <i. 
Newrton, A. U. Younglove, S. D. Willard" 
H. (jumby, A. G. Newton and J. Craiuè 
spoke in favor of cultivation and manuring, 
and against the common practice of farmers 
of starving orchards by taking anything but 
the fruit crop from the ground. <J. H. Dann 
said that the President of the Wyoming 
County Farmers’ Club, B. B. Conablc, has 
an enclosed orchard of one acre of old apple 
trees, very much injured when young hy 
being trimmed high, so that a 40-foot ladder 
is necessary for picking, which yields an 
annual income of from $300 to $1,000, more 
than any other ten acres of farm land in the 
neighborhood. He keeps trees clean from 
sprouts and dead bark, and the ground rich 
by top-dressing, and porous by occasional 
plowing and harrowing. No other crop is 
taken from the ground. The trees are too 
thick and ill-shaped.

Eucalyptus, the gum-tree of Australia, 
comprises a large number of species. The 
E. ylobulua attamed celebrity by mere acci
dent, for whatever merits it may have, they 
are shared in by many others, and perhaps 
to a greater extent. As regards growth, it 
is inferior in rapidity to E. eugenoidee. A 
plant of this growing in Algeria, which in 
1873 w-as but four inches high, is now 26 feet 
high and 12 inches in circumference three 
feet from the ground. Twelve feet a year 
almost equals the bamboo.
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