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** Paps,”’ Floy said, going up and taking one
haud down from his gray head. * Listen to e,
papn.  Wildet has brought news for you.”

Mr. Gay beld out his other band in a hewil-
dered way to receive the envelope My, Martyn
handed him, and read mcchanically : :

“Yours received. Al right.  Will act under
orders. Stokes & Rathboue,”

He read it twice before the meaning scemed
to wnkoe itself clear to his troubled Yrain.

¢ How was it dore 1" he xaid, nt Jast,

** This young man went all the wey astride
of a bieyele,” waid Aunt Cyn, *“an’ he come
back on a bicyele, too,” as if the return trip was
the climax of the muvellous.,

** Mr. Martyn, you have mude me your debtor
for Tife,” said Mr. Gay, rising slowly and giving
his hand to the young man he had once treated
%0 cavalierly.

“1 should think you did owe him concider-
able pratitude,” vemurked Aunt Cyn, with #m-
plusies *Tearin® over rocks und trees on one
of ther ticklish bieyeles, and comin’ back in the
deicd of night, teo,”

** But who told himto go t How did e know
I wanted to send the despatehr T 1 don't under-
stapd it at all”

WL this s the bongth aud broadih of 1,7
enid Auut Cyathia. ' Helen, »he thought «lie
could cateh the yourg man alore they startod to
row over the lake, "viuse one ¢f "o had just
left herup here. That was Ler hurry to
you write tie telegram, nnd when she ot it she
Jst tore down the Wil They'd got off in the
boat, but shie yelled at "emoant thi'y come back,
Then she give this one the despateh an’ he went
for tus bieyele wnd put. Hew he ever stavs on
itwhen stsa spinnin’ i more'n 1 knew, |
contdu’t stick on bl a miinute even "twas atanid-
1’ stock stiifl”

Mr. Gav repeated Lis thanks viere warmly,
but Bis ol anut was not satistied, ’

D was o a play woust,” she sadd, adidressing
the compiny genarally 1 i1 was the only one
fever went o, and there was s king o oan’
he Lol Jowoi that was with ss wuel ne Lis
L, for ot b bt 4t hubt countty wonld 3t
out of his hands, "Twas o kind of o fudry piece,
Weil, Le font the Jews) an the bank of ke,
amd o greas s, i doeked Lke o ocod, came
out of the watet awd gobbied up the precious
stosie, The King was jost erasy tien, an’ went
teavin’ toivdd dike L' bad akuock oo the bead.,
Sineby, o vasng wa, be Jutaped into thie ke
and tetenod npthe wil stuslicl it open, and
Banded the king the jewel. Gl vou the old

fellow Was pretty weid set np then, an’ hie was
as grateful as vou please, He just savs tu the
voung teBow, savs he, “Take anyihing vou want
m the el Kingdow an® weleome,' Now, then,
what d'ye "o B taok ¢ Why, the old man’s
danghter. A very niee youug lady she was, too,
 ker cheeRs hadn't alt been all paiuted cherry
wolor.” ’
The wppitcation of the parable was very pal-
pable.  Floy torsed as cherryered as the kine's
dasghter, wod Mo Martyn stepped to her ids
ot wan o his et to fodow the lacky fisher-
ks exmnple, . What Mro Gay wias about to
say cannot be told, Jor at this delicate juneture
the test of the party entered “the tent, Helen
Lolding npoher hand to shiade her eves trom the
fieree Jightef Mr Gay's mechanical tamyp,
2T excisimed Aunt Cyn, “where'd

My sakies ]
you @it that big duauond ring? Yeu gils Lboth
agreed to Jeave every mite of jewelry to howe.™

"My mother seut it to her, Mis Steel,” said
Arthur Maxwell, gravely, stepping  between
Helew and the light,

Aunpt Cynthia understood the sttnation in an
instant,

*UFhen, James,” she sald, “yon may jnst as
well give i first as last. Hee's Mo Maxwell
and Helen been striking up s bargain, 1 ain't
surprised w3t neither, an’ as the young people
has [\;ulml otl, you may as well let the others
Jine bauds and give 'ein your blessing, Now that
Providence scems to have took up the affair,
there’s po uxe in your fryivg o go wminst if,”

Floy's arms were arcutnd ter fithier’s nedk, us
the last words were spoken, hersoft cheek presss
edngainst hislace, ** 1 will do nothing o dis-
please you, paps,’ she whispered ¢ mdeed, |
dud not know Wilder was coming when 1 went
ou the juke”

Sentiment was not to be expected from Mr.
Liay, He glanced at Mro Maxwell, e had
drawn Helen to s side with an air of pro-
prictorship. He peatly  direngagei  the
citnging wrms from his neck and looked for a
wmonent into his danglter’s blushing face,

* You mny please yourselt, my daughter, and
that will please me”  Then turning to the old
tudy, ** T won't interture with Providence, Anut
Cyn.  Your remedy was worth the trial, Floy
has found her cure 1n the wools.”

Mus, M. C. Hrseervono,

Witntas Rowe was artested in a Western
tawn the other day for boating his wife with a hoe—
as 3 0 mun hadn’t & right to hoe his own Howe.

In searching for gold, much depends upon
whethor the right measures nre taken to find its
(ﬁuurtz can be retiod on ax servicenble, but pints will
wlwnystail.

Indulgent parents who allow their children to
ent heartily of highly sensoned T, tich pies,
cake, &e., will bave to use Hop Bitters to pre-
vent indigestion, sleepless nights, siekness, pain,
and, perhaps, death,  No family is safe withent
them in the Lhouse.

THE STREAM.

‘The fenthery touch of the south wind's wing
\}'nk_ed tojoy nstrenm that went murmuring,
Folding it ripples with glide and glunes
With motions of songin ity glowing dunce,
{l Inughed with light through its reeds and sedge.
] gfr the shuded flags on it trembling edye,

1e lily unveiled her virgin breast,
Tn adreatn of bliss, by its voice caressed ;
“n its margin were blooms of ¢very hue,
Bruve in the light of the morning dew ;
Clnspred by the sun and the soft sumner air
The wild-roge the depths of her beurt Inid bore :
['he stream, ador-luden, switt and freo
Bore ita mystic vong to the waiting sea.,

:l:hrmu:h the shivering air with ic
b pursiog winds, with a pitiless death,

Stole the bloom from the Buwers s theiv wingiod secds

Laid luw nt the roots of the conntless weeds,

Louf after leat, nudiday siter duy,

The wild-r ek mingled with comman clay

The nettles wed diurncly were strong and rank,

The woods of the hemloeks sunless and dank,

The reeds and the xedge that [nnghed in the light

Moaned with the hrewth of the eruel night :

The stream that wits touched by the sonth wiml’s

winy,

Fte seng sl Torgotin ity mnrmuarine,

Sl onwined sped t the walting oen,

And was Tostin §tx suree though swift and free

y breath

Hanrtnr Coxvigse,

OLD JODDRELL.

P OLD Stinlk,

t.

“Whete to, siv, in Soho U7 said the enbansn,

apening the litte trap Jdeor in the roof, and |

Looking dewn.

SGreck street, Noo 17, said Mr. Garrad, an
attist, shontitg upwards.

CBut be, wever miod  put usdown here, and
we'll walk the rest)" said his feiend Tolleaache,
Jerking buek the tront of the hanzowm.

*What's the fane cabbv, o Baker streer 17

Two shitlingng sie " The astute ¢ benan
put The matter dnterregaive’y atod tentatively.

STwa shillings ¢ sad Gaied, velwentiy
eighieon penes Vv driven it over und
over, A ulee horse thut of vours 5 goes so well,
-—ni string-halt abont kim”” Garrd, sssociate
of the Reval Academy, was ina sarcastie veln,
“Why oenoearth don’t yvou turn bim out to
grass i by tow fat for Louden work,”

The vobman shrugged his heavy coat up over
his shonbiers, el replicd playtully, —cabmen
Being strong o repartoe, —

*Lar, sir, why a cab is the very best pussery
sx was ever known for an old osg,”

*Oh, give hvn the two sinjlings far thar,
Garred,” satd Tolicruche,  laughing ;¢ for,
‘poi oy word, s eheap at the wond.”

The calapan gzoue, Mr. Garrod took the arm
of kis brother atist, snd walked towards the
grave square of Soho.

t is pleagant on an sutumn evening to leave
the roar of Oxford street, with its glittering
shops, its luminous fug, aud its interweaving
crowd, sl to plunge 1mmto the meditative din-
ness of adistrict ke Sobo, that has seen better
days, aud that strugdes hard against poverty,
that asserly, ina feeble, dingy way, its former
grandeur, and that can stlord to despise new,
more showy, and more popular neighborhioods.
No! a district where the Deke of Moumouth
once reveled, and where 8ir Clondesley Shavel
hild levées of stit! old adinirals, can satfer no
deragation from being slightly dull,

1 on attumn evenings stray dead leaves do
crawl and drag befote one on the pavement, and
draughty breezes run their ghostly harping fin-
gevs along the rails of the murky garden in the
square, who, | should like to know, has a right
to complain? People who want gayety can go
to Mayfair, where carriages roll, fat-legged foot-
men saunter, windows gleam and glitter, and
Italian music ovzes out from every chink. Soho
is for serious, quiet, thoughtful people, who are
really in earnest,

*¢ s twelve years now since you and 1 went
to work at old Brathwaite’s)" said Tollemache.
11 was three years, vou know, before I went to
[taly ; that's nine years ago, because 1 remems-
ber | went to ask Brattiwaite for introductions
to Gibson and Power, and 1 and Mairks went to-
getberand stayed supper with him.”

© 1 go now and then,' said Garrod, *“just to
keep up old acquaintance.  You'll find the old
boy just the same,-—black velvet cap, long black
Titian gown, square beard, solemn frown, great
thumb-ring, bad Italian, brag, Johusenianisms,
chutf,-—just the same, just the same jolly, clever,
vaie, nnfortunate, pretentions, delightful old
humbug that he used to be. But the old set are
goue,~—the old tamiiinr facex, Old Lush is dead,
Mis. Lush and Brown, and Baker, and Davis,
thoy're all gone,  Tollemache, it ismy beliel we
et very old! What's the time 7 've left my
watch behind,”

** Ten post seven.”

“ Good,  We shall be just in time to see the
fellows at the model. 1 like to see old Brarh-
waite go sbout from casel to easel with a word
here, a chatl there, a shrug or a hint ; it makes
me think of old times, when we used to paint
sha.dows in his way, with that fatal Indian red
and black.  Only just think of it, Tol: Indian
red shadows ; aud hew we believed in it, too;
rather, el V"’

“Lremember the day 1 first went to drw in
Greek street,  There was a sketeh of old Bl on
the staircase,—German students drinking at a
window, raising their glisses to an invisible

friend opposite @ yeckless, coarse thing ; but 1
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thonght it sublime, ‘Lot me only do some-
thing like that, and exhibit it at the Aecademy,
and I shall die happy,” I thought. I said it,
too, I remember, quite lowl; and turning to
pick up some charcoal and brown paper I'd
dropped in my enthusiasm, 1 looked around and
saw old B. smiling approval at me from the
hall.  Didn't T turn rose pink neithert By the
by, do you remember old Joddrell, that queer
old boy, half cracked about his rejections at the
Acndemy, who never missed the meodel, and al-
ways sat on the same stool ¥ He's dead years
ago, of course ¥

“Not he,” said Garrod; “ 1 bet you we'll
see him to-night, sure as you're alive, hard at it
as evers and just ss hopeful and fuil of venrer:-
tion for old 1B, e is an evergreen, He was
there last year, when 1 went the week before
sendingin,  He was full of a theory abeut glaz-
iug fresh shadows with a new brown obtained
frows opitun.  He asked after you, and he told
me, I remember, that Frith was overrated, aod
Millais was a man of promise, but hie would
never do anything., Old Joddrell has been,
they say, fourtecn years at come picture.”

CWell, T should hke to see old Joddrell
again : he use to hear Mark's chaff so gord.
natavedly. [ suppose he'tl master the stippling
in apother ten years, and get a picture hung in
unothier twenty.  Yet he had some falent, too,
the old codger, ina queer sort of way.

“Very queer — burnt sienna high lights.
Why wasnu't he a coaeh painter like his father 7
He was disinhrrited, yvou know, they used to
say, beeause he took no art.”

AW, T really like the man, Lecause b
adares ald B and old B, ought to be adened,
theugl he cannot either paint ordrare. Becides,
Plike to «ce a man kol on to one idea like a
ball-dog ; it does me more good to see that,
than to ser mere bumptious success, éapeeidly it
it 1 undeserved. Hadn't Jdoddredl o préty
uicee, that used to call for him ? She was quite
a child in our time.”

“Hat" said Garrad, “Yes, | think wos
child 3 peor lintde drudge, sha nsed to canry tir
obl frol'y paint-bex, ©oremember, 1 coguose
even the greatest duffur has some one who be-
lieves in him.”

*Ishall enjoy secing the obd place, Gatrod,
How we used to peg away at those stataes !
Hlang that  Laoccon’; how muay pains in the

back he hus given me ! And asior tuat ¢ Fight.
e Gladintor,’ I used to swear, vou know, his

muscies changed every time ookl at bim.”

S Here we e, sidd Garrod 5 *f new we shall
see the il shop agram.”

The two {riends had haited st the doar of a
gannt, black house in Grek street, o house
where Sir Thomas Lawrener hed once lived, a
ho s¢ over whose threshold samany of thie wise,
aud great, and beautiiul, and brave of a former
generation had passed.

1 feel,” saild Tollemache, *“like a boy who
has got a Christmas pareel, and won't cut the
strings for a mowment or two, just to increase the
pleasure of anticipation. [ am likea lover who
will not break the sesl of the lng-expected
tetter.  Garrod, come over to the otherside and
let us look at the old place from a new point of
perspective,”

Oh, eome along, old fellow V7 said the lecs
romantic Garrad, stteking his auburn beard.
**1 say, thisis better, old mar, than stewing at
the Langham, or at Mrs. Ben Solemon’s soirde,
ch? How fresh the air is to-night 17

The two friends stood in the quiet street look-
ing up at Number Scventeen, with the six dull
windows, end the door, as sombre and dark asif
it led to a family vault. Ouce it opened as if by
magic to the vie heavy knock of a youth, who
cartied a roll of paper and a tlat tin paint-box.

** There goes one of old B.’s tuture Kay heals,”
sald  Garrod sareastically, and witehing his
peaked beard spitefully ; ¢ another younyg bear
with all his troubles hefore him.” -

The two artists were about to cross the street
arm-in-arm, when the door at Numblerr Seven-
teen once more swang open, and a lady stepped
out,—na young lady in black, dressed with the
exquisite neatuess of a Frenchwoman, in such a
pet of o litle “*spoon™ bonnet, the purple
strings o) which flstiered playtolly in the air,
us she turped to shake a large, pale, bony hand,
Lelonging to a buwrly mau in a black velvet
sleeve, that cane atter her through the door.
way,

The young lady, in halt-mourning, with a
small portfoiio under her arm, tripped down the
three preat white steps leading from Number
Seventeen with a modest grace and softness
that quile bewitched the two unobserved spec.
tatars, who looking from the shadow into the
light, vould see without being themselves con.
spicueus,

“There's a chance for a bachelor,” sail
Garred wistfully ; but his companion did not
hesr him, for he was gazing intently at the
little slim form in black that was just turning
into the square,  ** OLd B, by gad, letting out
a lady pupil,” said Garrod, “Oid B, was always
peentiatly polite to ludy pupils, especially when
they were pretty.  1'H knoek.”

Duwn felt the kuocher, and incontinently the
dor opened.

There stoad a thick-set, bearded wman, rather
below the ordinary heigh, whe wore a tong black
velvet gown, that gave him the air of a magi-
cian in comfortable clreumstances ; & black
velvet cap crowned a broad square brow, an ar. !
tist's bold, clever eves, an actor’s rather coarse
nose, and & romewhat weak chin, Vanity, fun,
and sorrow had forght for possession of that
strongly marked face. fan a word, it was the face
of a restless, desultory, disappointed man, who

assumes an air of superiority to cover the defeats
of his ambition,

“What, Rosencrantz and Guildeustern! wel.
come to Denmark,’” he said, in a full and prmp-
ous yet kindly voice, worthy of an extrage-lian.
* What, Garrod and Tollemache, associates of
the Royal Academy, honoring our poor roof?
Well, my dear fellows, 1 am glad to see you once
more, if it is enly to cougratulate you. That
picture of yours, Garred, of ¢* Doctor .!:;hnson
doing Penance in the Market-Place,” heats
Wallis, it is to mauly and so tender. And your
¢ Dames in a Convent,”” Tollemache, very vi-
gorous and noble.  You'll both do preat thiugs.
Upon my word, 1 thought it was Miss Rote Jod-
drell come back for her brushes. I suppose you
met a charming young lady as you turncd the
corner, vh ) . o

The two young men replied in theaffirmative,
as they shook hands warmly with their old
master. Garrod Lalf shut his eyes, pulled his
peaked beard, anid elongated his naturally long
face. .

Tollemache's round ant fuller features lit-
terally beaned and shone with good-natur, and
his spetacles glittered in the light of the hall
lamp. Tollenache was not bandsome, but he
bt an exjressive, amiable face, and a good
manly fizare and bearing ; and, above ali, he
wis a gentleman, not - rely by ilescent, Lut by
sterling qualities, )

The hall they stooll in was a sort of marine
storerovtt of art. Dusty alto-reliefs hung on
the wall ; a inge smoky bird's-eye view of Kume
tapestiied the left-hand side, ¢asts of hand~ and
feer the other ; while over the deor stood a huge
heat of Minerva, that lonkel blandly down on
all the noviees who entered her temple to join
in her humanizing worship.  Iu the windew sl
rested a pobe of great-coats snd hats, and stucks
of portfelios and paiut-texes. o

Phrcugh & sort of dime-lit anteroom, full of
shelves shd presacs, a glimps: could be obtained
frew the ieng hall of the gallery, blocked up
with essels, where the students were workiig at
two tows of (reek stattes—casts as large us life
——on which two large gas-burners thed a glare
ot hglt,

“"T'he model is sitting up-stairs,” said Brath-
waile ; *foihorwise we are very full now, thank
you. No greal profit, as you knf w, but sull
Lread and cherse. | like to help in the work,
and uree the young fellows on.  1've been hard
at it tidl veu came st ‘¢ Kant's Critique of Pure
Peasen, —the oljective side of human cha.
ructer”

Garrod winced like a tired horse that fears the
whip, e romembered of old Brathwaite's me-
tapliysics.

| suppose we may go up and see ’thc- men at
wark,” he sid; 1 conciude they’re grinding
away as usual.” )

““Does the wheel of Isicn ever rest ¥ said
o1d Brathwuite grandly, waving his hand 1 the
directicn of the stairs, ** or the stone of 3isyphus
ever stand still 1 Ascend, honcred friends, and
let us visit the laboratory of genius. Thae go
the eascls ageini ) can assure you that those
voung fellows knock down at least sxxt_s"-'md'-
Torty easels every bles-ed night of their lives.”

The two artists smiled at cach other, and fol-
Jowed old Bratbwaite to the life schoel.  They
ascended a staircase hung with sketchies of
models in all sorts of costumes ; the very ceil-
ing was a mass of pictures.

Mr. Brathwaite paused before a large dark
picture on the stair-head, as full of figures as an
ant-hill full cf ants. . \ )

“There,” said he, ‘*is that; you've seen it
before, Garrod ; Tellemache hasn’t, 1 think.
Four thousand figures—* Last Judgment'; ex-
kibited before the queen, by Honorable Phipps
—highly delighted at ber Majesty’s approval ;
offered five hundred pounds for it by Jumsetjee
Jeejeebhoy—refused it, gentlemen. 1 intend to
leave that picture as a heirloom to the nation.

Ol game,” said Gurei's eyes, but his
tongue wss silent. Tollemache laughed and
coughed, rather too late to drown the squn’\l. .

< Whom have you sitting to-night, sir 1" said
(iatrod, using from habit the old term of re-.
spect. )

“ [Tolford and Ash,” replied Brathwaite
grandly, as he stopped torub a picture affection-
ately with his handkerchief. *¢1 have deter-
mined to spare no expense to push the boys on,
Bit of Etty, my dear old muster’s grand picture,
¢ Merey interceeding for the Vauguished.” 1f1
can only pay for the gas, and buy my bread and
cheese, that's all 1 want.  P'm a plain liver, :\‘ml
if 1 can get my copal, aud canvases, nnd stufl to
work, I'm happy.”

There was a buzz gs of a vast hive in foll
summer ; as they opeped the door of the live
school it grew into 4 Jouder noise of moving
feet, of whispers, of easels being adjnsted. Ahout
twenty young men of various ages were sitting
on small sharp square stools, or standing to
work. Behind a dark, railed-off space in the
COTNer near an empty fireplace stcod a high plat-

form covered wi h dusty red cloth and partly

‘framed with dusty red curtains. On this were

two robust men, stripped all but their waist.
bands, and standing in the attitude of the men
in Etty's great picture.

They were theatrical-looking fellows, with
dark longish hair. Asthey stoo: there grap-
pling with their museunlar arms and brawoy legs
shining in the rich glowing light, they furnished
no bad material for the painter.

“ Did you ever see such color ¥ said Garrod,
““ By George, what a biceps ! Did you ever see
such a trapezius, siri Glorious ; that beats [5t.
ty.”

“ Yes, that's better than my dear old o aster

(o ia it onits
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