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CA1HOLIC RECORD. E

JANUARY 5, 1889,

THE AUSTRALIAN DUKE;

OR,
THE NEW UTOPIA.

CHAPTER X1
CAPITULATION,

The next morning when we met at breakfast
¥lorence was silent and abstracted. She abstained
alike from provoking retort and audacious asser-
tion, aw « allowed Mr. Knowles to deal forth much
edifying talk without so much as a single contra-
dietion ; nay, more, wlmuﬂswuhl_ rallied her on her
unusual taciturnity, she could find nothing more
brilliant to say by way of answer than that it was
80 hot. i .

Plans for the day were brought under discussion,
including a visit to Exdale .(.'hur(_-h, Mr. Knowles
being desirons that the questions 1n debate about
the restoration should be settled on the spot. Mary
good-naturedly consented to accompany lu‘m, lful.
Florence pleaded a previous engagement. She was
pledged, she said, to escort Edward and the chil-
dren on a fishing cxpwlilinll, and shortly nfler
breakfast we saw them depart in the pony-chaise,
with a great array of baskets and fishing-rods,
Florence herself being the driver.

Oswald had challenged the duke and myself to a
ride over the property. There was much to ex-
amine and talk about—proposed improvements, the
repairing of farms and rebuilding of cottages, on all
which questions Grant was an authority, unfl dis-
played his accustomed clear head and knowledge
of business. It was late in the afternoon when we
returned from our ride, and on reaching the house,
we found that the fishing party haul'prcw:wh-«l us
only by a few minutes, and were in the act of
descending from the pony-chaise. )

“What a lather old Dobbin is in!” s:ml ()s\}y:.xl«].
“What have you been doing with him, ¥ lorry ?

“ Dobbin was naughty, and ran m\'uy,.’s;mAl.A\lur'\'.

“ He wouldn’t have run,” said Alexia, “if Aunt
Florry hadn’t given him the whip.” AP

“ Nanghty ponies deserve (‘Iw whip,” said ¥lor-
ence. “Now, be quick or you'll be lute for tea, and
1 shall get a scolding from the nursery authorities,
and the two little girls disappeared from the scene,
Edward remaining behind to witness the departure
of the horses for the stable, Before she turned into
the house, Florence patted the old pony kindly, and
made much of him. I looked at her, and 1 thought
she looked pale and agitated. 2

Grant drew Edward aside, “Tas :m_\'llnm:l»w'*x‘ny
wrong?” he said.  “Did old Dobbin really bolt?

“It was Florence made him,” said Edward.
“You see we came home over the downs, and
when we reached Baker's Bit (that's where the
road turns sharp off from the clifl’into the lane), a
white donkey came out from the bedge, :llulst:lrllgl
him, and hLe shied, and backed to the edge. So
Florence gave him a sharp cut, un«l‘h(* get off on a
gallop, and Lexy called it running away. ”‘f
pulled up when he came to the hill, and Florry
turned round, and said: ‘That was a close shave,
Edward; were you frightened? And 1 was a little,
vou know, but I told her I had said a ‘Hail Mary’
and an ‘ Angel of God,’ that we might not go over
the cliff; and we didn’t.”

“ 1 gee,” said Grant, and he said no more.

We all met in the drawing-room before dinner.

“How pale you look, Florence,” said Mary. k

“No wonder,” said Oswald. *“That very high-
mettled steed, Dobbin, is reported to have bolted
with her.” .

“Qh, it was only the children’s nonsense,” said
Florence. “Dobbin gave a stretcl, or two just after
we passed the Baker's Bit, and Alexia liked {0 call
it running away. By-the-by, Charley, 1 wonder
vou don’t get posts or something put up there; the
road goes amazingly near the edge of the clifl.”

“Of course it does,” said Oswald.  “That’s where
the baker's cart went down, horge and all, so, at
least, says the Exdale tradition.”

“Well, I think yon ought to prevent the butcher
from following him,” said Florence; and there the
matter dropped.

Guests arrived, and we went to dinner.  Florence
had for her next door neighbor an old gentleman
who appeared to be prosy,; but she gave him her
undivided attention, or seemed to do so. Tor all
conversational purposes, however, she was’ extin-
gnished, and T was left to speculate whether this
resnlt was due to the achievements of the duke or
of Dobbin,

During the rest of the evening, Grant had to re-
ceive and return the attentions of the company
invited to meet him.  But he was one who never
forgot, and he watched his opportunity. At a con-
venient moment, when the buzz was general, he
found means to approach Florry, and address her
without observation. Engaged at a chess-table
within ear-shot, I was able, while considering the
next move of my queen, to catch their dialogue.

“Am I right,” said Grant, “in supposing that the
drive to-day, by Baker's Bit, was not altogether
pleasant?”

She looked at him, “IHaslEdward told me?” she
said; then, after a moment, “1 don’t want Mary to
hear abont it; but the pony backed; it's a horrid
place, we were all but falling.”

“Was there really danger?” he inquired.

“Yes,” she repligd; “the left wheel must have
over; I don’t know how much Edward saw, but 1
could see clear down the cliff; two hundred feet to
the bottom.”

“A terrible moment,” said the duke. “I have
knownsuch in my life; they condense into a second
the sensations of years.”

“They do, indeed,” said Ilorence, “and they
clear away many clouds.” Then she was silent,
but it was a silence that seemed to indicate that
there was something more she half desired to say.
Grant did not hurry her; he held his tongue, and
gave her time to gather up her courage ; and at last
she found her voice, but 1t was a very husky one.
“1 remembered your words; 1 shall never forget
them. It is all confusion now, but they will lead
me somewhiere, I don’t yet know where.  Only this
I want to say: When I locked down that precipice
I felt that He was my Master.”

“ And Ithink that is check-mate,” said my adver-
gary, & mild young person, astonished at his own
but in trath, my soul had been rather in
my ears than my eyes, and in my joy at Florry's
capitulation 1 lost my queen and m me.

“It's all right,” I said; “some losses are a real
victory.”

e stared, as well he might; and T daresay it
wag next day reported in Exdale that Mrs, Oswald’s
brother was more than a little eccentric,

“You will let me give you your revenge,” he said,
replacing the pieces, whilst I continued to play the
eaves-dropper: but there was little more to hear;
only the Duke's parting words.  “ Well, that’s all as
it should be; and if you remember my words, don't
forget little Edward’s)”

“Jlow 80"

“ At the edge of the precipice hie prayed, and you
were saved; it was a lesson.”

“Yes, ves,” said Florence. “1 know what you
mean; I thought of it when he told me.”

And so the conversation ended.

The next morning we left Exdale for a week at
Glenleven. Edward was left behind, Florence
pledging herself that he should come to no harm,
and the riding and fishing should not altogether
hanish the Latin Grammar., Grant was silent for
a while as we drove away ; at last he said:

“You were right about that poor child, and I was
wrong. Oneisalways wrong in judging that people
have no hearts. Everyone has one, only they can’t
always find it.”

SNCCeSS *

«1 guspect Florry found her's at the edge of |

Baker's Bit.”  Isaid.

Mary. [ Ve
for a fortnight.

tar above the average.
lhuu;;h."

We must get them tosay a lot of rosaries for her a
Glenleven.”

CHAPTER XIL

GLENLEVEN,

his Christian colony.

Southern Channel. It was a lonely, unenclosed

ness.

ness of the mountain air and the solitude.

"

ancient tone to the erections. Leven did not fail
to point out to me, as we passed, the g‘(‘nxlly struc-
ture, from which swung the sign of “the Lc\'.un
Arms,” the tavern, that is, where, as he said,
“ Nuthing and nobody was livengml to be drunk on
the premises.” A little out of the village, in a
charming spot, fenced about by ln-‘-vh-\'\'nm]s, and
looking down the valley, was the duke’s house, a
modest little cottage attached to a m;m]l farm-
house, containing six rooms, to which it was his
custom to retire when he wanted rest and solitude.
He entered it with the glee of a man who finds
himself at home. Two sitting-rooms, and a couple
of bed-rooms, with one for his attendant. That was
all. The furniture was plain and golid, the bed-
rooms having the rural look of cottage neatness and
poverty. Of the sitting-rooms, one was a dining
parlor, the other his private study; it looked into a
little garden, where grew some common flowers,
stocks and wall-flowers, and roses, and huge lx.cdls
of mignonette, “my mother’s favorite flowers,” as
he said, the perfume fromawhich was borne through
the open window. I looked around; on the wall
were one or two prints of devotion, in plain black
framies, a book-case tolerably well-filled, and gome
plain, old-fashioned furniture. “Now this is a Par-
adise, old fellow,” said Leven; “we'll have dinner
first (no I'rench cookery, you'll remember), and
then go down to the monastery.” ’
1 shared his happiness ; to have him here in this
corner of this world, away from his letters and his
cares, in the free, fragrant air of the mountains; it
was inexpressibly delightful; and no French
cookery was ever done justice to as was that first
homely little dinner in Glenleven Hermitage.

We rose from table, and sailed forth on our road
to the monastery. He led the way through the
little garden, and we had not taken two steps when
we came in view of the majestic pile through ai

valley.
leven, of granite, and seemed extensive; but what
struck me most was the vast size of the Abbey
Church, and its roof of loftiest proportions.

monks were their own architects.
word as to si
their own de
monks require.”

I put in my

its fittings. In a minute or two the door opened
Leven knelt for a blessing, and whom I guessed tc
pressive countenance beamed with pleasure, as he

Werner.

ions, and imagination helped impressions whicl

talking, they told us that vespers were about to be
sung, and conducted us to the church,
As 1 entered, 1 was transfixed.

for the wonderful religiousness of that stately
severity.

with oaken stalls.

shadow.

and choir.

one to which my whole nature seemed responsive.

ancient mother.
heart to the ear!

listened !
it ceased 1 found I had been weeping.

But it ceased at last, and then Leven touched me
and bade me look at the figures in niches whicl
adorned the choir above the stalls of the religious

blood, who sang beneath them.
own,” he said, “the English saints, Oswald anc

and our bishops, St. Augustine and St. Ethelwold
and the good Odo, St. Dunstan, and the two St
Thomases; the dear ola St. Richard, of Chichester
and English Benedictines, too, St. Bede, St. Bene

lel.-ﬁ(. Aldhelm, and S8t. Wolstan !

England cares now to think of them 1”

work of the Glenleven workshops.

“This northern trausept,” he said, “contains
treasure, the shrine of an English saint, the brav
Saxon king whose remains lay for many centurie
in a ruined abbey of the county.
for money (the ruin, I mean), so I bought it. W
disinterred the sacred relies, and brought ther
here, and now they rest there over the altar.”

sopthern transept.  “To whom is this chapel ded
cated?” T whispered. *“To 8t. John, the tituiar «
the Church, and my own dear father's patron;

two altar tombs, on which reposed carved figures
with hands clasped in prayer, and I guessed it all

in a minute.

: ! THE

ce only needs the faith to rise | joined upon the breast. The tomb itself displayed
belief is that Floren h‘hz R b0od way off yet,

“ Yes,” said Grant; “but she is in the right way.

i ) . TR
A drive of eighteen miles l.»ruught us to the ou
skirts of the moors among which Leven had plx_mtcd
¥'rom that semi-mountiinous
district, topped with granite peaks, and girded l»)l'
its forests, more than one river took its rise, anc
found its way through plains and valleys to the

uninhabited district, sufficiently far r(-.mo\'ed.irnm
cities and the hum of men to savor of the wilder-
How beautiful 1 felt it! and how my com-
panion seemed to revel in the freedom and fresh-

At an
opening of the hills we came rather suddenly on
the village, formed of well-built cottages, not boast-
ing of what Leven would once hu.ve called the intol-
erable affectation of Oakham picturesqueness, but
still pleasant to the eye, and as he was careful to
inform me, rejoicing in good ventilation and drain-
age. The hovses and the walls were all built of
granite; it was the cheapest mul(;rlul because gluse
at hand, and it gave a grand, golid, and somewhat

opening in the trees, and as we stood to gaze at it,
the deep tone or its chiming bells came up from the
1t was built, like everything else at Glen-

“ Aye, vou'll see all about that presently,” said
Leven.  “T'll just tell you, to begin with, that the

», and 8o on, but the grandeur is in
¢n; monks should best know what

\Ve reached the gates, and ringing at the door,
were ushered by a lay brother into the guest-room,
which looked monastic enough in the severity of

and two black-robed figures entered ; one, to whom
be the abbot, and another young man, whose ex-
greeted his friend ; 1 did not need to be told it was
I had never before been in the company of relig-

under any circumstances wouid have been power-
ful. The abbot, like most of the community, was
German, and after a few minutes of pleasant, easy

I had been pre-
pared for vastness, but not for such as this; nor yet

A cruciform building; the two transepts
forming separate chapels under the two great
towers, a«nave supported on enormous granite
pillars, and beyond, a choir for the monks, separ-
ated from the nave by a light low screen, and fitted
Above rose arch upon arch,
catching the evening rays, and seeming to roar
away into amazing heights of flickering light and
Presently there entered the long line of
black-robed monks; the stalls were filled, and after
a minute or two of silence, one clear voice began
the office; and then an anthem was entoned, and
then burst forth the full joyous harmony of organ

What sonnds those were to which, for the first
time, I listened, awaking in me a new sense, yet

t was the voice of the Church, the voice of the
How the music yielded to the
words and became their interpreter, translating
their sense from the ear to the heart, and from the
How impossible it was to asso-
ciate the memories of the world, or the pleading of | leg which daugled fantsstically over the back of a
flesh and blood, to any of those tones to which I
It only lasted too short a time, and when

Somwe were kings, some were bishops, some hooded
monks, in stone, habited like those of flesh and
“Adevotion of my

Edmund, and the two Edwards, kings of our race

What a galaxy
nts, and what saints they were, yet who in

We walked around the choir to the Lady Chapel,
rich in marbles, and delicately ornamented; then
passing back, the duke pointed out to me the two
transepts, divided off by gilded gates, the metal-

It was to be had

We knelt and prayed before the shrine of the
glorious martyr, and then rising, we passed to the

land then I perceived that this chapel contained

The church was the mausoleum of his parents, and
it was here he had laid them to rest, when he had
“Yes, and she was a brave girl, too, to, hold her | caused the remains of those he had loved so dearly
tongue about that adventure for fear of frightening  to be sent back to their native country.
Most women would have jabbered about it not speak, for he saw that 1 understood it.
| went up to the tombs; one clad in ducal robes, with
«The daughters of Eve do not certainly owe you his feet resting on his good dog, his grave, manly
much in the way of compliment,” I said; “but my ' features carved with exquisite care, and the hands

He did

no carving beyond the quatrefoiled panels, and at
one end the family arms; but a brass fillet ran
round the upper surface, engraved with these words
t | in old English character: “If they had been mind-
ful of the country whence they came out, they had,
doubtless, the time to return; but now they desire
a better, that is, a heavenly one. Therefore, God is
not ashamed to be called their God, for He hath
prepared for them a city.” (Heb. xi. 15-16.)

I passed to the other tomb, and thought T recng-
nized in the sweet, matronly features ol her whose
effigy reposed there, a likeness to my friend; then
1 read the inscription which bade me pray for the
soul of John William, Marquis of Carstairs, and his
wife, Eleanor; and kneeling together, Leven and 1
goftly recited a De Profundis. As we arose from
our knees, 1 observed a brass plate let into the floor
in front of the two monuments. “My own resting-
place,” said Leven, a& I pointed to it. “Some day,
perhaps not very far ofl, I shall be lying here at
their feet,”

We left the church, but his last words struck to
my heart, and 1 looked at him earnestly. ‘““All
right, old fellow,” he said, “don’t spin cobwebs out
of what I said just now. 1 meant nothing in par-
ticular.”

“] sometimes fancy it is not all right,” I replied.
“You wear yourself out with many cares, and too
little recreation.”

“Well, this is recreation, anyhow,” he said ; “just
look at the light behind those granite peaks! Let's
go down to the river, it's just the hour for the
otters.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

AN EPISCOPAL F1X.

A certain worthy prelate, who was the Bishop of
X, aud gioried o 1he famillar patronymic of
Smith, came up to London during Christmas week
to meet his wife snd daughter, who had been stay-
ing in the South of Fravce. It was an act of de-

voticn on bis part, for he very rarely viited the
metropolis, aud had not quitted his diocese for
yearr, He was a quiet, mild, ipoffensive cld
geuntieman, of studious babite and retiring dfeposi-

ticn, The ouly fault which his evemies conld fiad

o him was a decided tendency to penuroueness,
aud this was probably the rcason wby, having to
spend a night in town, he elected to seek a bed at
at the bouse of a clerical friend, instead of locating
bimeelf comfortably in tbe palatial hotel annexed
to the ratlway station st which he alighted,

He baa only diecovered at the last momen! that
be must reach Lordon the day before his wife's
anival In order o be in time to meot her the nexi
mornivg, aud, coneequently, be had omitted to
bespeak bis frlend’s hospiiality, He therefore,
took the precaution to leave bis portmantean at
the cloak room of tke staticn, in case this unex-
pected vislt might prove inopportune. He started
off on foot, lutendirg to avall bimeelf of an econom-
icel cupibus, As he walked aleng he puesed the
ortals of 8 modest Turkish bath estabishment.
Now a Turki:h bath was a luxury which the bisbop
cceaslopally permlttcd bimself, and feellvg gelmy
aud fatigued efter his journey, it occurred to him
that he might do wcree then iavigorate himself in
this fasblon. Ho hesitated a moment as be glanced
at the unpretentions exterior of the bailding, but
it lcoked clean, and the pxice, eo conspleuously
exhiblted, commended iteelf to his frugal miod.
He reflected that bis episcopal garb, beirg almoet
eutirely concealed by a long grey coat, would
probably eecape cbeervation ; besldes which he was
bardly likely to meet any acquaintance in such an
out-of the-way lccality., He thercfore yielded to
bis fuclination, snd was shortly afterwards dieport

frg bimeelf with eerene epjoyment in an atmos

phere suggestive of an overbeated oven,

) When the bishop returned to the outer room to
resume bls habiliments, he found that the individ

' | ual who had occupled the oppesite couch had dis

appeered, having bim in sole pozees:ion of a emall
compartment, It may be explained that the apart-
ment was pertitioned off 1ato balf-a.dozem open
recesees Jike miniature horse boxes, with accommo-
dation for two perscms in each, There were three
of these compartments on efther s'de  f the room,
with & paessge runniog down the centre. The
bishop was rather relleved to find that bis com-
, | panicn bad left bim to himself, becanze he could
enjoy without comstraint a qulet siesta and a
leisurely toilet, Attired in a light but eccentric
costume of bathirg towels, the bishop repcsed for
s | balf au hour or #o on a couch with balf closed eyes,
in a tenign frame of micd, and then, with a great
effort, ha bestiired himseif to dress.

When he came to look for his clothes, however,
he discovered that the garments which lay huddled
in & heap close to his band did not belorg to him.
In bis dreamy etate the revelation dawned upon
him imperceptibly, and ouly caused bim mild
vexation, He concluded that he had come into the
wrong compartment and bad been reposing on the
couch of some other bather, With some trepida.
tion he lesued forth into the passsge, peering into
the adjoinirg boxes, but without result, The upahot
was that he was suddenly seized with a fearful mis-
glving, and peremptorily summoned the attendant.
“Some one has taken my clother,” be exclaimed,
with mingled borror and indignativn.

“Aln’t these yours, sir 7 said the lad, pointing
t? t‘he heap beeide which the bichop had been re-
clining,

“No, elr; ceitalnly not,” returned the bishop,
sharply eyeing with scorn a loud-checked trouser

1

chair,

‘I seed you lyin’ down by ’em this ’arf hour

and more,” said the lad, probably reseniing the

, | prelate’s tone,

1 “I suppose I made a mistake. Where are my

- [ things? Send for the proprietor inetantly!” ex.

cisimed the bichop, in a terrible fluster,

The led retired with a grin, and the bishop

'l coveloped bim, with a wild attempt at looking

1| dignified. The proprietor, a rough looking per.

' | vonage, bustled up presently, with an air of injured

. | innocence,

“What’s up, eir ?"’ he Inquired shortly.

“It s perfectly scandalous, My clothes bave

dicappeared,” cried the bishop. ¢No,” ke replied

emphatically as the proprietor indlcated the heap

before referred to, “Those are not mine. Cer-

taloly not, I am a—a clergyman.”

“l noticed a clergyman pess out while you were

in the bath,” interposed a bystander.

“Then my things have been stolen !” exclaimed

a | the bishop as the truth flashed across him. “Some

¢ | raseal has stolen them !

s | “There aln't no thieves in my establlshment,”
sald the proprietor, Jooking perturbed, neverthe.

3

e | lese ¢

| “What am [ to do ?” crled the bishop, his anger

glving way to agonizing perplexity, “I couldn’t

wear those things,”

¥ “Why not? A fair exchange s no robbery,”

" sald the proprietor, who apparently had some sue

»» | plcton on his mind as to the bona fides of the bishop’s
compliant,

w| ‘lam not accustomed to be addressed in that

1 | tone, sir. I am the Bishop of X.,” exclaiuned the

prelate, with all the dignity he could muster,

But, almost before the words were out of his
mouth, he wished he kad not spoken them, They
not only falled {o produce & desirable effect, but
elicited grins of incredulity from the bystandere.

We | The fact s, that a bishop in a Turkish bath may

easlly be mistaken for a meaner mortal. His
lordship’s personal appearauce was neither impos-
ing nor aristccratic, and, divested of his shovel hat

feverishly adjusted his turban and the towels which«

snd sprop, he lcoked exceedingly common place.
"He instinctively feit that it would be useless to
stand upon his dignity, and regretted that he had
revealed his identity to an unsympathetic andlevce.
He became pllnlul{y conacious of the absurdity of
the situation snd turned crimson with bumiliation
and confusion,

“I don’t think that will quite do, sir,”” eald the
rropxhtor, noticing these signs. *You had better
ock at them clothes again, and I fancy you’ll find
thl% sre yours after al'.”

ith this ironics| speech the proprietor turned
on his heel and welked off, glancing significantly at
the bystanders ss much as to say he had dissomfited
sn unecrupulous imposter, The blshop had vot the
heart to continue the discuselon, but retired to his
compartment and sat down sadly on the couch, to
reflect what be bad better do. e obvious course
appeared to be to send for the police and to dis-
atch & mersage to his friend to come and identify
im. But this involved creating a disturbance and
exporing himeelf, for a time at sll events, to further
fndignity, Besides, he did not relish the ides of
being ditcovered by his friend 1o a state of desha
bille io & cheap Turkird bath under suck ludicrous
circums'ances. On the whole he preferred to adépt
the slternative of dressing himeelf in the thief's
clothes, and driving to bis friend’s hcuse in & cab,
His attire wou'd no doubt xclte surprise, but he
would be spared the humiliation of remalning an
obﬁet of ridicule and suspi/ion,

evertheless, the bishop shuddered when he
looked at the gsrments in which he proposed to
array bimeelf. They consisted of & suit of clothes
of a loud puttern, very much the worse for wear,
round hat—famillatly known as a “billycock”—and
a massive uleter great coat of a rtrapgely dissipated
and rekich sppearance. After an inward struggle,
the bishop swallowed his pride snd bis dignity at a
gulp, and hastily proceeded to clothe himself with
such articles as were abeolutely necexary. Un.
fortunately, he could not dispence with the billy-
cock hut, which wes many sizes too smell, which
eat lightly on the crown of his head in a very ridicu
lous fashion. In like manner the stranger's boots
cost him a bitter pavg, for they weretn an advanced
state of decomposition, and looked really disreput.
able, Bat he could nct help himeelf, and though
a glance at the mirror confirmed his worst appre.
bension with regard to his sepect, be eet his teeth
firmly, and resoived not to be daunted.
There was an audible titter as he pasaed along the
pessage towards the entrence, and the proprietor,
who recelved him at the door, treated him with
very scant civility. This was galling enough, but
when he got outside Into the street he was iustantly
proncunced upen by an indlvidual who patted him

layfully on the shoulder snd thrus: an ominous

Fouklng document futo kis hand,
“What {s this 1” izquired the blshop, stiffly.
“You've only got to read it, and you'll find out
all about it. Here'’s the original, if you want to
see it,” replied the man,
“But this—this is addressed to John Richards
You have evidently made a mistake,” sald the
bshop, glanclug at the paper.
“Oh ! no, I bavn’t—not this time. I watched ycu
goin, matey, Considering I've been waiting here
for you over three hours, you might stand a pint
juet to ehow you bear no malice,” said the man,
1acetionsly.
The bishop hastily put the paper in his pccket
and walked on, swelling with indignetion, but
prudently smothering his wrath, It wae clear he
was honestly mistaken for the owner of the clothes
he was wearing, and it would be uselees to argue
the point.
Before he had proceeded many eteps he came,
upon a cheap hatter’s ehop, the sight of which sent
a ray of hope tbrough his breast. He would buy a
bat, and Hkewise a respectable pair of boots, and, In
short, purchase a fresh outfit, so as to arrive at hie
friend’s house looking at least respectable, He
sccordingly walked into the shop eelected a sober,
broad brimmed bat that fitted him. There was
nothing episcopal about it, but it was a great im
provement on the obnoxtous “billycock,” which he
freely bestowed on the shopman, Bat when he
put bis hand in his pocket to purchase, he realized,
tor the first time, the worst part of the mishap that
had befallen him. His watch, and jewellery, avd
money bad been carrled cff with his clothes by the
thiet, whose cast-off garments did not contain to
much as a single penny piece.
“] am exceedingly sorry,” sald the biehop, break.
ing into s profuse perspiration; “but I have no
money. I have been robbed.”
“Oh ! indeed, sir,” sald the shopman, lookirg him
him up and down unpleazantly.

“Yes ; but [ hope you will truet me with this hat.
I pledge my honor you shall be pald,” sald the
bishop, earnestly,

“We don’t teke no pledges of that sort at this
establishment,” returned the man.

“When I tell you I am the bishop of X———"
“A bishop, eh I"’ interrupted the man, whisking the
hat off the head of his would.be customer with re
markable celerity, and restoring it to its place in
the window. “I know your sort. You look a
bishop, don’t yer? You’d better take yourself off,
young feller, or I ehall bave to send for the police.”
For a moment the good bishop became apopletic,
but he mastered his indignation. It was not sur.
prieing, considering his appearsnce, that the man
should mistrust him, and his lordship, therefore,
took up hie discarded headgear and stepped eilently
into the street.

It was obvious that he must present himeelf at
bis frlend’s house as he was, He hecitated a moment
whetber to return to the station and claim the
portmanteau he had left there, But it contained
nothing that wou'd materlally improve his outward
attize, as he had only come to town for cne night,
and besldes, having learnt wisdom from bliter
experienco, he doubted whether it would be given
up to him The ticket was in the pocket of his
clothes, and, poesibly by thls time the thief had
made use of it. He, therefore, halled a cab, ard
direcied the man to take him to his friend’s addrees.

He oaturally felt very awkward and embarrassed
when he reached his destiuation, He was a sensitive
old gentleman, and, knowing but too well that he
cut an extremely ridiculcus figure, he dreaded the
ordeal of facing hls friend. At the same time, it
was a rellef to bira that he had srrived at the end
of hls perplexities, for he would be able to borrow
from his friend’s wardrobe, and procure a fresh
outfit befitting bis rank before meeting his wife. He
was obliged to tell the cabman to walt, as be had to
borrow the money to pay him, and as he stood on
the doorstep at his friend’s house he was painfully
coneclous that the diiver had mirgivings about
recelving his fare,

To his great disappointment, the neat mald-
servant who came to the door in answer to his knock,
stated that her master was away from home,

“Will he be back soon?” fuquired the bishop
eagerly, with his heart in his mouth,

“Not for a day or two,” returned the girl, eyelng
the visitor with a puzzled glance.

“Dear, dear, me!” exclaimed the bishop In con:
sternation. “That Is extremely unlacky. Is your
mistress at home 7" he added.

“Well, yes, she fs. What name shall I eay?
inquired the gir), showing no inclination to open the
door very wide,

“Will you give my compliments to your mistress,
and eay the Bishop of X would be glad to speak
with her 7’ sald his lordsbip, benignly.

“The—the Bishop of X ! repeated the girl open.
mouthed.

“Yes, my good glrl ; yes,” sald the bishop blush-
ing crimeon at her unaffected astonichment.

spoke, but before he could do o the door was
thinmed In bl face, The blsbop raised hls band to
the knooker with a furfous gesture, but restrained
himself by an ¢ffort, It wes but the fist thme bis
sppearauce bad csused mistrust, and, humilistiog as
the experience was, he reflecied that the girl had
only dove her duty to her employers by mskiog
him wait on the doorstep instead of permiiting bim
to enter the house, His patlence was spoedily
rewarded, for a few moments Jater the door was
sgain opened, snd the servant re-appeared, fellowed
by & lady wko was evidently his friend’s wife. The
bishop made a polite bow, snd took aff his billycock
bat. .
#Mrs—, I presume,” he eald mentloning ber
nsme,

“Yes, What ls it, my man !” retarned tho lady,
in a brlek, patronizing tone,

oI haven't the pleasure of knowing you—,”
began the bishop. :

“No, you haven't,” interrupted his friend’s wife
with decislc n,

“But [ know your bushand. I sm the B:shop of
X.,” eaid be reddening elightly., “Masy I come in
and *peak to you,” he added bumbly.

“No. Certalnlynot! The Bishopof X , indeed !”
sccffed bis frienc’s wife,

©Qf course, if you don’t believe me—,” inter-
posed the biahop, for the firet time losing his temper,
“Come! No impertinence, my man,” said the
lady, carching him up sbarply. *Sbut the door,
Maria ; he s going to use bad language.”

The unfortuvate bishop wiped the perspiration
from his brow with the cuff of his coat, and wasped
for breath, Things were gradually looking blacker
than ever, for as his frlend was awsy he did not
know who else to apply to. To make muatters
worse, he was alrcady in debt to the cabman, aud
bad uo meaus of paylog bim. The poor bithop
was eeized with & kind of frepzied nervou:ness,
which did not improve bia reasoning power, In
fact, h's agitation was so great that be could uot, at
the moment, recall to mind the address of a sivgle
person in town. The truth was he knew scarcely
anybody, though, had he becn calmer, he might
posibly bave tbought of more than one source
whence rellef could be obtained. The nnly expedi.
ent, however, which cccurred to him was to drive
to a celebrated club of which he had been a country
member for many yoare, though he had hardly ever
entered its doors, He thought it possible that the
hall porter might remember him,

Here agsin, unfortuvately, he was doomed to
disappoiniment, for the ball porter his acqueint.
acce had been dead half-a-dozen years, D:ven by
sheer desperation to rack his braine eeverely, the
bichop evolved two Imaginary addresses of frleads,
snd epent another hour or two In seekiog them,
Meauwki'e, the cabmean was getting sur y acd sus.
pleious, aud on being firally ordered to drlve
towards the city he growled through the trap in
the roof his fervent desire to see the colour of his
fare’s money, The bishop took no notice of this
impertinence, or affected not to do so. Asa fact,
he wae fairly at his wit’s end, and had only bidden
the man to drive bim eastward becauee he did not
know what else to do. Absurd and ridlculous a3
the situation way appear, it was serlcus enough in
all conecienca.  For a respectable, steady going
prelate to find bhimself drifted almleeely about the
metropolis in a cab which ke could mot dlecharge,
friendles:, hungry, overcome with fatigne snd
agitatic n, and attired in a cheap tallor’s tuit belong-
ing to somebody else, which made him look like a
proviucial comedian down in his lack, was an
ordesl of the most trying nature

While the bishop was being driven down Regont
street, revoivirg in his miod a echeme for obte 1ing
a night's ledgieg by voluntarily bauding biuweelf
over to the police to do what they liked with bim,
his attention was attracted by & famil'ar face and
figure sauntering in the full giare of & billliantly-
lighted saop window. The bishop could tcarcely
belleve Fis own eyes, for therd was a rector from
his own diocese, minus bls white tte, and with no
sign of the clergyman about him strolling up the
sireet, swinglng a cane, aud staring In a decidedly
unclerical manner at every yousg woman he met,
The bishop bad from time to time reccived several
hicts that the conduct of this diviue was not always
a8 exeawplary ae it ehould be, and It now eeemed to
him that there was some ground for the accusation.
The bishop’s esb happened to come to a staudstill
just ty the kerb, in consequeunce of a block in the
treffic, and simultavecu:ly the volatile clergyman
gave bis cane an extra swing. This was more than
the blchop could stand.  His righteous indignation
completely obliterated all self-consclonsness, acd
on the spur of the moment he leaped from the cab
and confronted the unconecions offender.

“Mr, Bande ! what s the meaning of this 1’ ex-
claimed he, in his most portentous veice,

‘‘Blets my soul ! Is that you, my lord 1" ejacu.
lated Mr. Bands, falling back a step or two, and
staring in amazement,

“I observe you bave abandoned your clerical
costume, Mr, Bands,” said the bishop with cutting
sarcasm.

S0 bas your lordship,” sald Mr. Bands perfectly
unabashed,

“Good—gracfous ! I—I forgot,” exclalmed the
bishop suddenly growing confused, and glancing
at bimself in diemay., “I—I see youare astonished,
Mr. Binds

“Well, my lord, I should be if I were not aware
how mi:leading appearance often are,” sald Mr,
Bauds sententlously.

¢]—I assure you, Mr. Bands, that this dress Is
purely accidental,” said the bishop eagerly; and he
hurriedly related the misadventure that had be-
fallen him.

“That is preclsely my own case, my lord,” re.
sponded Mr. Bands uublushingly.

The bichop started, and looked very bard at Mr.
Bands, but the la‘ter bore the scratiny without
flinching. Perhaps the sudden recollection that Mr,
Bands might prove the friend in need rendered his
lordship extra cbaritable, At all events he mersly
obgerved :—

“It 1s excessively awkward. I have not a farthin,
of money ; Ucan find none of my friends, an
have no means of getting any other clothes than
theee I etand up in.”

“You had better come with me, my lord,” sald
Mr, Bands, cheerily, My tailor lives close at hand,
and on a word from me he will be only tco glai to
let you have everything you require.”

*Let us go by all meane,” added the bishop with
heertfolt thankfulnees

%I think, my lord,” remarked Mr. Bands mean-
ingly, when they were seated slde by side in the
cab, “that as appearances are rather against both of
us, we had better agree to say nothing about this
meeting.”

“Perbaps 80, sald the bishop —Truth,

The Pope, giving recently private audience to the
editor of the Unita Catholica, said : “In oar times
the work of Catholic journalism is one of the most
useful—nay, one of the most necessary—in the
whole world.”

C. C. Jacobs, Buffalo, N. Y., says: ¢ Dr. Thomas'
Eoclectric Oil cured him of & bad case of eight years’
standing, having tried almost every known remedy,
“besides two Buffalo physicians,” without relief ; but
the Oil cured him, he thinks it cannot be recom-
mended too highly.”

No oNE Buvs A “Pia 1N A Poke”—in other words,
purchases on mere guesswork—who buys for his or

and Dyspeptic Cure, The fact is too well known to
leave room for any peradventure that it is a sovereign
curative for Indigestion, Costiveness, Impurities of

e made a movement to enter the hall as he

the Blood, Kidney and Female troubles, and other
infirmities,

her relief Northrop & Lyman’s Vegetable Digcovery .

e
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