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■poke, but before be could do so the door wm 
stemmed In his face. The bishop reteed his hand to 
the knocker with a furious gesture, but restrained 
himself by an tffort. It wss hut the fiist time his 
appearance had caused mistrust, and, humiliating as 
the experience was, he rtfleeted that the girl had 
only done her duty to her employers by making 
him wait on the doorstep Instead of permitting him 
to enter the house. His patience wss epuedlly 
rewarded, for a few moments later the door was 
•gain opened, and the servant re-apptared, followed 
by a lady who was evidently his friend’s wife, 
bishop made a polite bow, and took aff his billycock

and apron, he looked exceedingly common piece. 
He instinctively felt that it would be useless to 
stand u

joined upon the breast. The tomb itself displayed 
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 
in old English character: “If they had been mind
ful of the country whence they came out, they had, 
doubtless, the time to return ; hut now’ they desire 
a better, that is, a heavenly one. Therefore,God is 
not ashamed to be called their God, for lie hath 
prepared for them a city.” (Heb. xi. 15-1(>.)

J passed to the other tomb, and thought I recog
nized in the sweet, matronly features of lier whose 
effigy reposed there, a likeness to my friend; then 
] read the inscription which bade me pray for the 
soul of John William, Marquis of Carstairs, and his 
wife, Eleanor ; and kneeling together, l^even and I 
softly recited a De Profond is. 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 l>even, as I pointed to it. “Some day, 
perhaps not very far ofl, I shall be lying here at 
their reef.”

We left the church, but his last words struck to 
my heart, and I 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.”

“I 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.”

belief is that Florence only needs the faith to rise 
She is a good way oil yet,THE AUSTRALIAN DUKE; nolar above the average.

“T^eif" Haul Grunt; “but she is in the right way. 
We must get them tu say a lot of rosaries for tier at 
Ulenleven."

i upon faU dignity, and regretted that he hid 
revealed hli identity to an unsympathetic audience. 
He became painfully conssloui of the abiurdtty of 
the situation and turned crimson with humiliation 
and confusion.

"1 don’t think that will quite do, eir ’’ eald the 
proprietor, noticing these eigne- “You had better 
look »t them clothe» again, and 1 fancy you’ll 
they ira youre after al1.”

With this ironical epee 
on hie heel and erelka 
the bystanders is much is to say he had dlecomfited 
an unectupuloue Imposter. The bishop had not the 
heart to continue the discussion, but retired to his 
compartment and eat down sadly on the couch, to 
reflect what ha bad better do. The obvloue course 
appeared to b. to send for the police and to die- 
patch a message to hie friend to come and identify 
him. But this involved creating a disturbance and 
exposing himself, for a time at all events, to further 
indignity. Besides, he did not relish the idea of 
being discovered by hie friend In a state of ieiKa 
bille in a cheap Tutkiih bath under such ludicrous 
circuma'ancee. On the whole he preferred to addpt 
the alternative of dressing himself In the thief’s 
clothes, and driving to his friend’s house In a cab. 
HI» attire wou'd no doubt i/xclte" surprise, but he 
would be epsred the humll’/itlon of remaining an 
object of ridicule and sospltion.

Nevertheless, the blehon shuddered when he
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A drive of eighteen miles brought us to the out
skirts of the moors among which Leven had plan ted 
Ins Christian colony, i 'rom that senn-mountainoua 
district, topped witli granite |*;aks, and girded by 
ils forests, more than one river took its rise, and 
found its way through plains and valleys to the 
Southern Channel, it was a lonely, unenclosed, 
uninhabited district, sufficiently far removed mm 
cities and the hum of men to savor of the wilder
ness. How beautiful 1 felt it! and liow my com
panion seemed to revel in the freedom and Iresli- 
ness of the mountain air and the solitude. At an 
opening of the hills we came rallier suddenly on 
the village, formed of well-built cottages, not boast- 
ing of what Leven would once have called the intol- 
eral.le allectation of Oakham picturesqueness, but 
still pleasant to the eye, and as lie was care ill to 
inform me, rejoicing in good ventilation and drain
age. The houses and the walls were all built ol 
granite ; it was the cheapest material because close 
at hand, and it gave a grand, solid, and somewhat 
ancient tone to the erections. I-even did not tail 
to point out to me, as we passed, the goodly struc
ture, from which swung the sign of “ the Leven 
Arms," the tavern, that is, where, as be said, 
" Nothing and nobody was licensed to las drunk on 
the iircmiseH.” A little out of the village, ill a 
«-harming Hjw.t, fenced about by lieech-wouds, and 
looking down the valley, was the duke’s house, a 
modest little cottage attached to a small farm
house, containing six rooms, to which it was his 
custom to retire when he wanted rest and solitude.

lie entered it witli the glee of a man who finds 
himself at home. Two sitting-rooms, and a couple 
of bed-roiuns, with one for his attendant. That was 
all. The furniture was plain and solid, the bed- 

having the rural look of cottage neatness and 
piivertv. 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 linge lieds 
of mignonette, “my mother's favorite flowers,” as 
lie said, the jierfume fromwliich w as borne through 
the o]ien window. I looked around; on the wall 

tw o prints <rf devotion, in plain black 
frames, a book-ease tolerably well-tilled, and some 

“ Now tliis is a Par-

OAITTUIATION.
The next morning when wo met at breakfast 

Florence was silent and abstracted. Shu attained 
alike from provoking retort and audacious asser
tion, a* . allowed Mr. Knowles to deal forth much 
edifying talk without so much as a single contra
diction; nay, more, when Oswald rallied her on her 
unusual taciturnity, she could find nothing more 
brilliant to say by way of answer than that it was

1’lans for the day were brought under discussion, 
including a visit to Exdale Church, Mr. Knowles 
being desirous that the questions in debate about 
the restoration should l>e settled on the sj>ot. Mary 
good-naturedly consented to accompany him, but 
Florence pleaded a previous engagement, bhe was 
pledged, she said, to escort Edward and the chil
dren on a fishing expedition, and shortly after 
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 akiut—proposed improvements, the 
repairing of farms and rebuilding of cottages, on all 
which questions Grant waa an authority, and < :s- 
played his accustomed clear head and knowledge 
of business. Jt was late in the afternoon when 
returned from our ride, and on reaching the house, 
we found that the fishing party had proceeded us 
only by a few minutes, and were in the act ol 
descending from the pony-chaise.

“ What a lather oiu bobbin is in ._
" What have yon been doing with him, Horry.

“ Dobbin was naughty, am! rail away, said .Mary.
“ He wouldn't have run,” said Alexia, it Aunt 

T’iorrv hadn’t given him the whip."
“ Naughty ponies deserve the whip, saulrior- 

ence. “Now, be quick or yen’ll be late for tea, and 
I shall get a avoiding from the nursery authorities, 
and the two little girls disapjieafed from the scene,
Edward remaining behind to witness the departure 
of the horses fur the stable. Before she turned into 
the house, Florence patted the eld pony kindly, and 
made much of him. I looked at lier, and 1 thought 
she looked pale and agitated. ,

( irant drew Edward aside. « Has anything been 
wrong? ” he said. “Did old Dobbin really bolt. ,, 4. . . ... ..

“It was Florence made him,” said Edward, plain, old-iashioned furniture.
“ You see wo eame home over the downs, and ml ise, old fellow,’’said Let en; "we’ll have dinner 
when we reached Baker’s Bit (that's where the first (no 1 re. 1, cookery, you’ll remember), and
road turns sharp off from the cliff into the lane), a then go down to the monaster).
while donkey rime out from the hedge, and startled 1 shared ills happiness ; to have linn here m this 
l i. and he sided and hacked to the edge. So corner ot tins wor d, away from ins letters and ins 
Florence "ave him a sharp cut, and lie set ofl’ oil a cares, in the free, fragrant air of the mountains ; it 
.,,.11,,., Jexv called it running away. He was inexpressibly delightful; and no trench
pnlloJi up when lie came to the I,ill, and 'lTorrv cookery was ever done justice to as was that first 
turned round and said: -That was a close shave, homely little dinner in Ulenleven Hermitage.
Edward; were you frightened? And I was a little, Me rose from table and sailed forth on our road 
you know, lint 1 told her 1 had said a‘Hail Mary’ to lie monastery. He led the way through the 
and an ' Angel of God,’ that we might not go over little garden, and we had not taken two stops when 
the cliff and we didn’t ” we came in view ot the majestic pile through au

■I I see," said ( Irant, and lie said no more. owning in tl.e trees, and as we stood to gaze at it,
We all.net in the drawing-room before dinner. tl.e deep tone orits el, lining bells.came up from the 
•• How pale you look, Florence," said Mary. valley. It was built like everything else at Glen-
“No wonder,” said Oswald. “That very high- leven of granite, and seemed extensive; but what 
titled steed, Dobbin, is reported to have bolted struck me most was tl.e vast size of the Abbey 

with her” Church, aiul its roof of loftiest proportions.
“Oh, it was only the children’» nonsense," said “ \vu, you II see all about that presently, ’ said 

Florence. “Dobbin gave a stretch o. two just after Leven. “I II just tell you, to beg,., witli, lint the 
passed the Baker's Bit, and Alexia liked to call monks were their own architects. I put in my 

it running away. Hv-the-hy, Charley, 1 wonder word as to size, ami so on, but the grandeur is in 
you don’t get posts or'soinetl.ing put up there ; the their own design ; monks should best know what 
road goes amazingly near the edge of the cliff.” monks require. . . , ,

“Of course it does,” said Oswald. “That's where V>c reached the gates, and ringing at the door, 
the baker’s cart went down, horse and all, so, at were ushered by a lay brother into the guest-room 
least, says tl.e Exdale tradition." which looked monastic enough in the severity of

“ Well I think von ought to prevent the butcher its idlings. In a minute or two the door opened, 
from followin'- him,” said Florence; and there the and two black-robed figures entered ; one, to whom 
matter dreplied Leven knelt for a blessing, and w hom 1 guessed to

( diesis arrived,and we went to dinner. Florence he the abbot, and another young man, whose cx- 
had for her next deer neighbor nil eld gentleman pressive countenance beamed with pleasure, as he 
who appeared to lie' prosy,; but she gave him lier greeted ins lriend ; I did not need to be told it 
undivided attention, or seemed to do so. For all Werner. , ,.
conversational purposes, however, she was' extin- I had never before been in the company of relig- 
giiislied mid I was left to speculate whether this lous, and imagination helped impressions which 
result was due to the achievements of the duke or under any circumstances would have been power- 
of Dobbin. ful. The abbot, like most of the community, was

During the rest of the evening, Grant had to re- 1 lerinan, and after a few minutes of pleasant, epsy 
eeive and return the attentions of the company talking, they told us that vespers were about to he 
invited to meet him. But lie was one who never sung, and conducted us to the church, 
forgot and lie watched his opportunity. At a coil- As 1 entered, I was transfixed. I had been pre- 
venient moment, when the buzz was general, lie pared for vastness, but not for such as this; nor yet 
found means to approach Flurry, and address her for the wonderful religiousness ot that stately 
without observation. Engaged at a chess-table severity. A cruciform building; the two transepts 
within ear-shot, 1 was aide, while considering the terming separate chapels under the two great
next move of my queen, to cateli their dialogue. towers, a* nave supported on enormous granite

- Am 1 right," said Grant, “in supposing that the pillars, and beyond, a choir for the monks, se par- 
drive to-day, bv Baker’s Bit, was not altogether ated from the nave by a light low screen, and fitted 
pleasant?” with oaken «tails. Above rose arch upon arch,
* She looked at him, “Has]Edward told me?" she catching the evening rays, and seeming to roar 
said- then, after a moment, “1 don't want Mary to away into amazing heights ot flickering light and 
hoar about it; hut the pony backed; it's a horrid shadow. Presently there entered the long line of 
plure we were all but falling.” black-robed monks; the stalls were tilled, and after

“ Was there really danger?” lie inquired. a minute or two of silence, one clear voice began
“Yes” she repli»! ; "Hie left wheel must have the office; and then an anthem was entoned, and 
r; I don’t know liow much Edward saw, but 1 then hurst forth the full joyous harmony of organ 

lid see clear down the cliff, two hundred feet to and choir, 
the bottom.” What sounds those were to which, for the first

“A terrible moment," said the duke. "I have time, I listened, awaking in me a new sense, yet 
known such in mv life; they condense into a second one to which my whole nature seemed responsive, 
tin- sensations of years.” ' It was the voice ol the Church, the voice of the

“ They do, indeed," said Florence, " and they ancient mother. How the music yielded to the 
clear away many clouds.” Then site was silent, words and became their interpreter, translating 
hut it was a silence that seemed to indicate that their sense from the ear to the heart, and from the 
there was something more she half desired to say. heart to the ear! How impossible it was to asso- 
« irant did not hurry lier; lie held his tongue, and ciatc Hie memories of the world, or the pleading of 
gave lier time to gather up her courage ; and at last flesh and lilood, to any of those tones to which I 
she found her voice, hut It was a verv liusky one. listened 1 It only lasted too short a time, and when 
“I remembered your words; 1 ahull never forget it ceased 1 found 1 had been weeping, 
them. It is all confusion now, bill they will lead But it ceased at lust,and then Leven touched me, 
me somewhere, i don't vet know where. Only this and bade me look at the ligures in niches which 

I want to say ; When 1 looked down that precipice adorned the choir above the stalls of the religious.
1 felt that lit* was my Master.” Borne were kings, some were bishops, some hooded

“ And* I think tint! is cheek-mate,” said mv advor- monks, in stone, habited like those of flesh and 
sary, a mild young person, astonished at Ids own blood, who sang beneath them. “A devotion of my 
success ; hut in truth, mv soul had been rallier in own, ’ lie said, “the English saints, Oswald and 
mv ears than mv eves, and in my joy at Horry’s Edmund, and the two Edwards, kings of our race; 
capitulation 1 lost, mv queen and mv game. and our bishops, St. Augustine and St. Kthelwold;

"It’s all right," I said ; “ some losses are a real and the good Gilo, St. Dunstan, and the two St, 
victory." Thomases; the dear old tit. Richard, of Chichester;

Ho stared, as well lie might ; and 1 daresay it and English Benedictines, loo, St. Bede, St lSene- 
next dav reported in F.xdale tlial Mrs.Oswald’s diet,SI. Aldhelm, and St. W'olstan! What a galaxy 

brother was* more than a little eccentric. of sainte, and what saints they were, yet w ho in
-• You will let me give you vottr revenge,” he said, England eares now to think of tlieml” 

replacing the pieces, whilst I continued lo play the We walked around the choir to the Lady Chapel, 
caves-drnppcr; lull there was little more lo hear; rich in marbles, and delicately ornamented; then 
unlv the Duke's parting words. " Well, that’s all ns passing hack, the duke pointed out to me the two 
it should he ; ami if you remember my words, don’t transepts, divided off by gilded gates, the metal- 
forget little Edward’s.” " work of the Ulenleven workshops.

“How so?” “This northern transept,” lie said, “contains a
'• At the edge of the precipice he prayed, and you treasure, the shrine of an English saint, the brave 

were saved ; it was a lesson.” " Saxon king whose remains lay for many centuries
“ Yes, ves,” said Florence. “I know what you in a ruined abbey of the county. It was to be had said the proprietor, looking perturbed, 

mean; I "thought of it when he told me.” for money (the ruin, I mean), so I bought it. We Re. yjJU
And so the conversation ended. disinterred the sacred relics, and brought them “What am I to do i” cried the bishop, his anger
The next morning we left F.xdale for a week at here, and now they rest there over the altar.” giving way to agonizing perplexity. “I couldn’t

Cdenloven. Edward was left behind, Florence We knelt and prayed before the shrine of the wear those things.”
pledging herself that he should come to no harm, glorious martyr, and then rising, we passed to the 'Why not? A fair exchange Is no robberv ” 
and the riding and Ashing should not altogether southern transept. “To whom is this chapel dedi- Bald the proprietor, who apparently had some 
banish the Latin Grammar. Grant was silent for citte.1? I whispered. lo St. .lout the titular of pic|on on his mind aa to thefxmo >?«« of the blehop'e 
a while ns we drove away ; at last lie said: the ( lmrcli, and my own dear fathers patron;” LmDiilnt J p

“You were right about that poor child, and I was and then 1 perceived that this chapel contained __, . , ... , . ...wrong. One is always wrong in judging that people two altar tombs, on which reposed carved figures . ' I1»™ thl* Rnhe„ t'?1} “i 1
have no hearts. Everyone has one, only they can’t with hands clasped in prayer, and 1 guessed it all toue, islr. J l^e Bhhop of X., exclaimed the 
nhvavs find it?’ ' in a minute. prelate, with ad the dignity he could muster.

" 1 snsnect Florrv found her’» at the edge of The church was (lie mausoleum of his parents, and hut, almost before the words were out of his 
Baker's Bit.” I said. it was here he had laid them to rest, when he had mout”i °e wished he tad not epoken theme They

“Yes and she was a brave girl, too, to hold her caused the remains of those he had loved so dearly not only failed to produce s desirable t fleet, but 
tongue about that adventure for fear of frightening to be sent back to their native country, lie did elicited grins of Incredulity from the bystander*. 
Marv. Most women would have jabbered about it nut speak, for be saw that 1 understood it. We The fact la, that a bishop in a Turkish bath may 
for a fortnight.” | went up to the tombs ; one clad in ducal robes, with easily bo mistaken for a meaner mortal His

“ The daughters of Eve do not certainly owe you ( his feet resting on his good dog, bis grave, manly lordship’s personal appearance was neither impoe- 
much in the way of compliment,” 1 said ; “but my 1 features carved with exquisite care, and the hands l ing not aristocratic, ana, divested of his shovel hat

find
Theipeech the proprietor turned 

a off, glancing significantly at 
as to sav he had discomfited hat.

•«Mrs——, I presume,” he said mentioning her 
name.

“ Yes. What is it, my man ?” returned the lady, 
in b brisk, patronizing tone.

“I haven’t the pleasure of knowing you—,” 
began the bishop.

“No, you haven’t,” interrupted his friend’s wife 
with decielt n.

“But 1 know your husband. I am the B.-shop of 
X.,” raid be reddening slightly. “May I come in 
and »peak to you,” be added humbly.

Certainly not ! The Bishop of X , indeed !” 
eccff«?d bis friend’s wife.

••Of course, if you don’t believe me—,” inter- 
poitd the bishop, for the first time losing ht» temper.

• Come ! No impertinence, my man,” said the 
lady, catching him up sharp!y. “ Shut the door, 
Marla ; he is going to u-.e bad language.”

The unfortunate bishop wiped the per s,drat ion 
from his brow with the cuff of bis coat, and gapped 
for breath. Things were gradually looking bbeker 
tlan ever, for as hie friend was away he did not 
know who else to apply to. To make matters 
worse, he was already in debt to the cabman, and 
had no means of paying him. The poor blehop 
was seized with a kind of frenzied nervou.-ue.ss, 
which did not improve bis reasoning power. In 
fact, h!u agitation waa ao great that bo could not, at 
the moment, recall to mind the address of a single 
person in town. The truth was he knew scarcely 
anybody, though, bad he be*n calmer, he might 
postibly have thought of more than one source 
whence relief could be obtained. Toe only expedi
ent, however, which occurred to him was to drive 
to a celebrated club of which he had been a country 
member for many y oars, though he had hardly ever 
entered its doors. He thought It possible thu the 
hall porter might remember him.

Here age in, unfortur ately, he was doomed to 
disappointment, for the ball porter his acquaint
ance had been dead hadf-a dozen years. D.-lvtu by 
sheer desperation to rack his brains severely, the 
bishop evolved two imaginary addresses of frie ids, 
and spent another hour or two In seeking them. 
Meauwki e, the cabman was getting sur y aud sus
picious, aud on being fita'-Iy ordered to drive 
towards the city he growled through the trap in 
the roof his fervent desire to ste ihe colour of hie 
fare’s money. The bishop took no notice of this 
impertinence, or affected not to do so. As a fact, 
he was fairly at his wit’s end, and had only bidden 
the man to drive him eastward because he did not 
know what else to do. Absurd and ridiculous «as 
the situation may appear, it was serhus enough in 
all coupcienca. Fur a respectable, steady going 
prelate to find himself drifted atmleeely about the 
metropolis in a cab which he could not discharge, 
friendlesq hungry, overcome with fatigue and 
agi talk n, and attired in a cheap tailor’s mit belong
ing to somebody else, which made him look like «a 
provincial comedian down in his luck, was an 
ordeal of the most trying nature

While the bishop was being driven down ILg nt 
street, revolving In his mind a tcherae for obtn i i g 
a ntght’a lodging by voluntarily banding himself 
over to the police to do what they liked with him, 
his attention was attracted by a famiVar face and 
figure sauntering in the full glare of a bdllianily- 
lighted saop window. The bishop could fcarcely 
believe bis own eyes, for there was a rector from 
his own diocese, minus his white tie, and with no 
sign of the clergyman about him strolling up the 
street, swinging a cane, and staring in a decidedly 
unclerical manner at every youtg woman he met. 
The bishop bad from time to time received several 
hints that the conduct of this divine was not always 
as exemplary as it should be, aud it now seemed to 
him that there was some ground for the accusation. 
The hltihop’s csb happened to curne to a standstill 
just l y the kerb, in consequence of a block in the 
traffic, and simultaneously the volatile clergyman 
gave bis cane an extra swing. This was more than 
the btbhop could stand His righteous indignation 
completely obliterated all self.consciousness, and 
on the spur of the moment he leaped from the cab 
and confronted the unconscious offender.

“Mr. Bands ! what Is the meaning of this ?” ex
claimed he, in his most portentous voice,

“Bless my soul ! Is that you, my lord ?” ejacu
lated Mr. Bands, falling back a step or two, and 
staring in amazement.

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

“bo has your lordship,” said Mr. Bands perfectly 
unabashed.

»

“No.

i

Nevertheless, the bishop shuddered when he 
looked at the garments In which he proposed to 
array himself. They consisted of a suit of clothes 
of a loud pattern, very much the worse for wear, 
round hat—familiarly known as a “billycock”—and 
a massive ulster great coat of a strangely dissipated 
and re kleh appearance. After an inward struggle, 
the bishop swallowed his pride snd his dignity at a 
gulp, and hastily proceeded to clothe himself with 
such articles as were absolutely necessary. Un
fortunately, he could not dispense with the billy
cock hat, which wss many sizes too small, 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 pang, for they we rein an advanced 
btate of decomposition, and looked really disreput
able. But he could not help htmeelf, and though 
a glance at the mirror confirmed hie worst appre
hension with regard to hie aspect, be set his teeth 
firmly, and resolve! not to be daunted.

There was an audible titter as he passed along the 
passage towards the entrance, and the proprietor, 
who received him at the door, treated him with 
very scant civility. This was galling enough, but 
when he got outside Into the street he was instantly 
pronounced upon by au individual who patted him 
playfully on the shoulder and thrns an ominous 
looking document into bis hand.

“What is this ?” iiquired the bishop, 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,” said the 
b shop, glancing at the paper.

“Oh ! no, I bavn’t—not this time. I watched yen 
go in, matey. Considering I’ve been waiting here 
for you over three hours, you might stand a pint 
just to ehuw you bear no malice,” said the man, 
lacetiously.

The bishop hastily put the paper in his pocket 
and walked on, swelling with indignation, but 
prudently smothering his wrath. It was clear he 
was honestly mistaken for the owner of the clothes 
he was wearing, and it would be useless to argue 
the point.

Before he had proceeded many steps he came, 
upon a cheap hatter’s shop, the sight of which sent 
a ray of hope through his breast. He would buy a 
bat, and likewise a respectable pair of boots, and, In 
short, purchase a freoh outfit, so as to arrive at hie 
friends house looking at least respectable. He 
accordingly walked Into the shop selected a sober, 
broad brimmed bat thxt fitted him. There was 
nothing episcopal about it, but it was a great im 
provement on the obnoxious “billycock,” which be 
freely bestowed on the shopman. But when he 
put his hand in his pocket to purchase, he realized, 
tor the first time, the worst part of the mkhap that 
had befallen him. His watch, and jewellery, atd 
money had been carried eff with his clothes by the 
thief, whose cast-off garments did not contain to 
much as a single penny piece.

“1 am exceedingly sorry,” said the bishop, break
ing into a profuse perspiration , “but I have no 
money. I have been robbed.”

‘ Oh ! indeed, sir,” said the shopman, looking him 
him up and down unpleasantly.

“Yes ; but I hepe you will trust me with this hat. 
I pledge my honor you shall be paid,” eald the 
bishop, earnestly.

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

“When I tell you I am the bishop of X-------- ”
“A bishop, eh ?” interrupted the man, whisking the 
hat off the head of hie would-be customer with re 
markable celerity, and restoring it to its place in 
the window. “I kn

TO BE CONTINUED.

AN EPISCOPAL FIX

A certain worthy prelate, who was the Bishop of 
X, and giornd in thu familiar patronymic of 
timitb, came up to London during Christinas week 
to meet hie wife and daughter, who bed been stay
ing in the South of France It wee an act of de
votion on his part, tor he very rarely vhittd the 
metropolis, and had not quitted his diocese for 
year'. He was a quiet, mild, Inoffensive old 
gentleman, of studious habits and retiring disposi
tion. The only fault which hie enemies could find 
in him was a decided tendency to penurioueneee, 

probably the reason why, having to 
spend a night in town, he elected to seek a bed at 
at the bouse of a (lyrical friend, instead of locating 
himself comfortably in the palatial hotel annexed 
to the railway station at which he alighted.

He baa only diecovertd at the last momm' that 
he must xeath Loi don the day before his wife’s 
•nival in order to be in time to meet her the next 
morning, and, consequently, be had omitted to 
bespeak hie friend’s hospitality. He therefore, 
took the precaution to leave bis portmanteau at 
the cloak room of the station, in case this unex
pected visit might prove inopportune. He started 
off cn foot, Intendlrg to avail himself of an econom
ical cmnibus. As he walked along be parsed the 
portals of a modest Turkish bath estab iehment. 
Now a Tuiki h bath was a luxury which the btebop 
occasionally permitted himself, and feeding grimy 
aud fatigued after his journey, it occurred to him 
that he might do weree than iu vigorale himself in 
Ibis fashion. Ho hesitated a moment as be glanced 
at the unpretentious exterior of the building, but 
it looked clean, and the pr!co, so conspicuously 
exhibited, commended itself to his frugal mlud. 
He reflected that his episcopal garb, beirg almost 
entirely concealed by a long grey coat, would 
probably escape observation ; besides which he was 
hardly likely to meet any acquaintance in such an 
out-of the-way locality. He therefore yielded to 
hie iuclinaHvn, »r.d was shortly afterwards disport 
irg himself with serene enjoyment in an atmos 
(.here suggestive of an overheated oven.

When the Idahop returned to the outer room to 
resume bis habiliments, be found that the Individ 
ual who had occupied the opposite couch had dis 
appeared, having him in sole poreesHon of a small 
compartment. It may be explained that the apart
ment was partitioned off Into balf-a-dozm open 
recettes like miniature horse boxes, with accommo
dation for two persi ns in each. Tbire were three 
of th(»e compartments on either e'de f the room, 
with a passage running down the centre. The 
bishop was rather relieved to find that hie com
panion bad left him to himself, because he could 
enjoy without constraint a quiet siesta and a 
leisurely toilet. Attired in a light but eccentric 
costume of bathing towels, the bishop reposed for 
half an hour or so on a couch with half closed eyes, 
In a benign frame of mind, and then, with a great 
effort, ha beetiired himself to dress.

When he came to look for his clothes, however, 
he discovered that the garments which lay huddled 
in a heap close to his band did not belong to him. 
In bis dreamy state the revelation dawned upon 
him imperceptibly, and only caused him 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 issued forth into the passage, peering Into 
the adjointe g boxes, but without result The upahot 
waa that he was suddenly seized with a fearful mis
giving, and peremptorily summoned the attendant.

I Some one has taken my clothes,” he exclaimed, 
with mingled horror and indignation.

“Ain’t these yours, sir?” said the lad, pointing 
to the heap beside which the bnhop had been re
clining,

“No, sir; certainly not,” returned the bishop, 
sharply eyeing with scorn a loud-checked trouser 
leg which dangled fantastically over the back of a 
chair.
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blehop, don’t ytr ? You’d better take youreell off, 
young feller, ot I .ball have to «end for the police.”

For t moment the good blehop became apopletic, 
but he mastered hie Indignation. It era. not ear 
pilelng, considering hie appearance, that the man 
should mistrust him, end his lord ship, therelore, 
took up hie discarded headgear and atepped silently 
into the street.

It was obvious that he must present himself at 
bis friend’s house as he eras. He hesitated a moment 
erhetber to return to the station and claim the 
portmanteau he had left there. But It contained 
nothing that erou’d materially Improve his outward 
attire, ee he bad only come to toevn for one night, 
and besides, having learnt wisdom from bitter 
experience, he doubted whether it Would be given 
up to him The ticket was lu the pocket of his 
clothes, and, poislhly by this time the thief had 
made use of It. He, therefore, hailed a cab, aid 
directed the man to take him to his friend’s address.

He naturally felt very awkward and embarrassed 
when he reached his destination. He was a sensitive 
old gentleman, and, knowing but too well that he 
cut an extremely ridicule us figure, he dreaded the 
ordeal of facing his friend. At the same time, It 
was a relief to him that he had arrived at the end 
of his perplexities, for he would be able to borrow 
from his friend’s wardrobe, and procure a fresh 
outfit befitting his rank before meeting hie wife. He 
was obliged t o tell the cabman to wait, a. be had to 
borrow the money to pay him, and as he stood on 
the doorstep at his friend’s house he was painfully 
conscious that the driver had misgivings about 
receiving his fare.

To hie great disappointment, the neat maid
servant who came to the door in answer to hie knock, 
stated that her master was away from home.

"Will he be back soon ?” Inquired the bishop 
eagerly, with his heart in hie mouth.

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

“Dear, dear, me!” exclaimed the bishop In 
eternatlon. “That Is extremely unlucky. Is your 
mistress at home ?” he added.

“Well, yes, she la. What name shall I say ? 
inquired the girl, showing no Inclination to open th 
door very wide.

“Will you give my compliments to your mistress, 
and say the Bishop of X would be glad to speak 
with her ?” said his lordship, benignly.

“The—the Bishop of X 1 repeated the girl open- 
mouthed.

“Yes, my good girl ; yes,” said the bishop blush
ing crimson at her unaffected astonishment.

He made a movement to enter the hall ai he

■

If“Good—gracious ! I—I forgot,” exclaimed the 
bishop suddenly growing confused, and glancing 
at himself In dismay. “1—1 see you are astonished, 
Mr Binds ”

“Well, my lord, I should be if I were not aware 
how misleading appearance often are,’’ said Mr. 
Bauds sententiously.

‘ I—I assure

:

you, Mr. Band*, that this dress is 
purely accidental,” said the bishop eagerlj; and he 
lutriedly related the misadventure that had be
fallen him.

“That i* precisely my own case, my lord,” re
sponded Mr. Bands uubluahlugly.

The bishop started, and looked very hard at Mr. 
Bands, but the la*ter bore the scrutiny without 
flinching. Perhaps the sudden recollect! m that Mr. 
Bands might prove the friend in need rendered his 
lordship extra charitable. At all events ho merely 
observed :—

“It is excessively awkward. I have not a farthing 
of money ; I can find none of my friends, and 
have no means of getting any other clothes than 
these I stand up in.”

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

“Let us go by all means,” added the bishop with 
heartfelt thankfulness

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

“Perhaps so, ’ said the bishop —Truth.

The Pope, giving recently private audience to the 
editor of the Unita Catholica, said : “In our 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’ 
Eolectrio Oil cured him of a 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 Buts a “Pm in a Poke’’—in other words, 
purchases on mere guesswork—who buys for his or 
her relief Northrop <fc Lyman’s Vegetable Discovery 
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 
the Blood, Kidney and Female troubles, and other 
infirmities.

you lyin’ down by ’em this ’arf hour 
and more,” said the lad, probably resenting the 
prelate’s tone.

j “I suppose I made a mistake. Where are my 
thing» ? Send for the proprietor instantly !” ex
claimed the bishop, in a terrible fluster.

The led retired wlih a grin, and the bishop 
fuvtriehly adjusted his turban and the towels which* 
enveloped him, with a wild attempt at looking 
dignified. Tne proprietor, a rough looking per
sonage, bustled up presently, with an air of luj ired 
innocence.

“What’s up, sir ?” he inquired shortly.
“It la perfectly scandalous. My clothes have 

disappeared,” cried the bishop. “No,” be replied 
emphatically as the proprietor indicated the beep 
btfore referred to. “Those are not mine. Cer
tainly not, I am a—a clergyman.”

“1 noticed a clergyman pass out while you were 
in the bath,” interposed a bystander.

“Then my things have been stolen !” exclaimed 
the bishop as the truth flashed across him. “Some 
rascal has stolen them !”

“There ain’t no thieves in my establishment,”
erthe-nev
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In Memory.

In memory 
Of ell the noble u*ede we me 

While our young Llfethrc
When îaPthît luùg-loet child 

true We knew nt

In memory 
Of sweet pale buds thaï i

Of wi°lj Hùwere trodden dt

Of starry blooms that wit 
hbower

Fell cool an

lu memory 
ful our ey

ee* beauti 
t on summer

O'ail thing 
M -onltgh

The first pink flu‘h when D 
talus klsned

And gilt thi
In memory 

Of Love that left an ever pre 
Of dear, dead fold* d ha 

dosed eyes—
Remembering Love will t 

again
In Paradise

— Violet M. Kinu, in Mum
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PART II.
G10RGB HAY. JOHN GKDL 

MACDONALD, AND T1
The death of Mr. R' 

Rector of Douai College 
shock to bis brolher, the 
the Scotch mission at H
Douai, on bis way back 
Abate proposed ependii 
with Principal Gordon, 
College at Paris. The ei 
pal, however, to Lis gre 
mortification, forbade bi 

* college. Tuere did no 
any cause for such rue 
contrary, the Abate had 
done good service to 11 
forinly defending it sgh 
and calumniators. Tue 
been disputes betweer 
and the Scotch Bisboj 
Grant, living at a distan 
in them. Principal ti 
conduct appears to have 
at the time, to aberr 
This is all the more ] 
brother, it will be rem< 
be taken c^re of, Lavu., 
edly insane.

The Abate was in poo 
arrived at Rome. Notv 
stead of resting, us 
required to do, alter U 
journey and the liiab. 
enced, he immediate ly 
numerous friends. Ti>( 
ibis imprudence whs a 
dy sentry and inflaa 
defied all remedies, aud 
in the 74 h year of bis 
1st y It is almost bu 
that, although bhbiluul 
ing bio illLees, hn avail 
lucid moments he en 
the sren-ments of the 
an edihing prepsratii 
erd. He was buried 
church of Piazza Navot 
monument m mai hie w 
m mciy in the chutc 
Cohere by his intimait 
of Ruie und the Eurl’i 
Stewart Mackenzie, at 
Privy Si al. It will lo 
the uioane manners at 
Mtion of tl.e agent, A 
highly advantflgt-uus to 
Eoglishmen ot distit cti 
and Protestant, wer 
pressed, and thought 1 
and the remnant of i1 
for the kind attention 
by the Abate Grant, 
able mao, and an hoi 
ornament to his count 
and most deservedly 
forty-five years cf cffic 
regard of the Bishops 
waa, also, iu high favor 
ent XIV. ; and woul 
been laised to the digi 
that Pontiff had livet 
honor too much ti e m 
who served his count! 
charging faithfully am 
duties of his office for 
tury ; and who, finally 

In returning from i 
visited his Catholic ft 
on the Spey. While t 
that he fell on the st 
accident appeared to 
him little trouble at 
wards, however, be coi 
pain in his side which 
woich made it very d 
write. He, in consrq 
all compaction In 
was more fortunate. I 

to Aberdeen tcame
not only relieved him < 
but also helped him w 
en ce The Buchan i 
same time, providec 
priest ; and, iu const 
no longer any recenti 
fatiguing journeys to 
James Robertson, 0 Î 
from the Scotch mon 
and was appointed 1 
appointment which 
monastery was still e 
institution.

Bishop Geddes, afti 
chief bishop at Abel 
along with Mr. Menz 
Mon bod do. He wbh 
welcome visitor. He 
dun in Kincardine*! 
dertd forever memi 
torian, Joannes Fo 
there, the bishop coi 
the church of St. Palli 
it an romantic and vei 
it called up iu his i 
reflections.

Allusion must eom 
Hi* Ro>h1 H ghnei-s, 
of Yo.k He never 
interest in the Cbur< 
Scotland. He whs pi 
to Mr. Thomson on 
Grant’s death. Hi; 
marked that Bisho
himself called "P^n

>
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