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It was with astonishment, not unmixed with indignatian, that the lady
heard Mabel’s softened statement of the concluding part of the interview.

“T'o think it should be that wretched womant”  And then followed
some remarks about Providence, which we omit as profane; for they
savored of that idea of the Divine government which some of the old
women on the Cornisly const have bren said to have, when they are ont of
tea, and hope Providence will send a good gale when the next homeward
bound Indiaman pastes their coast, thut a lucky wreck may fill their tea-
caddies. Ah, me ! there's very strange theolc gy about Providence. Once
a year it would be well i some teachers, better than the Veering tribe,
would preach from the Saviour's words, * Were those eighteen, on whom
the tower of Silvam full, areater sinners than all that dwell in Jerusalem?”

Mecanwhile, a ceniain difference between the characters of Shafton
Keen and Delamere Burnish was very clearly devetoped. The furmer, clear
to sec, and clever in derouncir g an evil, but not regulating his own actions
in consequence. ‘The latter, hoodwinked or blindud by cducation and
family prejudices, yet feching the scales fall daily from his eyes, and resolute
to walk by the light he gained.

Mabel was aware of a change, she knew net what. He spoke more
at table, drank nothing but water, paid her marked attention, but sought no
more interviews, and scemed like a man full of some strong purpose. He
undertook to neg.tiate for Mrs. Burnish in regard to the accident, and had
succeeded in obtaining an interview with the bereaved mother, who,though
destitute, and belongng to a desuitute class, spuined his offers ot money ;
and, as soon as the inquest was uver, and the poor chiid buried,—the work
of a couple of days,~-he disappeared. A little paragraph went the round
of the papers to this effect:—

“ An accident, attendod with serious conscquences, and that might
have been far more disastrous, cccurred on the evening of the 15th.

‘The daughters of I. Burnish, Esqy M P., were returning with their gover- -

ness from a drive, when the storm broke suddenly over the metropolis. ‘The
horses were frightencd by a flash of 1 ghtning, and set off at full specd, 1he
driver ncarly Josinyg ail contro] over them.  “They were stopped just afier
they had turned into Poniland Street, and the ladies fortusately, had re.
ccived no injury.  We regrét to add that a liude girl, a foreigner, named
Adclo Marquise, aged six years, was run over, and cairied to Hospital,
where she died the next day.  The well-known benevolence of the family
has been exerted to the utmost to compensate the parents of the child—
though no blame was autributable to the coachman.”

Among the many 1eaders of the papers, few perkaps noted that para-
graph, except, indecd, as the name of Burnish attracted their aitention,
In many drawing-rooms there were preuty Jittle notes written of mingled
cogg:mhlion and condolence 1o Mss. Burnish, and there the matter
cnde

Not cntirely.  In a tavern situated in enc of those nests of dwellings
between the westside of Totienbam Court Road and Foley Plzce, a man,
grey before his time, was lounging in a box compartment of the dingy
coffec room, as it was called,=and skimming the papurs with an air of negli-
gent sadness. A glass of cold spirits and water was beride him; cvidently
his breakfast, which he sipped constantly, halding his hand when he lifted
the glass to steady it.  No onc was withhim in the box.  But the landiord
who was bustling about amuny his other customers, now and then gave
what he would perkaps have ealled “asquint” aver the scttle, a look in
which cunning and curiosity were minghd.  Just astthe company scemed
all intent on their morning drauzhts of “eer, purl, spirits, and news, tncy
were stantled by a deep groan from the box of the loncly tippler.  Inan
instant the landlord 1an towards him, and the people jumped to their feet.
“What was it 2" “ Was he ill2”  *“Open the windows ! “Brirg brandy!”
“ Bring water!”  *There, heis better!”  He shakes them off—iises, hold-
ing the newspaper in his trembling hand, cluwches his kat, pulls it on with
a grin, and lovking roand with a wondering, unsctiled glans ¢, as if in search
of some onc, he sta'ked out into the strect saying, “Thank you, I'm quite
well now,” and feebly pursued his way.

“There he goes—and 2 good riddarice,” says the landlord.  “I wish
he'd come back no more.  He's been 2 matter of three weeks lodging here,
and he's sythed enough 10 blow a vessel from Dover 1o Calais. I dont
like sick grim coves—not I T likes jolly dogs.”

*“Wano is he®” said a customer.

“Blamed ! if I know.”

« Pienty of the ready thine?” inqguired another.

“\Why I should say he hadn't, and ke had.  When he came here first,
I think he was hard up.  Precivus seedy you s:e heis.  But 10 see that
feliow Jrink 1 and ncve the mermicr—not 2 touch.  It's spirit and water
fur breakfast.  That's brs breakiast, gentleanen I poisting to the fragments
of a biscu t beside the nearly empty glesc “Then a walk, then bitter beer,
then his dinner heer—1 wouidn't give a brass farden for what he cats—
then his afiernoon glass, then cut again tll near wmghtfall, then two hours'
go 1 booing and not <lewated; as sober and grave as a judge, but shaky
like, and sad as yol see.  Them somn, dricads, sia't to my taste; they it is
thit goes and makes a hoic i the nver, or Hrings a la «diord into trouble
by dyi gsomchow in his house.  Butas 1 wasasaying, he soon had money
if he didn't bring much, for he plars a hand of cards at timcs, though luck’s

been agen him.  Howsumever, I'm not much of a loser, whatever's up. But
it's my belief summut in that paper troubled him.”

% Was it to-day's?" )

“No, sur3,” said Boniface, looking over the paper.  * It's a Advertiser,
four days old. He ncver was very keen on the papers—too sad to notice
anything.”

‘I'he reader need not be told this stranger was Mrs. Burnish's brother,
and that his eyes had fallen on the paragraph containing a name he knew
full well could bl ng only 10 the cluld, whom, in the midst of the wreck
of fortuue, position, principles, he yet was constrained by the pangs of
conscience, or the agonwes of affection to seck—Adele Marquise.  Yes;
well he knew the sccond name was given as a surname, because the
child was born at the quict titde town, so called, a few mules from
Boulogne, and because also she had no right to the name her father bore,

This wretched man had been so lung used to humiliations arising from
his habits, that all moral strength was gone.  Yet he had visions of a
future, that somchow was to redeem the past.  He would seek the woman
he had ruined, the child he had so deeply loved; he would marry, and try
to retrieve.  “They would help him.  Powerless as an infant, he leaned on
the imaginary aid of his victims. “This one idea was present in the ghastly
dreams of night, the sad realities of day. He yiclded 1o it—left the
Channel Islands, thereby risking his rich brother-in-Jaw’s anger, threw him-
sclf on his sisier’s charity ; but instead of advertising, or gomng 10 Boulogne,
where he left her, or making any raticnal inquirics, he wilked the dreary
labyrinth of London sticets, louking sadly in the face of ch.ldhood, and re-
turned to drink hus daily pution of destiuction, and to add the excitement
of play to the draught which had lost the power of stimulating him. His
last money was rapidly guing.  His sister had deeply wounded him by re-
fusing to sce him.  Her letter had not been balm. She entreated him, as
her last request, as the only thing he could do to oblige her, 1o retirn 10
Guernsey instantly, and promscd to add to his income there if he com

lied.

P And now, lashed as by scorpions, he hastencd to the hospital indi-
cated. ‘The inquest had been held, the verdict—accidentai death—given,
the child buried, the mother gons; the bed was supporting another sufferer,
the room cchoing a newer groan, and the nurse, a kind body in the main,
but seasoned to her business, could give no information but that she “be-
licved the Burnish family had mads the kindest offers to Mrs. Marquise, or
whatever her name was, for ¢very one knew that Mr. Rurnish was a good
Samaritan if there was 1ot another Lft,"—an opinion which a bright golden
sovereign transferred trom Mr. Delamere Burnish's purse to her pocket had
peshaps puichased.

Mr. Boon turncd away from the hocpital steps, gazing vacanily around,
like oric in a dream, and repeating vaguely with a s gh the wores, *“good
Samaritan!” Gradually, it scemed, the words brought back the days of
childhood, for, though untead for years, it might be that the sacred narra-
tive, in disjointed parts, swept through his brain.  He shivered in the sun-
shine, and sat down on a low wall, where some boys were playing at marbles.
‘They looked at him, and ran away as he asked them if they knew where he
could find the **good Samantan?”  Geadually they gathered courage and
returned, and a butcher boy passing, said as he heard the inquiry, “It's a
public house, I know it well, over Bostor: ficlds.”

“]s j1?" said the stranger quiclly, as he rose up and walked in the
way the hand of the boy had indicated.  Qq he went, still shivering in the
sunshae, and muttering to hinnclf, “govd Samanitan!”  People looked
after him as he passed them, shook their heads, but it was no affair of theirs
whether the man was drunk or nuad.  And so he went shuddering on, seck-
ing what we all would like to find in our time of sutrow—1the good Samar-
itan!

(70 bc continned.)

For Girls and Lops.

A DRuP OF OlL

The seving machine went hard.  Brother Will came and iooked
over Amy's shoulder and ku:t his bLrow, as was his custom when in
apuzde. At last, turning back the machine, he glanced over the
works, and said:

* Lid you oil it here, Amy t°

* Why, no, I never thought of that”

A drop of oil was supplicd, and in another minute the slender
needle was flying through the work like a fairy. It was casy now
to turn the wheel.  That drop of oil on adry spot in the mnchinery
made all right.

There are wany other places where a dvop of oil works just vs
great wonders.  For cold mornings, when tanpers are apt to get
frosted as well as toes and finger tips, there is no mngic like a few
swert, cheery words.  So wh n oneis angry aml nady to do ur say
rash t..ings, just give him a “soft answer,” and you cancsee how
it will cheer and brighten the way for yourself and all about you—
Selected.
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