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endeavour. Tiie notes died aw.%y, like a
eroupy lark's attcmpt at cantation, and by
certain gurgling sounds, 1 e9)ncludcd tisat lie
was adrninistering to himsclf a dose of Dutels
couraget

IlWho af'tcr tisis, -will have the brizen
assurance,"y contiud l3illson, Il to say a
word ngainst the rcality of spiritualisiii ?
Show nie the infidel who will dare to snccr
at Judge Ednîonds as an old weman, or
point thie finger of scoru at the glorious aud.
irniortal. Koons ? Would that ail (Janaday
iras present to belsold tise woîsderful wondcrs
whicli are now being entcd! Torontowiili
soon bo a more 'aimous place than JRo-chcester,
itscif 1"

la crder to eut tliis rhapsody short, I
again fiii-ered the dramnsticks and perforzned
that ea piec of music, the IlRosigue's
Match"', -witis an artistie vigour, whicli
ivould have won for ever the affections of
Julien.

Wlica I had concludcd this master pîcce
of instrumentation. Lyneliscnior iitinsa!ed
a desire that lie niglit bc favorcd witli the
vision of lus defunet iieplhew. Whiercupon
tli( native of Dollardoun, aftcr muttering
certini liocus pocus words, comînanded your
hlumlble servant to become oeulariy deveiopcd.

Thius abjured, 1 enicrgcd froin behind the
winidow-curtain, and drawing oue of the
aforcsaid lucifer matches gcntly over my
coat siceve, ignitcd. tîme sanie, and rc-comi-
mniunicatcd lighlt to the exticauishced cock-

"Be Use towvn piper of Jericho"-ycllcd
Otbert-" it is tise erayter Dinis Stobo, as
snre as I arn a sinner!1 Och, -whea did ye
die? And how does it fare wid your poor
misf'ortunate sowl ?

Palling a solcîn race, and using the tone
of voice, cmnploycd by the gents w'ho person-
ate Ilarnîlet's murdered father, I teplied ini
ilsalnesc after-mnentioned, to wvit, that is to
say :

"hi11 a swamip at Port Credit, opposite the
residence of the author of IlTie .N7' Uuaer,
I slîufllcd off this niortai cou! Starvation
mis the cause cf the catastrophe, and you
canjîîdge of my destitution by these, sordid

lyg, liih 1 wre at the moment of My
decease 1 As f ulîing Mny seul, it is en-
durig ssIl tise at ,naies of Purgatory . .. 1

I iod liard tiiere, stranger," inteileetcd
Bilîson at tliis point cf my story; '<both
Jssdgo Edmonds and old Koons' dcny point-
blank, that tlsere is any sucs location t"1

"The Judge, and t1in other fcllow, thon,
are a brace, cf oirlad-q:tî1-11 not
it to cry boo, te a goose 1'"

"lBut nephiew, avic"l-eiiîîied in old
Lynch-" is there notlsing, hioney that ive
can do for yeez 2"

Il ?aits unele"--I rcsp)onded-" a busisel
or two cf miasses, would conse quite handy
in existing circunistances. Fora. msstter of'
two hutndred pounds, or say tlirce, wlien
you're at it, 1 wouid be set famously upon
uîxy legs 1

"CAnd its Phelini and nieseif Nviil be proudl
and hiappy to inake that samne advanec,11
ias the prompt rejoinder, enunciatedwitls a

hecartincss -wlicli aniply denionstratcd its
sincerity. The tears rolled down lus fur-
rowcd and lgadclsceks-his franie was
sîmaken by a rapid. succession of liystcrical,
sohs-and carncstly did he tell tlîe beads
which. indesed tIse orisons lie -svas putting
up on nîy behiaif. At that moment I fuliy
and freely forgave, tIse remorseful, sinner, his
slîare of' tIse act of injustice, wlsicis hiad s0
long kcpt Ille out of îîîy legitimnate rgis

Widcly différent, liowever, wvas tlic spirit
in whicls cousin Plielinu, rccived thu:- propo-
sition cf bis penitent, ancestor.

"If you hav et othUe tin, oid codger"--he
cxclaimd-"l you snay make, tue iavcstment
in question, but sang mie if I -ive Çoe Tap,
for any sucli purpose t Denis Stobo, as you
vwcll. know, Was never ene cf nîy special fa-
vorites, and I have no idea of throwing
away Zood inoney upon the glîost of sucli a
spalpeen! If lie is suffcring in purgatory, ho
doubtlcss nclI deserves it, and I decidedly
think timat tîme law slsouid bc pcrmitted to
take its reg-ular course 1'"

Sudsi languiage frorn the knave wh, lsad so,
long been waxing, gross upen my inîseritance,
eompictcly widowcd nie of aIl patience and
seif-restraint. Witls one bound, Iwas at the
side of tise sordid scoundre], and grasping
Mani by tise tîstoat, belabonred luis licad with
one of tise drumstieks, tili I ivas -well. nigh
brcatless.

Il How spiritsîalisnî does progress, te be
~sure il" cried Bilîson, as lie centemplated thi


