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respected father. “Keep moving, why 1 nm worn out al-
rendy ; my appointment with Colonel Tippits is not until one
o'clock ; and T shall have to sit hiere and bite my nallg for the
next two houra”

u Bite your pails " exclaims the younger traveller, “nothing
of the sort.”

«f whall not stir from here until the time,” says old Pigeon,
carefully senting himself on'an old-fashiioned sofa.

« AL right,” replies hig son,  Rings the bell. @ Waiter 1

# Yer, kir)" respondr the chiet waiter of the Dragon,

s Where's Millers farm 2"

v Who's Miller?" aska Mr, Pigeon senior.

w Never mind who Miller Is)” responds the son, ¢ that's my
allair—thut’'s my secret, guv,  Yon have your gecrets; I have
mine —that's fuir, ¢h? Bat you shall see my secret, dad;
pevertheless. Waiter, why don't you tell me how far it in to
Miller's furm 7 Say yon will or vou won't—that ix all I agk—
vou will or you won't.”

Tow You never giveone time, i gays the waiter.

o Pitne, sic ! exelaims Tom ;) give you time; time is not
to be given away, waiter: take it by the forelock and keep
woving 3 that’s the way to deal with time.”

wPwo mile, sir——that's the distanes”

«Right yonare; when yon have anything to ray, say it
quickly ated wt onee. . What can we have for dinner ??

e, i began the waiter,

soDent but me)” gays Tom, fmilindy pushing the waiter
cit of the coom, 4 Re off wnd see what there 18 for dinner ; nud
order a four-wheeler to take me to Mr, Miller's farm.”

“ For shawe, Tommy, you vhould ot be so impestuous,”
rays Mr, Figeon senjor, who, instead of stopping the torrent
only increared its velocity.

<There yon are agnin” says ‘Fom ¢ “now didu’t 1 tell you
ot to eall me Tommy—did 1T or did I not?—bhere we are
a-goitig into Rociety, and you are Tommying me just ag if we
were ot the shop-board.  And whiat do you mean by fmpestu.
aun T—1 tevirt henrd of snch g word-—you will have to go to a
Seheol Board and be polished, governor.  Now it i not much
a donting sou asks of & douting father, will you drop the
Teanmny, the shop, wod the tailor 7

w A gkt Tommy,” says the father, sinning again iu his
very ptomise of amendment. 0L, lor! Tom—] mean, my
dear Tom ™

Thers, that will do)” says Tom, patting Mr. Pigeon senior
aftectionately on the back o Naw will von tell me your husi-
ness with this swell at Tlusell Castle Seeret for secret, ch 77

= Noo, Tom, T will net ™

Yo won't]

L \\ " n

wPhat< o what T like)” sy Tom
polnt” ‘

s 10w only an old Bill for liveries ™

GOVeTBOT——governor, that's a it

S Well look bere, Tom, iy Loy, says the father, preparing
teemanke u statement ook here now :

“ Na, no, Theophitus Pigeon, Esq, Keep vour secret; tell
no b’

HWell then, Tompry s begins the father,

CPeanmy agaiu—hang Tommy.  (an't you say Tom or
Tharns or Jackass, or anything but Tommy ? what s the
soed of aur going Tuto society i it is always Tommy 77

* Well, then, Tom @ for jackass you ape not.”

CRirto you says Tom,

Well, thene *

Yau've sdd that before ;) don't say it again,”

o Ney Fwill not,” says Mr, Pigeon, senior, getting np from
Lis meat a litthe angrily; 9 no, 1T will not, Hemain in the
dnrk

< huthie dack be 107 savs Tom, nathing disconceried ) “any.

thing, =0 that it isx devisive”

s b am ge tived,” savs Mr, Vigeon, senior.

“Then go to sleep, dear old boy” suys his son, promptly,

Phere, tuck up yonur Jegs, aud have o nsp—a little drop of
something short amd an hone's nap”

Tom's prescription was accepted,  The reader wonld have
bert agreeably surprised could e have seen how affectionately
Teom covered his father aver with a teavelling.rug, and made
the xotn comfortabide.  If the son had ny reverence for the
atthor of hix being he was not devoid of affection ; though it
tried Lis pationee greatly that hic father did not acquire with
more rapidity what Tom considered the true habits and mau-
fners 0f foejety,

s Snsurt and to the

CHAPTLR HI
TOM DISCOVERS HIS FATHER'R SECRET.

Me T Pigeon, haviog secn bis Sither comfortably asleep,
tesolved o it down quictly for a mement and reflect upon
the situation. Miller's furm contained ane of the prettiest
and roundest Httde girds that the Cattle Show had ever brought
to Londen with an Eoglish farmer. Tom was thinking that
he would ke to have driven tandem (o Jessie Miller's home,

*That woulf have been the style” he said to himself, imi-
tuting, as he sat in his chair, the action of driving a pair of
restive horses 6 Dushing leader pranciog through the town,
cantering thtonggh the Janes—pull up at the farm—out runs
Jessie to meet me—farmer wondering at the turn-out, and
pretty Httle Jessie. Holln ™

The exclamation was ane of pain
on hiz father's over-coat.

CHaollot Ol jemming ! Seissors and paving-stones! A
acedle aovard Jong! What the dence does the governor do
with neddles in his pocket now that we have retired from the
protession amd are going into society.”

Examiniug ald Mr. Prgeon’s coat, Tom discovered aoneadles
cnke and thimble,

“He promized me fithfully that e would drop the shop,
and po into saciety with me ke agentleman; and here he is
going on worse than that fellow Rite, whao tsed to be his head
entter-out,!

While Tom was discussing his fnther's shortcomings there
fell out of the old man's cont'n letter, addressed, 1t was ad-
dressed to Theophilus Vigeou, Eaquire,

YOl ob! Fequire, oh? That means 4 hand in the gover-
nar's pocket, PH swear ' snid Tong, alternately glancing at his
father asleep and the lotter, W must read thig, Thomas
Pigeon, junior, only sonaind heir of your father ; we must not
allow onr dear father 1o be swindled; no. Here we go, then”

Tem had been sitting

ol Tippite will be glad to extend - the morigage to £20,-
000, and hopes to see M Pigeon on the tirst of September;

‘“and Col. Tippits further hopes that Mr. Pigeon will intro-
“céucu his interesting aon at Tinsell Castle on the first oppor.
ttunity,

“Tinsell Castle, Aug. 20.”

Tom mude n varicty of gignificant gestures signifying sur-
prise und delight.  He shook his fist affectionately at the old
man asleep on the sofn, and laughed silently all over his face,
It was an expressive face, full of humonr and intelligence.
‘The mouth was large and flexible. It worked in comic sym-
pathy with a peenliar wink, with which Tom kept in good
humour persons with whom he pretended o be very angry.

“That's the dewr old governor's secret,” he said, # He's
worth twenty thousand pounds more than 1 thought, and, |
dare ray, another five-and-twenty thou to boot, Bravo, dad!
Uravo, Theophilus Pigeon, Esquire!  Bravo, Pigeon and
Son 1

“Thought I'd remind you of the fly, sir’ aaid the waiter,
entering just upon the consummation of Tom’s discovery.

“ PFly,sir. What do you menn 77

‘1 The four-wheeler, sic”

¢ Four-wheceler,” gaid Mr. Pigeon, junior, remembering, for
the first time since his arrival at the Dragon, that he had
brought an eye-glass to accompany him into society. « Fly,
four-wheeler—what do you mean ??

“Fhe fly you ordered,” said the waiter,

¢ Some mistake,” said Mr. Pigeon, junior, remembering
that, with the eye-glass, he ijntended to revise his mode of
speech, @ AhL, waiter; ab, some mistake,  If I did order a
fly it must have been months ago, 1 have found five-and-
twenty thousand pounds since then,  Make it a carriage and
four, waiter.  Yas, yas”

The waiter disappeared, with a pozzled air; while Mr.
Pigeon, senior, slept on, unconscious of the additional fillip
which had been given to his son's ambitions views in regurd to
socicty. '

“* Yas," said Tom, waving his hand to himself in a misty
glass over the mantel-shelf. ¥ Yas, this is the happiest day
of my life.  Fora slow coach, the governor has kept moving
after all.  Go into society! I should think we would—rather!
See life! Just so. Motto, still keep moving.”

Mr. Kite, who had by this time sufficiently remewmbered his
old friend, now entered the room

t How do you do?” he said. ¢ Who would have thought
o find you in Inglenoos ? i

“Eh? said Mr. Pigeon, junior, critically examining Mr.
Kite's boots and cravat through his glasa.

« [ asked after your health, sir)” said Kite, drawing himself
up to his {ull height and looking down upon his {riend.

# Iudeed,” said youpy Pigeon,  # Yas, yas.”

“Dou’t you know me ?? asked Mr. Kite.

“Nevar gaw you in my life before—nevar—assure you,”
said Tom.

“# Not remember vour father's shopman ?”

‘Fuather never had a shop ; therefore never had a shopmat,
d'yve see. Father's son don't know shops or shopuen,  See ™

¥ es, I sees Very good s 1 osee” said Me, Kite, @ My name
atn’t Kite. 1 never wasa shopman, nor a cutter, ot anything
of the sort. 1 am a gentleman; so are you, sir, I perecive,
Mr. Pigeon, sir, I hope T have the pleasure of seeing you
well

“ Very well, indesd thank vou—" said Tom.
society, Kite 77

“1 should think I was” said Mr Kite, stretehing ont tiest
bix right arm and then his left, and pulling down a pair of
white shirt-cutfs over a pair of faulilessly gloved hands,
s should think I was in socicty,”

AL, father aud Lare just going in,” said Tom, asif socicty
were an exhibition for which he had scoured reserved seats,

“Indecd; Mr. Pigeon, Fam delizhted : we shall often meet.
I am down here professionally, preparing the way for the re-
turn of Colonel Tippits as & member of Parlinment”

“Ah, yes: we Koow Tippits” suid Meo Plzeon,
Tippits

# Very well indeed)” sadd Kite, ©chanming thing vour
knowing Tippits; heis the fon heres 1 am his azent, ac
dited to the house of Topham and Downbam, Brivem Co
k.

ATre you in

tow ix

Py
s Just o, Very glnd to hear it Kite!” satd Tom, trying to
find his eye-glass, and pulling out his wateh by mistake,
“Glass is in your left hand.”
“ Thanks" said Pipcon, evidently a little nettled that Kite
had noticed his confusion. ¢ Now laok here, Kite, no more

. nonsense; let us understand each other: it is agreed that we

drop the shop.”

i Certaindy.”

“The Pigeons of Belgrave Square are worth a hundred
thonsand pounds if they are worth a penny ; the Pigeons are
now secking change of air: the Pigeons are on their tmvels:
they are gofog into socicty; it is not much they ask, but that
much they mean to have, yon understand

Mr. Kite assured his friend that he perfectly understood
hiw, and hoped to call him friend for many & long year to
come,  He said he was going to eall at the Castle, and ofered
to leave the cards of Pigeon and Son with his own, whereupon
Tom broke out info a towering passion,

¢ Yon have just promised me, in the most solemn manuer,
that you would sink the shop, and you talk of cards. 1 tell
vou we have neither cavds nor patterns ; Pigeon and Son have
retired for ever; Pigeonand Son are gentlemen residing at the
family mansion in-Belgrave Squure, and anything to the con.
trary from you, Kite, will simply get you kicked out of society
straight, in addition to being cnt off with a shilling by your
old master.” '

« My dear sir,” said Kite, ““ you do not understand,  In
socivty gentlemen have nddress eards—private affnirs which
they call pastebosrd—youn will know all about it by-and-bye ;
vou may trust Charlie Kite; he will be true to himself and
to hix honourable friends the Pigeons™

With which grandiloquent assurance of friendship and pro-
tection, Mr. Kite bowed profoundly to his friend and with-
drew.

“ Now to wake the governor,” said Tom, shaking old Pigeon
by the collar,

“What is it 2" grumbled the old man

# Wake up; Uve found a letter with five-and-twenty thou-
sand pounds in it.”

“ Where, Tommy, whero 7"
now.

“ Here, here,’
Tippits,

The old man was wide awake

* ‘Tom replivd, flourishing the letter of Colonel

“Oh, you rascal I exclaimed Mr. Pigeon, senior, trying to-
snatch the letter from his son.

% Why you rich old Belgravian swell, you are worth a hun-
dred thon—something like s seeret—oh you Crersus, you
Rothschild, you Bank of England—a hundred thousand ; and
still you are not happy.”

“Yes ] am, my boy—I am indecd,” gaid old Pigeon; for ho
knew nothing of Aladdin the Sceond and the Tycoon.

“1 repeat,” said young Pigeon, throwing his head back and
juerking out his chin, - ¢ And still you are not happy **

“Yes, dear boy, T am,” said Mr. Pigeon, senior, putting his
hand on Tom’s shoulder; ¢ but money hag its cares, Tommy—
T mean Tom or Thomas.”

¢ Go on, guv, I forgive you; you can call me Tommy now
and then, when nobody’s near, yon know : it is only 1n the
presence of other people that it makes me so wild to hear yon
sinking dignity and high life.”

“Very good, dear Tom, I will remnember; but as I was u
saying, my old partner used to hobserve, Ah, Pigeon, my
friend, he used to say—ah, Pigeon, you are a lucky dog, your
needle is always sticking io the right place.”

“ Blow your needle,” said Tom, rubbing hix back, ¥ 1 differ
with your old partner ; but tell me, sir, tell your son and heir,
who ouly lives to make you happy, tell Thomas Pigeon, Esg.,
junior, how much you are really worth.”

Old Pigeon listened cautiously, and looked to see that no-
body was within hearing near door or window.

% What do you gay toa plum, Tommy ?” he whispered.

“Tommy again—never mind, the plum makes up for it,”
said young Pigeon, “It's enough to drive a fellow mad,
governor. A plum—a plummy plum plum! Now look here,
my dear old friend and father, Theophtlus Pigeon, of Belgrave
Square, plumber ;—no, I don't mean that; I'm a little off my
head, you see, what with plums, and Kites, and castles.
Henceforth we are in rociety. From this moment we are
swells: we must dress better than this (looking at his trousers
and examining his fathers coat); we must give some rascally
tailor an order at once; blow him up and do the haaw-haw
business, and wink at his daughter if he has one, and swear
politely, and smoke shilling cigars.”

“ No, Tommy, if we are going to be gentlemen let us be-
have as such ; that is my motto.”

# Come in,” bawled the younger Pigeon, in reply to a knock
at the door.

Wil yon please to order dinner, sir,” asked the waiter,
entering.

% Yas,” said Mr. Pigeon, junior, ¥ vas, we'll have everything
you've got.”

“Yes, sir.  And please, sir, the carriage is waiting.

@ Dismiss it,” said the rich voung man; #we shall delay
our visit to the farmer's; we are expecting a call from the
Castle”

4 Yes, sir.”

- And, waiter.”

“Yes, sir.”

s Are there any rascally tailors in this place”

S Yesosir”

s How many rascally tailors 77

“$Two, sir”

< Tell them to send me half a dozen suitz of clotheg, mor-
ning and dress”

s Lsuppose you are another candidate for the borough, sir
YuS, sir”

s Don't tell me what you suppose: tell the rascally wilors
what you please.”

% Yes, sir; when shall they vall to measure you, sir?”

s Mensure me,” said Tom, with well-feigned bewilderment
wOh, ah, yas, of course, trae—true; they measure you (imi-
tating the operation of measuring)—{ remember: we will be
measured, waiter, we will be measured.”

S Yes, siv: T will order the rascally tailorsat once,” said the
waiter, leaving the room.

“The impudent puppy,” said old VPigeon, when the door
was shut, - Tommy, [don’t like this new-fangled manner of
yours: tone it down, dear boy; tone it down, I never Knew

a real gentleman as had that stvle ) itain’t troe breeding”
“ Nonsense, governor: you don't understand the laws of

fashionable life; iUs no zood a fellow wearing an cye-glass
and being a swell unless he has eye-glass on the brain,”
Tom, making a great show of polishing his glase, txing itin
his eye, and trying to let it fall suddenly from itz position
while he was speaking.

# 1 differ with you, Tommy, but I'm willing to let you have
your fling.  You know I love you with all my heart; my for-
tune is yours. Spend the money honourably aud faivly; ir
you conld spend it without going into society, as you calls i,
I should be all the better pleased.”

AN right, dad; rely cuome. T'H do nothing to disgrace
the name of Pigeon ; but society’s a sing wuy nen. Tonly
azk you to sink the shop and keep moving—onward, and keep
moving.”

« Well, I shouldn’t mind, Tom, if we moved a little now.
Couldn't we take a bit of a walk together until the Colonel
comes 27

w A bit of & walk!™ Tom exvclaimed, scizng his father by
the arm. Hang it, governor, we'll have a gallop together.”

With which remark Tom ran his father gaily into the hotel
passage s then inte the yard: and, fnally, iato the High
Street, where the shopkeepers seemed to have considerable
business on their doorsteps,  The majority of the Inglenook
tradesmen, or their assistants, were standing at their doors
on this Feast of St Partridge. Some of them were ontin the
adjacent meadows; you conld almost hear their unns goiug
off in the stubbles, The sportsmen who were left behind

consoled themselves with the thought that the bags wonld be
smaller on account of their abseuce,

(7’0 be contintted,’

The last theory is that tea, like coflfee, is slow poison.  Till
now we have all been under the impression that it is the
sinplest, the healthiest, and the most renovating refreshment
that one can take, and that nothing restores the tone of an
exhausted brain quicker. But, according to Dr. Aldridge,
this is all a delusion. It is simply the worst thing you can
take, unless you take it in-infinitesimal doses, and druuk by
pints and quarts, as it often is by the poor, with nothing more
to eat than bread and butter, it is working ten times more mis-
chief in the country than all the beer aud gin and brandy
that is turned out.  ‘The question now is—is there any edible
or potable created that is not # slow poison 7




