
THE JESSOPS* WISH.
fCentmusd.)

“ It am’t console me. I won’t touch it. 
We shall never prosper with it, I know we 
eha'nV’

" Pooh ! I don’t hev no fear about that. 
I guess the neighbours will open their eves 
some. You see, me and your father think 
we’d better sell out here and move right 
into your uncle’s house in the city and en
joy ouselvee. Think of that, Petty ! And 
who Blows but you’ll marry some great

you’re as rich aa any body.
But Patty couldn’t dream any thing so 

rational ; and she woke up from a nap 
wringing her hands like Lady Macbeth, 
and crying, “ I can not wash it off—it is 
murder T After that she lay awake, 
thinking very unwholesome thoughts. She 
hated herself for ever having vnahed for 
Uncle Reuben's money. What should they 
do with three hundred thousand dollars ? 
They were like people thrown on a desert 
island with the ship’s treasure. Moreover, 
how could they, who knew next to nothing 
of polite life, hope to figure respectably in 
aristocratic circles—they, with their bad 
grammar and false taste and awkwardness ? 
How should they learn the fashionable 
manner of entertaining or visiting ? What 
waa the etiquette of parlour or ball-room, 
ef dinner and breakfast ! Would not her 
father hobnob with the butler, and her 
mother join issue with the cook ! Of her
self she felt equally doubtful, be it said. 
And then, was it not a million times bet
ter to be poor and innocent, than rich and 
vulgar and sin-burdened ? Finding no 
answers for any of these pretty little co
nundrums, they continued to propound 
themselves. And to leave the country, too, 
where she had been born end bred ; the 
fields, that were like familiar faces ; the 
woods, that seemed to welcome and to 
open up all their mcred depths to her, 
withholding no secret of flower or fruit ; to 
leave the place where every one knew and 
cared for her, in a way of their oem, and 
to go eut to people who knew not Joseph, 
to adopt their customs and bear with their 
alights and caprices ; and always, every 
where, to have the feeling that God had 
taken her at her word and would require 
Uncle Reuben’s life of her at last ! Always 
to have this shadow haunting her in all 
places ! And then, if spirits walked—and 
old Grandmann Tewksbury declared she 
had seen them—what waa to prevent Pat
ty’s victim from confronting her whenever 
he fancied the amusement ? What a trouble 
and responsibility had suddenly fallen up
on them in the shape of a fortune, which 
they were incompetent to spend ! Should 
she ever again fed like the Patience Jeesop 
to whom Elijah had once made love ? And 
then—oh, dreadful remembrance !—Elijah 
had onoesaid, when she had been teasing 
him abont Ln Harris, just to make sure 
that he didn’t cpre a farthing for her, “ I 
shall newer aak a rich woman to marry me, 
Patty ; never !’’ And now the was a rich 
woman herself, and Elijah would never, 
nevqr ask to marry her ! And even if he 
siurtüd, she must refuse ; she could never 
carry a stained conscience into his home 
and heart. She would not endure to hear 
him call her good and innocent, and some 
day to know the truth.

So the Jeasop Farm was advertised and 
sold—to Elijah Gowan. Having bought 
the farm, business brought him to the 
house now and again, where he found Pat
ty, soberly packing the household gods, 
snch as were to flit with them ; but after

VS
“If its the money,” thought he, “I’m 

just as well off without her love but, for 
all this fine reasoning, he sighed deeply 
whenever he oloeed the door behind him at 
Jeasops Farm. “Perhaps I ought not to 
have taken her at her word so exactly ; 
maybe she didn’t mean it alL One always 
says too much or too little ; yet it’s mighty 
hard to take a rebuff from the girt yen 
love ; but it’s all up now. If I were to try 
and make it up, she’d be sure to think I 
wae hankering after the money, And I 
couldn’t bear that.”

1 ’ What under the sun do you s’pope 
Elijah’s going to do with the old farm ?” 
asked Mr. Jeesop ; “I don’t git his idee in 
buying of it. I told him up and down 
’twa’n’t worth nothing 1”

“ Mabbe he wants it to look at,” said 
his wife, “ it’s sich a putty place. Least- 
wave ’tain’t no affair of onnr.

Old Reuben Jessop’s fine mansion in 
the city was now awaiting the arrival 
of its new possessors, who were to 
move in during the following month. 
In the mean time the neighbors made 
the most of the Jeesop family, before 
they should get beyond their reach, in dis
cussing their income and its tax, offering 
advice and admonition. “ Lor sake# a 
day !” said Grand-marm Tewksbury, 
bringing over her knitting to sit with Mrs. 
Jesaop a while ; ** I knowed a family when 
I was a gal who heired three times aa much 
agin; but, goodness, they come ter want 
"ter all, every soul on ’em ! Riches takes 
wings ter theirsélves and flies away—unless 
you clip ’em."

“ Mercy ! ” erica Mrs. Jeesop ; •• how did 
it happen ? For I feel as if we waa that 
rolling in wealth that it couldn’t never hev 
no send !”

“So did they ! And they spent like 
water, and give dinner-parties, and evening 
parties, and—”

•'Now that’s one thing I’ll put my foot 
down agin.”

“Lor, ’tain’t no good. They couldn’t 
keep theirselvee. Every body expected it 
of ’em. When you’re in Rome you must 
do as the Roamings do. They went ter 
folks’ houses, and they had ter hev folks 
ter theirn—-tit for tat, you know. People 
in them dtyfied places don’t give away good 
victuals for nothing like raisin .cake and 
wine, mind ye ; they expect ter git jest as 
good back agin, and they usual gits it. 
Waal, that wam’t all, they had money in 
the bank, and the bank broke and spilled 
the money, and stocks they went down to 
the bottomless pit.”

“Dear me,” mused Mrs. Jesaop, “I 
wonder what’s best ter invest money in ? 
There don’t seem no security nowhere 
nowadays. Do you s’poee stocks is good as 
a general thing ?”

“ I’d a heap rather invent in a stocking.” 
mid grandmarm, laughing ; “you put it in 
» stocking, and there you hev it handy ml 
sure as shot, ”

“ Yen, but there’s burglars !” suggested 
by the mention of shot, which had illustra
ted a vivid picture of a midnight assault in 
tiie mind of Mrs. Jeesop.

“I know; burglaA is to be considered, 
and the help too. Now there’s Miss Gold
ing—she that wae a Brown—she married 
quite forehanded, and went ter Newmarket 
ter Kve ; they had three folks ter wait on 
two, and a pretty mem they made of it, 
and one of ’em stole the teeth ont of her

you see. 
how a help 

» of piaening the 
—y—’twas all accident : but that 
t hev done ’em no good if they’d a-

11 I won’t hev n servant n-near 
i; Patty and meH do all there is

^vc callers looking like crazy

may mind their own business, 
folks he, in the faze part of the

does all their gadding in 
; out there,"

Jeasop to

*y ?’’ ■htf

truth, I don’t like
ter mention it, for fear some vigabone m

m
the house, an ’ll creep in after dark, and— 
and—do some harm, you see !”

“Maybe Uncle Reuben lived in the 
draad,” mid Patty, maliciously.

‘“Bat,”objected the perplexed Nathan, 
“ if you don’t mention of it, how’m I ter 
know what you mean ?"

“ Dear me, I do believe it’s more bother 
to be—be—forehanded than aa poor as pi

“ I told you we shouldn’t prosper. It’s 
the blood-money,” said Patty, who waa 
fast fulfilling her mother’s prediction and 
becoming a “ monomany” on the subject. 
“ Mother wants to know how it is best to 
keep it beyond the reach of other murder-

“Whist, child, what do yon mean? 
Well, there's the Topsy-turvy Railway 
Company, that pays good dividends ; 
■there’s insurance and bank shares, and 
houses and—”

“ But banks fail, yon See,and houses they 
go and burn down, and railroads smash up. 
Can’t you think of nothing better, Na
than r

“ There's the Hocus-pocus Mining Com 
pony, and the Rocket Gars Company—”

“ I never heerd of ’em. Now, I leave it 
to you, Nathan, if it’s safe ter trust money 
ter a man you never see nor heerd on !"

“ Tain’t a man. Boxy ; it’s a company !"
“ Wa’al what’s a company hat n lot of 

men as you never laid eye* on ? And a fool 
knows it’s a sight entier to steal and rob in 
a crowd.”

“Lor, Boxy, you’re awful sharp on ’em. 
Why not leave the money, then, jeet where 
Unde Reuben invested it!”
, “ I duqno ; I don’t feel safe noway. I do 
believe the stocking’s best.” / j

“ The stocking be hanged ! I tell ye, I 
Roxy, we aha’n’t eves feel safe, if we're go
ing on like this, till we’re in our graven.I

They had the little dress-maker, Mis* 
Emery, who lived out at Carter’s Croming, 
over, about this time, to assist in supply
ing a wardrobe suitable for city life.

“ 1 hope you’re posted on the newest 
fashions,’’ said Mrs. iessop, “ ’cause we 
don’t want to look aa if we’d jest stepped 
oat of the ark.” ^mn^H

“ I guess I can fix you um^ 
tinted Miss Emery ; “ me that learnt my 
trade of Madame Furbelow in the city ; and 
she says to me, only the’other day, when I 
was in a-pnrpoee for you, says she, * Come 
in ter my rooms, Hitty, any time, and help 
yourself to any hints ye ran find lying 
round loose.’ And there was a lady aU 
dressed ter pieces, come in, and rays she,
’ I hear as how the Jeesop heirs are coming 
for ter live in the old place, and as are 
next-door neighbours, and hev alias been 
in the way of seeing a good deal of the old 
gentleman, I should like to find out suiting 
about them.’ ”

“ * You’ve oome ter the right shop, then,’ 
says Madame Furbelow ; ‘ for here’s a 
’prentice of mine as works for Mrs. Jee- 
sop.

“ ‘ Yee,’ says I; ’and there isn’t n bet- 
ter woman living. ’ "

‘ Is that true ?* say* she. ‘ I’ve heerd
tell that they wae 
murdered the king's 

“ What dees that 
Jeesop, aghast.

“Speaking bad | 
Patty. “Thatisn’t!

fanner folks, who 
" h, and—’” 

i?” aasked Mrs.

unmar," answered 
> worst kind of mur-

“ And she went en ter say,” continued 
Mias Emery, “ as how she hoped they was 
people she'd be pleased to know, not vnl- 
gar, rich ns some folks said, ns would make 
a laughing-stock of theirselvee in perlite 
society. Yon going ter hev these sleeves 
cat Indy Wsshingtmg, or sabot ? You’ll 
cat a figger in this gownd, or I don’t know 
what’s what.”

match the odour. What numbers do you 
happen ter wear now ?"

“I donna, ter save me, I never had one 
on in all my born days. I guess Lisle 
thread’ll do.”

“ Lor ! yon mustn’t begin cheap like, or 
folks’ll say you're miserly.”

“ Seems ter me folks is awful meddle
some. It’s rather hard, at my time of 
life, ter hev ter begin ter do every thing ter 
please folks as hasn’t no business ter inter
fere. I’ve allns dressed ter please myself, 
so fur.”

“ But now you've got ter dress and talk 
and move round generally to please Mrs. 
Grundy !” put in the drees-maker.

“ Lor ! who’s she ? The lady you was

* She’s one of ’em." 
‘Oh ! then there’s i family ofmdse »

’em ? Goodness knows, Patty, I don’t s’poee 
we shall be able ter draw a long breath 
without their leave. ”

“ Mercy, mother !” said Patty, “ Miss 
Emery’s laughing at you. Mrs. Grundy is 
6V0FT l)odv ”

“Everybody ! Wa’al, I never ! She’s 
the most wonderfulest body !” Then, after 
a pause of thought, “ Wa’al, if that’s the 
case, Sfc're one of 'em too, ain’t we?"

“ Of course,” said Mias Emery, soothing
ly.

“ I’m glad of that. It sort of makes 
things equal Torn and turn about is fair 
play. And if they’re bound ter pick me 
ter pieces, I ran oblige ’em in the same 
way, yon see.”

“So y on’ll be really going off soon,” said 
Mrs. Dwight, coming in for a farewell rail. 
“ WeU, I hope you’ll never regret it. 
Square Harris s fust wife was a-telling of 
me, one day, hew glad she was ter git back 
ter simple manners and steady hours, after 
she'd spent a winter in the city. Fust, 
you see, the help kept a-giving warning, or 
a-going up chambers and a-putting on the 
youngladies’ things, whilst they was out, 
and going off (era frolic of their own. 
Then a burglar got in at the basement win
der, and stole the silver off of the table all 
ready laid for a dinner-party ; and then, 
what does a fire do but break out in the 
attic, along of them help a-keeping of a 
light a-buming all night : and tile young 
ladies, they took the varyloid from a beg
gar-woman as they’d had in ter eat up the 
oold victuals ; and the water-pipes, they 
up’and burated, and like ter hev drowned 
the hull lot, and spiled the carpets, let 
alone the paper that oost two dollars a roll 
and putting on !”

“Yen,” added Miss Emery ; “and some
thing got into the furnace and like ter hev 
smothered them ter death.”

“ Eggsactiy, Mist Emery. I t’pose you 
heerd about it at the time. They like ter 
hev choked along of that there rare—ahem, 
cardamon gars. And there’s to much

the operay, which, I say, it ain’t noways 
reasonable, when it’s all in furren words ; 
and you must know whose pic ter is bet
ter’s whose, and change your gownd for 
dinner, and hev a hair-dresser."

“And I that could never bears body 
touching of a hair of my head !" cried Mrs.
*^?ra ; and Patty’ll hev ter learn ter 

dance the German,* said Miss Emery.

! any 1

i Emery. 
i they jest talked the Ger- 
' " r’» mother. “I didn’t 

1 ter dance it.
, as Nathan's

It must be

«show

Bfc—I 
■i^TiTLTl.,

thing else but claws, like a lobster.”- 
“I guess it’s the old story,” said Patty,

any
raid Mrs.

iiii
’d it was all a flash in the pan," 
Tewksbury ; “but they made 

‘ "iti Old Reuben, he’s

< that ’ Satan finds i mischief still for
idle bands to do.

The afternoon was very still and sunny.
the shadows of the lime-trees wove a pretty 
traoery upon the grass-plots outside 
Now and then a bird winged across the 
sky. or a bee boomed In at the open win
dow.

“That's a sign of news," said Mrs. 
Jeasop, who had fallen to thinking after her 
own fashion. Far away a belt of bine mint 
curled aboVe the tilla, pierced by a spire 
or two ; tiie distant woods lay like a dream 
of solitude against the remote horizon ; and 
in the meadow yonder, if she chose to lift 
her eyes, Patty could see the red shirts of 
the hay-makers, one of whom she knew to

t«h?œ
and paid off tho mortgage, and bought the 
clover-field of Deacon Jackman. I wish 
rich old nnoles would oome ter life every 
day, as thick as raspberries in the burnt 
land.”

“ And he’s going for ter give Patty a 
dowry,” pnt in Grandmarm Tewksbury— 
“ a dowry, when -he gits merried, so you’d 
better look sharp there, hoys.”

“ Now,” raid Farmer Jeasop, after he 
had paid the purchase-money over to 
Elijah, “what on arth did you want ter 
buy the old place for ?”

“ To remind me of Patty,” said Elijah, 
as bold as brass, with his eyes upon her. 
“ Patty,” said he, as her fa titer went into 
the next room to look his papers into a 
desk, “ have you forgiven me for' taking

all for the benefit of John 
next he came to stay at the Laurels, which 
h* wae sure to do soon, for he always turn
ed np about twice in the year.

Old Mr. Hughes wae very fond of his 
big, handsome nephew, who had not long 
attained the elevated petition of a lieuten
ant in the Artillery, and having no son ef 
his own, and the estates being entailed, it 
wae perhaps only natural tirât he should 
make much of his heir.

There was another reason too why old 
Hughes made much of John—he wanted 
him to marry hie daughter ; nay, it had 
always been considered a settled though 
undiscorned thing that he should do so, 
and people said that they were engaged. 
Kitty believed this gossip was all non
sense, for Caroline Hughes was tall and 
thin, with two large white teeth sticking 
out in front of her mouth (though the was

be Elijah Gowan. Sweet odours, tangled 
in the wind, swept abroad like spirits, 
manifest, but invisible. One seemed to 
hear nature astir and growing athwart the 
silence. . Presently there came a step, 
deliberate as Fate’s.along tiie gravel ; some 
one unhaeped the gate ; it creaked on its 
hinges ss it swung back ; then the steps 
came on toward the house.

” There’s your father,” said Mrs. Jes- 
sop ; “ go down and put on the tea-kettle, 
Patty—for, though they were to be grand 
folks next week, they had not abandoned 
the simplicities to-day. Patty, however, 
staid to change her worky-day apron for a 
white ruffled affair, and smoothed her hair; 
for after all it might not be father. Per
haps Elijah had oome up for a drink ; it 
was well to be prepared. Her heart was 
trembling in her bosom * as she walked 
slowly down stairs and waited a second 
before the open door of the kitchen to gain 
breath and composure. The shadow of a 
tall man blotted the patch of sunshine that 
fell in at the broad window. Patty step
ped forward, resolutely, and paused, 
smothering a scream in her palpitating 
white throat.

“ Holloa, Patty !” sung out a cheery 
voice ; “is that you or your ghost ?” “ And 
then, the colour shifting in her cheeks, 
Patty had her arms about the neck of this 
intruder, and was crying as if her heart 
would break upon his shoulder.

“Oh, Uncle Reuben !” she shouted ; “I 
am so glad, so glad ! You are not really 
dead, are you ? It waa all a stupid mistake, 
and I wasn’t to blame, was I ?’’

“ Phe deuce, Patty !” cried Uncle Ecu- 
ben. “I didn’t know you cared so much 
for me. Come, do not look like a dead 
man ! But, Patty, what do you mean J 
You’re out some hundred thousands by my 
unexpected appearance. If I had been a 
generous sort of fellow, now, I should have 
staid in the background, shouldn't I ?”

“ And made us all" miserable. Oh, I 
don’t care a cent for the money. I hate it. 
It was getting to be the awfuleet bother, 
you can't think."

“ Yes I can ; it has plagued me this good 
while.”

“And y«t vou go on making more and 
more, and risking your life,” reproachfully.

“It’s the way of the world, child ; 
always getting and never satisfied. I shall

? ve yon a wedding dower when you marry, 
atty, because you are the only person who 
was ever disinterestedly glad to see me.”
“Oh, don’t say so, uncle ; end then, I 

shall never marry.”
“ That’s a pretty story for a pretty girl 

to tell ! The young men aren’t fools, Patty, 
mark my worJ.”

” Perhaps that’s the reason,” she said, 
archly ; “ but I can’t take your money, 
untie ; and I want to make you a confes
sion, and then you won’t want to give it to 
me. You see, we were so poor, that is, 
we had to contrive so bard to make things 
hold out, that mother and I both used to 
—I teiti own it—we used to feel a little 
hard that you had so much and we so lit
tle ; and I’m afraid—that is, I know—we 
often wished we had some of your money, 
which was very wrong ; and when the 
news came that —that it wae all our own,. 
and you were—gone, why, I just felt as if 
I had murdered you, and I haven't had a 
minute’s peace ever since ; and I tell you 
this, just to explain why I was so delight
ed to see you alive and well and net stall 
because I was so food of yon, which, if the 
truth most be told, I never was, though, 
perhaps, it was because I didn’t know you, 
as much as any thing.”

“ Humph !” said Mr. Reuben, who didn’t 
relish being hugged in such a cause. 
“ Well, Patty, you’re a good girl I un
derstand. You might have .taken advan
tage of this occasion, and you wouldn’t. 
You preferred honesty. I tike yon all the 
better. I foresee we shall really get fond 
of each other in time, and you shall have 
the dowry all the same."

I don’t think there’ll be
■
Yon see, H was the aid story of a

STOOPED TO PICK OKI OP THE YELLOW WATX»-IMS.”

Mrs. Jordan and her sister to Hixon ?” He . other 
went toward her as he spoke, and held ont
his hand.

“I—I thought they were the—the 
Spicers,” faltered Patty. “I wae such a 
fool and then Elijah had her in his strong 
arms, and his great dark eyes was shining 
into her, and bronze and pink cheek brush
ed each other tenderly.

“ I am so glad that Untie Reuben came 
back, and that wc didn’t get our wish,” 
raid she “ for you know yon would never 
ask s rich woman to marry you.”

“WeU, it never rains but it pours,” 
said Patty’s mother, on being told of this 
love affair. “ If Patty Ukes him I’m not 
the one ter stand in the way. Young men 
are pretty much alike now’days. I need 
ter wish she’d do better ; but, lor, if we 
had all onr wishes granted, we should bo 
th« miserableet creturn alive.”

THE END.

Neal Dow’s Sketch of Spurgeon.
I know a famous London preacher ; he’s 

exceedingly fat ; his face is big and flabby, 
with as much expression as if it were s 
mass of dongh or putty. He eats like Dr. 
Johnson, the frontal veins sweU out with 
intense eagerness as he leans over his piste. 
He wants strong beer with his dinner, and 
nothing leas than s quart will suffice, with 
a stiff glass of brandy after and a couple of 
cigars. He says emphatically s—

“ I can’t eat my dinner without beer.”
This was at a teetotaler’s house ; the host 

said, “ We have none, tie are temperance 
people.”

“But I can’t eat my dinner without 
beer.”

Instead of raying, “Go, then, for your 
dinner where thdÿ keep beer, for you’ll 
have none here,” my friend lost his head in 
the presence of this great London preacher, 
and, looking at his wife, stammered out, 
“ My dear, won’t you send for some beef ?” 
. “But we can’t send to a grog shop for 
beer ; it will be all over town in an hour.”

“ Send for two bottles,” said the famous 
London preacher, and they did so. This 
guest remained at my friend’s house .to 
breakfast the next day—three meals—and 
consumed in that time four quart bottles of 
strong beer, a pint of brandy and a pint of 
sherry ; and my friend waa so deeply 
ashamed of his poltroonery that he has not 
forgiven himself to this day.

In the morning he was asked to pray, and 
he did, in a tone of familiarity I never heard 
be'ore. He prayed and prayed, and said a 
load “Amen !” Then, without rising from 
his knees, he reached forward to the grate, 
struck a match and lighted hie cigar. The 
call for charity in this case, it seems to me, 
U tremendous, and if we have not the 
quantity in stock necessary to cover all 
that —what then, are we to be considered 
uncharitable ?

He justifies his personal habits by say
ing that he cannot keep up to his work 
without brandy and beer, and he’s tick 
with plethora and gout half the year, and 
ia off to the south of France to macerate 
himself on wine and tobacco—wine being a 
very light tipple for him. He defends 
drinking and smoking in his pulpit, and the 
people bear it.—From a letter to the New 
Fork Witness.

The Duke d’Audiffret Puquier has been 
elected member of the French academy, 
vice Archbishop Dupanloup, deceased.

Buccerstvl Impudence.—The man who 
writes the gossip in the London Truth 
rays :—“I have heard of a carious case of 
successful impudence that took place a 
short time ago. A well-dressed man enter
ed the Bank of England, threw down a 
penny for the stamp, and asked for a 
cheque. When it was handed to him he 
filled it up to ’self’ for £100, signed it, 
snd, receiving the money, withdrew. As

whilst Government

otherwise agreeable), and moreover when
ever John Laurence came to Cragford, 
he make lore to Kitty. He always did it 
in a half-clandestine fashion that annoyed 
Kitty exoeetively, and never paid her 
marked attentions before other people ; 
still he did make love to her, that was cer
tain, and she did not believe that he cored 
for Caroline. Kitty did not often go to 
the Laurels. Kitty’s father was only a re
tired solicitor, though well off, and Mr. 
and Mrs. and Miss Hughes ranked among 
the big swells of Cragford, and only in
vited the professional men and their wives 
once or twice a y ear to dinner, their 
daughters once or twice a year to a ball 
or croquet party. It galled tittle Kitty to 
think that this social difference in their 
station at Cragford was perhaps the reason 
why the love that John Laurence made to 
her was clandestine. Poor little Kitty ! 
she had not a very nice time ef it at home.

“ I can’t imagine why you do not give 
Mr. Ravers tock more encouragement,” 
Mrs. Horton was always raying to her. 
“ He will be snapped np soon, for there 
are very few chances for the girls in this 
dead-alive place.”

Mr. Baverstock was a yoong surgeon 
who had settled down in Cragford about n 
year previously. He wore spectacles, had 
thin legs and red hair, and was not by any 
means n charming object to behold. He 
eras very devoted to Kitty, as all Cragford 
knew, but Kitty always snubbed him un
mercifully. »

“ I detest him, mamma. " (Kitty’s papa 
ha i unexpectedly taken to himself n second 
wife during a visit to London about two 
years sines, and Kitty called her mamma 
to please him, but there was no lOve lost 
between them. ) “ Why, he’s as ugly as a 
toad.”

“ He is getting a very good practice.”
“ I would sooner marry the mail in the 

moon and she settled restlessly down to 
read “ Lallah Rookh, " for about the 
twenty-seventh time that year. II was a 
beautifully bound edition, radiant in crim
son »nd gold, and illustrated with beauti
ful pictures protected by tissue-paper. 
Somebody had sent it anonymously to 
Kitty on her last birthday. SL. I __ 
she did not know where it came from, and 
it was quite true she didn’t, but she could 
have made an excellent guess if tile had 
tried.

CHATTE» THE 8EOORII.
Only a week later, and John lenience 

had arrived at the Laurels. Mr, Baver
stock brought the news, and when Kitty 
heard it she looked to sweet, the surgeon 
felt himself encouraged, and ventured to
stay the evening. There was eniy one 
vexing thing, that he had brought his 
friend Mr. Fletcher with him again. He 
had accompanied John Laurence on his 
last two visits to Cragford, and Kitty had 
felt on each occasion that he had been de
cidedly in the wnv; for whenever, quite 
by accident, John had met her when she 
was out for a walk, Mr. Fletcher had not 
been far off; and (he had devoutly wished 
him at Jericho.

“I hear Mias Hughes’ marriage is to 
oome off this summer,” Mr. Baverstock 
raid m hie weak alto voice, “ and now that 
the youna gentleman is here I dare say it 
will be all arranged."

“ No doubt,” said Mrs. Horton, a little 
spitefully, for she hid noticed his atten
tions to Kitty, and felt they boded her no 
good—probably put ridiculous Ideas into her

throw himself at her feet on the slightest 
prsrocstion. “1 have always heard that 
they .were very much attached to each

Mrs. Horton had not heard anything of 
thekind ; but no matter—she was given

d«y the hero called. He 
n ever, Kitty 
were broader, his 

hie face more sunburnt 
to Mrs. Horton, but he 

at Kitty-thnt pretty,

• ■

step-mother

I shall expect you 
seven o’clock. It is not right for 

to oome later through these woods 
Indeed, I think Mrs, Hughes 

ought to have asked me to chaperon you.”
‘Yea, mamma,” and Kitty went on her 

joyful way. The woods Mrs. Horton Bl
inded to were private ones belonging to tiie 
laurels, but they made a short cut for 
Kitty, and saved her a good half-mile of 
road. “ Pet haps he will oome and meet 
me,” she thought shyly, and strained her 
eyes to catch sight of hie awkwaid figure 
in the distance, but it did not appear. 
Then presently she heard the distant church 
clock chime half-past three. “There I I’m 
much to early. We were not even asked 
till four. I know what I’ll do when I get 
further on, I’ll sit down in some shady part 
of the wood, and wait till about fire 
minutes after the hour.” So she went on 
and when she was within a quarter of a 
mile of the house, branched off into a thick 
part of the wood, and followed a sleepy 
stream that wandered on beneath the tail 
trees and among the tangled underwood, 
flecked with water-lilies and fringed with 
yellow iris, which nodded their golden 
heads to the sum She found a quiet leafy 
nook close to itfedge, and rat down and 
waited. Then suddenly through the 
distant trees she saw coming along the edge 
of the stream two figures, those of a man 
and a woman. The one she knew ata 
glance, it was John Laurence ; tiie otner 
she raw a minute later was his cousin 
Caroline. With a bound, her heart seemed 
to come into her throat. “ It’s Mis» 
Hughes,” she said to herself, “and hew 
nice she looks, and what a pretty drees she 
has on !” She drew her white muslin closer 
round her, and retreated a few inches 
further beck behind the thick bushes, so 
that they might pass her unperceived, ank 
waited. On they came, arm in arm, talk
ing earnestly and in a low voice. The 
colour fled from Kitty’s cheek, and the 
light died out of her eyes, as she saw them, 
for surely only lovers walked as they did ? 
”’ stopped as they got to within three 

of Kitty’s hiding-place, while Caro- 
e Hughes stooped absently to pick one 

of the yellow water-iris, and Kitty heard 
her say—

“Do you know, John, I never liked you 
so well as I do to-day, and I thought yoi 
did not care for me.”

My dear girl, I was always awfully 
fond of yon. I think you ought to give 
me a hiss to made up for all the unkind 
things you have been saying.”

She put up her face, ana Kitty looked 
away, with a pain which almost made her 
cry. Then they passed on, and were soon 
lost to view.

Kitty did not move from her hiding- 
place, and went to no croquet party that 
afternoon.

Mrs. Horton almost screamed with sur
prise an hour later, when Kitty suddenly 
appeared, her muslin dress «rushed, the 
rose in front of her dress all faded, and her 
cheeks and lips as white ss the jasmine 
abont her head, as she stood in the win
dow leading in from the garden.

“ Mamma, I felt ill and my head ached, 
and I rat down in wood, and felt too ill to 
go on, and I have oome back."

“ Didn’t you see any one ?” Mrs. Horton 
asked doubtfully.

“I have not spoken to a soul,” she 
answered, and went to her room, saying 
she wished to lie down.

raised hi. i 
half curions', h 

“My good i

i on the 17th of J,

In the dusk of the evening Kitty 
down-stairs again, to find Mr. Bavei 
talking with her father i 

“Wei

came 
Baverstock 

and step-mother, 
of getting married, 

JVSjrfer
her to tit down ; but she stood staring at 
the group before her, almost as if m a 
dream. “And Mr. Baverstock rays he 
would not marry an heiress for the world. ”

“ No, indeed I would not, Miss Kitty, 
I should only marry because I loved the 
young lady, and felt I could devote my 
life to her.”

“ And why do you expect to be married, 
Mr. Baverstock ?” she asked absently,

He shuffled about uneasily, and answered 
ni his squeaky voice—

“ WeU, I hope—I hope the young lady 
wiU have, an affection for m-e-e-e.”

Kitty would have laughed at any ether 
time, now she only stared at him, and 
passed out into the garden.

She went through the gate, and wander
ed just a little way down the lane again, 
feeling as if she would give anything to 
walk straight on and out of the weary 
world alto aether.

“Kitty !" a well-known voice said softly, 
and John Laurence appeared from behind a 
tree, and stood before her in the dim tight. 
“ I have been waiting here on the mere 
chance of seeing you. Why didn’t you 
oome to-day ?”

“ I was iU,” she said faintly.
“ My poor little girl !” and he drew her 

band through his arm. “ Why, what was 
the matter r’ But shé shrank back.

“Nothing,” she said, drawing herself 
up ; “ only I am going home."

“ Something is tiie matter, now,” he ex
claimed. “Why, Kitty, what is it, my 
little darting ?”

“ You have m right to speak to me like 
that,” she said, while the hopeless tears 
filled her eyes, and trickled down her 
cheeks. * “ What would your cousin sav ? 
—you who are engaged, and going to be 
married.”

“I ! I’m sure I’m not—at least, it's not 
though Caroline is going toarranged yet—the 

be spliced.”
“ Yes, to you.”■ I you.

Oh dear ! no ; it’s to Fletcher.”
“ Why, I saw you kiss her this afternoon, 

and heard you say you were awfully fond 
of her.'1

“ Well what then ? She’d been telling 
me in confidence about Fletcher, and get
ting me to manage it with my uncle, who’d 
had some ridiculous notions in his head, 
and I was congratulating her and telling 
her what he’d said, and thought I deserved 
a cousinly kiss for my pains.”

“Was that it?” she said in amazement.
“Yes, it was, you little goose”—for he 

could not help seeing the state of the case 
—“and, you see, I’ve been hanging abont 
here on the chance of seeing you. I want
ed to tell yon how fond I am of yon, yon 
tittle darling, and to ask you to he my 
wif£." And then he did to Kitty what he 
had done to his cousin Caroline in the 
afternoon, and—But never mind, tiie story 
is told, and you oan guess how pretty Kitty 
looked on the day she was married to her 
hero. __

Great satisfaction was felt in the Ameri
can colony of Paris when the prompt pay
ment of the fishery award waa made to 
England. One American, at an expense 
of more than two hundred dollars, sent a 
cable despatch to the President requesting 
him, for the sake of American honour, to 
pay the award promptly.

A Welcome Surprise. —Donald was 
very fond of a dram. So fond that he had 
three attacks of delirium tremens. On re
covering for the third time, the doctor told 
him that if he did not give up whiskey al
together, his next attack would certainly 
be fatal In that case Donald said it would 
be death either way, for he oonld not live 
without.*taste now and again. They came 
to n compromise, the doctor raying he 
would allow him an ounce a day. Donald 
had never heard of an ounce of whiskey, 
but did not like to show hie ignorance. 
Passing a druggist’s shop he sew a bottle 
labelled “6d an ounce,” so ia he went 
“Cm, you tell me how much there be in 
tin ounce?” said Dona 
had the shonmaa. ■««!___, .
asrowing up his cap, “The 
shentkman after a' !"

this dreadful accusation !”
“Why did he maltreat you ?”
“Because—because he is too lazy tel 

work, and wants me to make money fori 
him.” 1

“Ah!”
“He brought repeatedly men late it I 

night to onr rooms. I always refused te I 
have anything to do with them. Then hi 
would’ beat me with his heavy cane. Isit I 
Wednesday he came home with a well I 
dressed young stranger, whom he intro-1 
duced to me as M. Valloni. He whispered I 
into my ear, ‘He has thousands of francs il I 
his pocket Be smart’ I refused. Thai 
he went out with Valloni, and did not cerne j 
back for twenty-four hours. He was ver? I 
drunk. ‘Look here,’ he said to me, ’ll 
played cards with that young fool after we | 
left you. I wen 4,000 francs from hi 
this gold locket Get us a couple of 1 
of Chateau Lafitte, old 'girl You shall 
have a new dress. I won’t beat yon as; I 
more.’ I went fer the wine, and he drank I 
of it until he was utterly stupefied. Then I 
I put him to bed. Every now and then he I 
spoke to himself, ‘I tilled yon—yes—11 
tilled you, you stupid young fool and 11 
have got your money ; and no one will bel 
able to tell what became of yen,’ he said. I 
again and again. Once he breathed vei;| 
heavily. I unbuttoned his vest The I 
bosom of his shirt was torn, and his breait| 
was terribly wretched. Next morning I 
answered me with a volley of oaths.

“ He got his cane and struck me repeat-1 
edly on the head and on the shonlden.1 
Then he got n bottle of Côgnao, and drank I 
it in less than half on hour. He became I 
beastly drunk again. ‘ Do you mean to is-l 
timate to me that I murdered that yonngl 
fellow,’ he said to me, with a blasphemous 
oath. ‘H you allude to him again I shall! 
cut your throat, and—ha ! ha ! ha !—none I 
will be able to find out what became of! 
you.’ ' This morning he beat me again, anil 
that is what brought me here, Monsieur.y

The Prefect of Police kept silence for i 
minute or two ; then he put a number 
seemingly indifferent questions to her.

Suddenly a bell was rang in the adjoini 
room. The Prefect looked down upon t 
floor. The brass knobs moved for a fevj 
moments.

“ Please, Madame,” he said, “ step intj 
this room for a moment.”

He opened thp door of his sitting-room 
After she had withdrawn he rang a bell.

An officer led m a dissipated looking ma 
of thirty-two or three. .

“ Thu is Louis Casimir/’ said the officer!
The Prefect looked at him for a moment j| 

then he said to the prisoner :
“ Casimir, yon murdered n man last! 

Wednesday night. What did you do withl 
his‘remains?’’

The prisoner turned livid. He clutched | 
the hack of a chair.

“I—J,” he stammered.
Then he uttered a profound groan. : 

fainted away. ' T’ M
Hartshorn was held under hie nostrils,! 

and he revived. He was utterly broke»! 
down in spirit He confessed that he bat 
killed young Valloni He had taken ha 
victim to the laboratory in the Rue de Bsc-1 
to which he had a key, and stabbed him > 
death. Then he had thrown the corpe‘1 
into the furnace, and burned it to ssbeel 
under an intensely hot fire. Tie furnw*! 
was examined, and in it were found faint ^ 
traces of the cremation of a human body-, 
Casimir was tried for murder on the Jptn'ell 
March, found guilty, with extenrafleg cir-1 
cumetances, and sentenced to Jfcsports-1 
tien for life. He was djCstched tel 
Cayenne'a few days late* Strangely ] 
enough, Mme. Arnault acoompanx 
to the penal colony, where they were 
married on the day after their arrival

“ Mon Dim," ahe cried impatiently, ■< j 
don’t want to hold any conversation with

KL’bSiMsr “•
first tell me why yon solicit an interne, 
with him !”

She hesitated s moment.
“It is abont

“A HORRIBLE MURDER,"
she then Mid.

“ A murder !” cried the secretary, rising 
from his desk. “That alters the case* 
Who has been murdered?”

“ That I can only reveal to the Prefe t 
hiynaftlft Monsieur,”

“ Very well.”
He rang a bell A*door-keeper 'stepped

“Show this woman into tiie private 
cabinet of the Prefect,” said the secretary 

A minute later the woman was ushered 
into the small room where the chief of the 
Paris police rat enthroned.

The Prefect was a gentleman whose in- 
tetiigent and urbane manners could not but 
produce the most agreeable impression upoi 
all who were brought into contact *6ith 
him.

“What is your name, Madame ?” he 
asked.

“ My name is Felice Arnault, Monsieur."
“ Your occupation ?"
She averted her face. Then she replied 

hesitatingly :—
"I am an unfortunate woman.”
“ Are you on the lists of the police ?"
“ Oh, no, Monsieur ; Irmly live with » 

man who is not my husband.”
“ What brings you herêT’
“I am afraid a terrible murder has been 

committed.”
The Prefect became visibly interested in 

her words.
“A murder ?” he asked. “ Who his 

been murdered ?”
“ I cannot tell you his name. It is s 

young man ; I only knew him under what 
I have reason to believe an alias."

“ Who murdered him ?”
She hesitated again ; then ahe said :— 
“lam afraid my friend—that is to say 

,uithe man who has kept me for two years— 
the assassin.”
“ What is y onr friend’s name ?”
“ Louis Casimir.”
“ Where does he Kve?”
“ At No. 21 Rue de Montfaucon. ’’
“ What is his business?” «
•‘He is a chemist’s clerk.”
“ Where is he employed ?”
“ At the Droguerie of Martin Nadenr, 

No. 417 Rue de Bac.”
While the woman had been making 

these statements, the Prefectjof Police had 
noiselessly touched with his right foot a | 
number of small knobs in the floor under 
his desk, without her having noticed what 
he was doing.

These braes knobs were connected with I 
a telegraphic instrument under the floor. 
In a word, the Prefect of Police had | 
noiselessly sent a despatch. It was as fol
lows :—

“ Arrest without delay Louis Casimir, I 
chemist Residence, No. 21 Rne del 
Montfaucon. Employed at No. 417 Rue [ 
de Bac. Send him here. Telegraph when 
he arrives.”

This despatch reached tiie Chief of De-1 
tectives at once. The Chief of Detective! 
telegraphed the order for Casimir’s arreet 
to the Commissaries of Police of the 
Arrondissements, in which the Rues de 
Montfaucon and Du Bac were situated. 
Meanwhile the Prefect had askèd Mme. I 
Arnault to tell him all about the alleged 
murder. ■

“Ah, Monsieur,” die exclaimed, “il I 
Casimir had not maltreated me for some I 
time pest, I should not, perhaps, have come | 
to you with

L S. % CORN BREAD.

milk, three eggs, two 
or butter (or half and 

i sugar, a pinch of sail 
flour, and enough corn-

----- 1 (sifted) to make a good better ; add
•oe heaping tea-epooa soda, stir thoroughly, 

1 bake in dripping-pan.
PLAIN CORN BREAD.

)ne pint com meal one of sour or but- 
. milk, one egg, one tea-spoon soda, one 

«(Mit; bake in drippen or gem-pans. If 
preferred, one heaping table-spoon of sugar 
may be added. 8

CORN CAKE.
One pint corn, meal sifted, one pint floor, 

one pint sour milk, two eggs beaten tight, 
one-half cup sugar, piece of butte» size of 
“,*8? : “a, the last thing, one tea-spoon 

| soda in » little milk ; add to the beaten 
egg the milk and meal alternately, then 

I the batter and sugar. If sweet milk is 
used, add one tea-spoon cream tartar ; bake 
twenty minutes in a hot even.

CORN BREAD.
Take one quart buttermilk, and one 

heaping pint com meal, one tea-spoon sail 
one table-spoon sugar and three eggs ; have 

- th* stove very hot, and do not bs$e in too 
deep a pan. The batter seems too thin, 
bat bakes very nicely.

STEAMED CORN BREAD.
Two cups each corn meal Graham flour, 

and sour milk, two-thirds cup molasses, 
one tea-spoon soda ; steam two hours and 
a half,

GRAHAM BREAD.
Take a tittle over a quart of warm 

water, one-half cup brown sugar or molas
ses, one-fourth cup of hop yeasl and one 
and a half tea-spoon? salt ; thicken the 
water with unbolted flour to a tiiin batter ; 
add sugar, salt and yeast, and stir ii 
more floor Until quite stiff. In the mom 
mg add a small tea-spoon soda, and flow 
eneugh to make the batter stiff as can b< 
stirred with a spoon ; put it into pans and 
let rise again ; then bake in even oven, not 
too hoit at first ; keep 'warm while risina .

OTef toe loaves with a spoon oi 
knife dipped m water.

GRAHAM BREAD.
To one and a half pints of tepid wate; 

add one heaping teorâpoon of salt and one 
half-cup of sugar ; stir in one half pint o 
more of the sponge made of white floor, a 
in the recipe for “Bread with Potato 
Y east, ” add Graham floor until almost to* 
■tiff to stir; put infthe baking, pan and lei 
rise well which will take about two hours 
bike in a moderate oven, and when done 
wrap in a wet towel until cool 

QUICK GRAHAM BREAD.
One and a half pints sour milk, half cm 

New Orleans molasses, a tittle salt, tw, 
tea-spoons soda dissolved in a tittle ho 
water, and as much Graham flour as cai 
be stirred in with a spoon ; poor in well 
greased pan, put in oven as soon as mixed 
and bake two hours.

RTK AND INDIAN BREAD.
One quart of rye meat or rye flour, twe 

quarts of Indian meal scalded ( by plasm; 
in a pan and pouring just enough boilinj 
water over il stirring constantly- with j 
spoon, to merely wet il but not enough fa 
make it into a batter,) one-half tea-cup mo 
lasses, two tea-spoons sail one tea-spoor 
soda, one tea-cup yeast ; make as stiff ai 
can be stirred with a spoon, mixing witi 
warm water, and let rise all night ; thei 
put in a large pan, smooth the top with th< 
hand dipped in cold water, let it stand i 
sb'irt time, and bake five or six hours. I 

’ ^in the oven late in the day let ii 
*în all night. Graham may ho uae« 

insted of rye, and baked as above. In th< 
olden time it was placed in a kettle, allowed 

: to rise, then placed on the hearth befon 
the fire, with coals on the top of the lid.

! and baked. ’
KVE BREAD.

Make a sponge of one quart of warn 
I water, one tea-cap yeasl thickened witi 
I tyc floor ; put in warm place to rise ovei 
I night : scald one pint corn meal ; whet 
I ^?ol,*<ld *’ sponge, and add rye flour till
I thich enough to knead, knead but little, HI 
I rise,mould into loaves,place in deep pie-tim 
I or small pudding-pans, let rise and bake :
I or, thicken the sponge with rye floor, and 
I proceed as above. Wheat sponge may be 
j used instead of rye.

BREAKFAST AND TEA CAKES.
To make biscuil take a part of the 

ough left from bread-making when it is 
esdy to mold into loaves, work in the lard 

and any other ingredients desired, snch as 
I butter, eggs, sugar, spice, etc., also using a 
I tittle more flour ; let rise once, then mix I vOWIS ?nd let riae again ; turn out on the 
I bread-board ; knead a - few minutes, roU, 
land cut out with a biscuit-cutter or mold 
IîL_ - e flanfl- Place in a wel-greased 

pan, and when light bake in a 
ren from fifteen to twenty minutes, 

s -- ———e them a nice colour, wet the 
j w,to warm water just before placing in 
I oven. To glaze, brush tightly with n 
11,1(1 sugar, or the well-beaten yolk oi 

[ sweetened, and a little milk added.
■ -liscmt may be baked in eight mine 
1 by making the oven as hot as can be wi 
lout burning, and allowing it to cool 
I gradually as they bake ; this makes th 
Ivery tighl but one has to watch closelj
■ keep them from being scorched. Any k 
I of bread or pastry mixed with water 
I quires a hotter fire than that mixed w 
I milk.

Biscuit for tea at six must be moul<
I two hours before, which will give am 
I time for-rising and baking. Parker Ho 

’Is for breakfast at eight must be mi 
dy at five. Many think it unnecess 

|to knead down either bread or biscuit 
often as here directed ; but * attention 
,(Pven to the dough at the right time, i 
J* “ not suffered to become too light, it i 

e much nicer, whiter and of a finer t 
ire if these directions are followed.
Soda biscuit must be handled as lit 
i made as rapidly aa possible ; i 
1» and cream tartar or baking-po wdei 
s flour, (with sweet milk use baking-p< 
ror soda and cream tartar, with sour m 
'Halone,) so that the effervescence ta 
* in the mixture. One tea-spoon “ 

d two of cream tartar, or three teasp 
king-powder, to every three pint 
-T, is about the right proportion. ’ 

kn a quick oven as soon as make, and 
tote more quickly if pnt into hot i 

ms of all kinds require a hot oven, 
s fire should be built sometime b 
7 are put into the oven and allow»
-own by the time they are light!* ai 

-J necessary to raise them will burn t 
i baking if kept up.
Soda and raised biscuit and bread 

r***i when stale, can be made almot 
“te as fresh by plunging for an instant 

1 water, and then placing in a pa 
oven ten or fifteen minutes ; 

mw^y should be used immedii 
Waffle-irons should be heated, then 

, or.?r®**ed with lard, and one 
. hotter, dosed and laid on 

t the stove, and after 
/TT~ .. 1 On the other side. 
_jjT*****e an long to bake as 
f no ”, -*re delicious with a

The Bngliah duty on tohoeoo amounts 
ome $45,000,00"1000 a year.

To be Continued)


