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humble, making a quicker motion towards the door. "l'il tell you what, Mr. Bumbic," returned hie
1' did n't intend to-I'm going, my dear-you are lady, "we don't want any of your interference, and
80 very vioient, that really 1-" you're a great deai too fond of pokin- your nose

At this instant Mrs. Bumble stepped hastily for- into things that don't concern you, makin- cyery
Ward to replace the carpet, which had been kicked body in the bouse iaugh the moment your back is
"P in the scuffle, and Mr. Bumble immediately turncd, and rakin- yoùrseif look lîke a foot evcry
darted out of the room, without bestowing another hour in the day. Be off; corne Il
thought on bis unfinisbed sentence, leaving the late Mr. Bumble, scing with cxcruciLŽsg feelings the
?4rs. Corney in full possession of the field. deiit of the two oid paupers, vho were tittering

Mr. Bumble was fairly taken by surprise, and together most rapturousiy, hesitatcd for an instant-
fairly beaten. He had a decided bullying propensity, Mrs. Bumble, whose patience brooked no deiay,
derived no inconsiderable pleasure from the exercise cau-ht up and bowl ofsoap-suds, and motioninghim
oe Petty cruelty, and consequently was (it is needless towards the door, ordercd him instantly to depant,
to say) a coward. This is by no means a dispa- on pain of neceivin- the contents or bis portly

4etetto bis characten; for many officiai person- penson.

a ) 'Who are heid in higi" respect and admiration, I'lat could Mr. Bumble do r 11e looked deject-
are the victinis of similar infimities. The remark edly round, and sunk away ; and as ie reached the
18 made, indeedl rather in his favour than otherwise door, the tittcnings of the paupen s broke into a srill
8'nc with the view of inipressinb the reader with a chuckle of irnepressible delight. IL wanted but this.
ju3t sense of bis qualifications for office. He vas degraded in their eyes; he had iost caste acm '

Bu~t the measure of bis degradation was not yet full. station before the very paupers; h bc d fallea front
ruaking a tour of the hMouse, and thinking for the ail the Bcight and pomp of beadleship to the lowest

fl'ât tire that the poon iaws wene realiy too hard upon depth of the nost snubbed henpeckery.
eeeopie,, and that men who ian away fron their wives, "lAil iit two months !e said Mr. Buable, filed
leaving then chargeabie tM the parish, ought in jus - with dismal thoughts. pITwo month-not more
tice to be visited ith'no punishment at al, but thantwo onths agow notonlymy ownmaster,
rathe. rewarded as menitonlous individuals who had but every body ese's, so far as the panochial work-

frered mucb, Mr. Bumble came te a roons where house was concerned, and no o-"
age, of the femie paupers wee usuaniy empioyed in I was too much. Mr. Bumble boxed t e cars tf

rt'ashing tise paish linen, and whence the sound of the boy who opened ts e gate for hm, (for te had
toices in conversation now poce ed. reacbed ti e portai in v is auere,) and walked fro-
mHem " said Mn. Buhble, summoning up all tractedly into the street.

1515 native dignity. "lThese women at teast shall
Continue to respect tse prerogative. Hallo 1 haruo
tre !-what do you mean by th noise, you bus- (ou IGIN L.)

Wtih these words Mr. Bunimbe opened the door, s ao nonym w ae
td wared in with a very fiere andi angry maer, Slow o de y Canaan's ovey, vine-cad hils,

which was at once exchanged for a ost humiliated Thse sun declined, pialow'd on gorgeous Cloud$,
s" cowerhg air as bis eyes unexpectedly rested on Which ang their fods, like sibken drapery

hrin of bis lady nifd. Fwen Tyrian oons, around eccfo vendant height,
"MY dear," said Mr. Bumble, I didn't know And wrapt the word beneath in twlght's shade,

YoIx Wene hene."1 Wakinc, that gentie hour of eventide,
naiv ty " Thee wm repeated Mn. Sweet In ail lands-but in that orient l le,

tiuble. to rWat do ou do ler iV Most ful of pure dehalht, to sene and sou].
1r1 thought they we e talking rayuer too much te be There, where the skies drop bati, where spices

doitg their work properly, my deaoor repied M. breathe,
huable, gainig distractedy at a couple or ld Where the Young olive budh, and where Lb grape
Whoh at the was-tub, who were compaing notes Puts forth ber delicate blossom, lre tse toeads
an dcoiration at thise wrkhue-master'd humility. Of fairy frot-work, roug t by unseen had ,

fOU toughit they were talking toc much V1 sud Yet, from each tiny cup, shedding pertume:
&&Ibsaible. IIWhat business is it of yours I'" Tsene, wbere tisa stars, wbich Chaldean sisepiserd'à

' My dea, sa- urged Mr. Bumble sub- watch'd,
e ey. Look brightly forth, fror out teir azure depi

Didat bukinaow is i of!yurs 1" demanded Mrs. TSroug thie clear a bient air-cwlee, toc, night'
'&%5ble again. bird,

It 't very true youre matron baie, my dear," The tunefu nigtingale. purs forth bre ah,
be lani4 Mr. Bumbie, bt t I aought you Mightlt Whee sae she i within ber eafy neeth

I a th wa stu, Hid by tshe delugtriag ross that lie love. d


