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BY THE FIRELIGHT.

A tender haze of sweet reposo.

A dreamy, lulling light that glows
Within a happy reom,

A careless flow of childish speech,

Whose innocence no thought can reach,
Nor idle verse illume.

And as the evening's shadows foll,

They seemed to cast around a spell
Qf sacred h:\?piuoss.

And tho rieh firelight threw a beam

Of radiance tike # brilliant dream
Of sudden shining bliss.

But iu the twilight’s mellow gloom
That lit and beautified the roowm,
One prosence smiled vn all
Mare pure snd tranquil than the ray
That crowns the slow departing day,
Before the vight shades fall.

1 hardly marked the shadows move,
1 only watched with sijent leve
The smile upon her face:
And as I wershipped at her {eets
[ kuew what made the suenco sweet!
And filled the room with grace!

1 gnzed. an ardent worshipper,
In dreamy. biissful awe on her,
And in my votive dreaw,
The tender radiance an the tloor.
Was chastenad to me evermore,
And pet a transient sleam.

. e

{ saw no oy butin her eyes,

Whose azure clearness sweetly wire,
Was pure as vernal light.

2t in ene dear face.

s butin the grace

bhoversd near my sight,

No swee
No lovetin
Tha

For all the calm that iilied the place
Was cathered in ber darling face.

Siy
{ dared n 13
[ only knew—] dared talove
Eurapiured at her feet,

i sweel !
Iiiared not move,—

[ folz I breathed enchanted air.
fuprisoued in the sweetness there,
And chatned to youth and grace.
I ventured tet to break pells
I noly krnew I loved her well,
Guring upan ber face.

The twilight hush—the pure reposs,

The ¢ nead radianes inthe vlose
Uf that iihaeoined day.

Upon my hapy 3

Like heaven's

And never fades away,

When dear remembranee loves to cast

Her glance upen the phaniem past,
The present to illume.

The memeor thas twilight hear.

ike a fovely dower

in a darkened room,

ver uigh,
never died
sinlove

Living thrvugh life far her dear sake.
Her loyal warshipper.
I81naR® 3. Asrner.

RITES AND PIGEONS=*

A Novelette, in Two Parts.

{ Froma London Serety)

I—CHAPTER |

CONSFIRATORS,

PAET

1 mave given my word {0 many yon to one of odr gnests
within a month, bave [ not?” said Colonsl Tippits, of the
First Poppleton Militia, to his daughter, Clementina.

“You have, papa! And I am sure you will keep vour
word,” said the Jady, rolling a pair of foll grey eyes with a
laugruishing air, which she bad practised for five-and-twenty
YEATS,

- As the daughter of yonr widowed mother, introduced into
the sublunary sphete loug before T had the pleasare of know-
ing the dear departed. society may not consider that I have
any special duty to perform in your case; but I have—yes |
kave, Clementina, and that duty shall be done.”

+ Thanks, thanks, dear papa; as yon were saying over your
first cup of corfer, the property of Mr. Thornton's uncle joins
your estate and it certainly would be an advantage if T formed
a matrimounial alliance with that gentleman.”

*Yeu are a dutiful girl, Clementina.  If snch a union
could be negociated, [ know vou wonld do what is right. [ have
bronght the gentleman here under your own immediate influ-
cuce, | leave the rest to voul

“ The only unfortnnate incident in the business is Miss
Austin’s return,” faid Clementina, toying pathetically with an
empty ezg-shell. - Your ward, sir, ix always in my way. Why
the London season could not have Insted another week I can-
oot think.”

“ Another week, and to-morrow is the (st of September, the
glorious first, a5 they call it.  What are you talking of, my
dear? It wonld be an utter impossibility, London coald
never think of committing such an offence against the gocial
laws,  The geason last anotber week, bless the child!”

The child waz a gushing young thieg of tive-and-forty, a
plump, round, enthusiastic heap of womanhood, with an arm-
ful of false hair hanging down her back, a pair of checks that
would insist on being red, despite powder and other appli-
ances#;, and two big gray eyes that rolled, and languished, and
searched for a husband, The papa was a tall, weak-headed
gentleman, who had made his way from a lowly position to
one of comparative affluence. No one ever knew what the
Colonel's origin was, and no one inquired. He had been a
well-to-do ‘man for more than fiftcen years, during five of
which he bad lived at Tinsell Hall, where onr story opens.

“You pecd not fear Miss Austin, love,” said the Colonel,
passing his hand carcfully through his scanty hair, and look-
ing at himsclf ina conveniently-placed mirror.  You need
not fear poor Miss Austin.”

* The Author desires t state that the incidents in.this story are
partly fuunded on fact. and partly shaped out of the underplot of an
old play of the laat century.

«Poor Miss Austin? 1 do not understand you,” said Cle-
mentina. 1 only know 1 hate the minx beeause she is not
poor.” . .

« Hate her no longer, child of my heart—no, T didn’t ex-
actly moan that, mther let me say, child of my witdowered
years, She ig not the heiress you imagine. I have sworn to
marry you: and in order to doit, L have taken the jewel out
of the Austin diadem.”

% You are too clever for me, vou dear ofd thing,” said Miss
Tippits, getting up and kissing her papa-in-lnw on the
forehead,

4 There, no demonstration, love.  Save your kisses for Mr.
Thornton, or Mr, Pigeon, junior.  These are the two chances
1 give vou this week. One bird is in the house now: the
other is on his way. 1f you do not bag one of them, it will
not be my fault.” )

« Nor ming, sit,” said Miss Tippits, surveying her back hair
furtively by the aid of a pier glass and mirror.

4 We must not finish breakfast before Mr, Thoraton comes
down,"” said the Colonel, 41 told him we should not wait
jor him. These voung swells like that sort of thing. Tt is
familiar, and makes them at home: and is, 1 believe, the cor-
rect thing in the very best society”

“ Yes, papa dear; bat you were going to say something
about Miss Austin.”

«There are no secrets between us, Clementing,” said the
Colonel, putting a heavy gold-rimmed glass in his eye, and
halancing it there with dificulty,  You have played o
daughter’s part towards we in the most dutiful and atfectionate
manner : you have kept my hounse coonamically, and looked
after my accounts as faithfully as one could expect ina wo-
man, and I reciprocate”

< Yes,)" said Miss Tippits, impatiently ;< yes. Goon”

“ Miss Austin, as wmy wand, pessessed a large estate in In.
din.  Miss A, came of age 8 month ago. 1 have relieved her
of the bother of an uncertain kind of property, you know, by
settling upon her one thousand a year, in return for which
she gives up to Colonel Tippits, of Tinsell Hall, the whole of
her lands, tenements, hereditaments, and property whatsoever,
and her reversionary interest in old Twizall's will ;! #o we arn
now worth, my child, something like cight thousand a year
more than we possessed a month age, and your rival is not an
heiress,”

“0h, vou dear papal oh, you love !

s Don't gush it is not polite,” said the Colonel,

Oy, i you could vonly make her ten years older, and take
away her complexion, I would tack myself to beat herina
canter.  And vou, dear Colonel, you, my dear second father,
my papa, sud mether, and friend ail in one, you now will be
able 1o go into Parliament.”

< Ah, there vou hit e, Clementina,” said the Colosiel, ris-
ing to his feet, and striking an attitade suggestive of
walking isto Parliament at the head of the poll,  +When |
received the Colonelship of my regiment at Inglenook, I said
—vou remembnr the vow-——my next step 18 a greater one stitl
Gentlemen, brother electors, freemen of the glorious borough
of Inglenook, the time has now arrived when you are once
more calied upon to exercise the highest privilege of Fnglishe
men.”’

¢ Hear, hear” said Miss Tippits, not, however, without a
pang of regret for having led the conversation into a channel]
which always becatae tedious,

“The time, I say, has gow arrived,” continued the Colonel,
addressing the breakinst-table, and scowling at Miss Tippits
< the time haz pow arrived when, according to the laws of
vour great though unkappy conntry, you may make your
voices heard in the Senate of the iand by electing 1o that as-
sembly a man of your own choice.”

Miss Tippits again exclaimed « Hear, heas! " andas she did
=0, there entered upon the scene Mr, Thornton, a young man of
good family, and, what Society would call, excelient prospts,
There was, however, a feud batween himselfand his uncle, Hap-
pily this wonld not prevent Thornton from coming in for his
uncle's property some day, sering that the estate could not te
Ieft to any one eise. Mr. Thornton liked going down to shoot
at Tinsell Hall, becanse it joined the property to which he
was the rightful heir, and he could fuspect it from Colonel
Tippits's stubbles.

¢ Ah, Colonel, rehearsing your hustines” speech 7 said Mr,
Thornton.  “ Good morning, Miss Tippits.  hope | have not
kept breakfast waiting.”

4 No, Mr. Thorntan ; papa said we were to treat yvou as one
of the family, and thus try to make you feel quite at home.
Do you take tea or coffes 77

“Yon are very good,” said Mr, Thornton; 1 will take
caathen,”

“Na, did not walt, you see, Thornton ; make you quite one
of ourselves; no stranzer, as I shall say to my constitnents
—true {riendship means familiarity ™

¥ But familiarity breeds coutempt. they say.
correct your little speech, sir.  Eh, Miss Tippits?®

“ Oh, certinly ; yes, by all meang,” said Clementina,

# Happy thought! Thank you, Mr. Thornton, It would
never do to lay onrself open to the opposition by a slip of that
kind, Two heads are better than one,” said the Colonel.

“Ohy, yur ! oeaid Miss T

“ If they are only sheeps’ headr, as the proverh hath it,”
responded Thornton,

# He means that for adig at me,” thought the Colonel; % no
matter, 't} be even with bl 'l mary Lim to Cleman-
tina.”

t Proverbs are stupid things as a rule,” smd the Colonel,
# What do you propose to do this morning, Mr. Thornton 7"

1 am going to give Miss Tippits a lesson in billinrds, if
she will permit me ; and theu T proposo to reconucitre threo
or four coveys of birds, ko that I may know exactly where they
lie in the morning.” :

“That is very kind of you,” said Miss Tippits.

At this moment a servant announced that Miss Anatin had
arrived. Misg Tippits only said -

“ Indeed "

Mr. Thornton looked curiously at his host,

* Excuse me,” he gaid, ¢ did your servant say Migs Austin ?
Pray excuse me a8 one of the family ; the name ‘interests me
much.” . I S - )

l“ The servant did say Miss Austin,’ Colonel Tippits re-
plied. ) : '

Yuouu mnst

“ 14 her name Kate 77 asked Mr. Thornton, Inying down his

knife and-fork, and wiping his hands with a-napkin, ** daugh-

“ter of an old Indixn heiress, staying in Belgrave Square with

her aunt?”

“ Yog," sald Minss Tippits, gasping out the words In an agon
of jealous appeehengion; “Cmy papa’s ward,” : y
w Bless my soul I oxclaimed Mr, Thornton, unable to con
trol hix feclings.  « Thig ix o pleasuret” o

Miss Tippits and the Colonel exchaoged looks of ¢
just as Misg Kate Auvstin entered the room,

“# Back again, you see, Colonel," said Kute,

“ Welcome to Tinsell Hall” exclaimed the Colone
Mixs Austin’s hand.

G Mr. Thornton ! ‘m‘iﬂ' Miss Au'x(in, suddenly weeing thy
Colonel's guest, -« This is o surprise U

BT s indeed,” said Thornton, shaking her hand wity, an
euthusinsm which was o little foreign to hiz natury, « Colone)
Tippits, you have uo ides what o surprise this i, Wonlg Yo;l
behieve it, Miss Tippits, 1 began to fear 1 should never ge
Miss Austin again, [ met her at o ball Inst senson. | have
hunted after her overywhere this year, and have never beey
able to find her,”

s Tlow singulac ! safd Miss Tippits,

“Anfernally singular,” said the Colonel to himgelf. @ fpy,
you breakfusted, Mizs Austin ?

“Xer, thank you ; an honr ago,” Miss Austin replied, o
came from town exactly in forty minntes,”

©For my part,” said Miss Tippits, < T wonder how any oy
can exist in town at thig time of the vear,”

“Phe season has 'upp(‘,nn-d a ~lung ol o me, 1 contess,” sajd
Kate; 7+ 1 was heartily tired of it)”

* When my dear papa got his coloncley s month sgo, and
his regiment was up for nomonth's trainiug at Tuglenook | and
he had to leave town in cobsequence, T oeame with him at
ouce, though it was at the sacritice of # Frogmore gredeny
party.”

GOA poed il well told)” the Colenel thoughe,

“ 1 am rejoiced to hear you were glad to et into the coyy.
try) sald Mr. Thornton; © London is 0 wicked place,”

s it not 77 sald Clementing, rolling her eyes at My Thorn.
ton, and making up hev mind to ren Miss Austin hard for (e
hand of ber fricnd,

Here a servant entersd with a detter, which the Colanel
looked at seversd Gmes theough his eyeplines and theu, with
due apelagy, read, giving the breakfast-room the full benefiy
of its contents,

¢ Oh, indeed | aliy very gowd Mr Tem Pigeon, junior, and
Mr. Theoplilus Pigeon, sealor, will arrive at the lugleneok
Hotel towday., Dear me; very good, We must call Hpen
them, Mise Tippits,  They are a stonnge pate, Mz Thornton

#The Pigeous 7 sald My Thornton,

“ Yes. Ab, very powd, Me Thomnton—pair of pigrons, par.
donable joke, retired merchants, sir (o met thoom in Londoen
the other day”

G Now, Mr Thornton, |am teady for my lesson at bilhands,
if vou have really tinished breahfast” saxd Miss Tippits, in-
terrupting semething the guest wis saving in an undertones
to Kate,

soCertaindy,” sabd My Thornton, offering his arm te the
buxom coquetts of forty-five. e Ansting will you join
us ? We are golng into the lhardaoem

# Naq, thank yon,” i
to unpack
Coluonel ™

hagrin,

1, taking

sadd thioe lade . o1 must assist ms maid
presentiy. Meanwhile, | will stay with the

ratulated horeell that she had made the
firat scote. As shie feft the voum sbe rolled hor exves signig-
cantly at the Colonel | but abe did not see the disappointed
exprension on Mr, Thurnton's fave as b glanced reproackiuils
at Kate Austin.

CHAFTER 1L

ARRITALS AT THE HEREN DXIGON,

Two vedves: the fitst o busky, panting voice, stroegling
under & burden  the seeond a sharp ringing corkuey voiee,
making 18 way oan the hotel yard and through seveml
parssages 1nts fhe bt ground-tdeor private sitng-roots,

c P Blowed 41 ever T such a pent in alf my Tife
thae firat voier, whivh wak the voie
dand ve s a few in my tim

<1 aay, By there ! You there ! exclatmed the seeond vaice
in the boicl yard ) will you feteh this Inggage, or will von
not? it i not much Task o will vou or won't you ¥

SComing, i sablld the ooty bundling an anmful of bags
and wrappers upon the tleoer,

WL you wr won't you 77 sabd the vals e fram withoat,

SComing, sin said the bonts frons withing,

Yetoming g oso 18 the end of the worlde—never saw such
management,” answered the cockney in the yard,

At this menient the fandlond was heard intesdncing Lim-
self to the unisy visitor, and the voler becawme more concilia-
tory ; vou heard 3t osaying, ¢ Very well, very well 5 it is pot
much 1 ark | §f the lyoge will be taken in coon, all right ™

At the end of the coffevcroum, exactly opposite the doeor
leading into the hall and yard, there enters a tall, gaunt
figure.

“Who are these rew aredvale? faney 1 know the voice,”

*Oh-how do you do, Mr, Kite, beg panlon fur tot seeing
yor; the governor's got him in tow now, throk gedness;
they're father and son from London, sir—by morning mail—
the youngiun ix like the gent with the cork leg,; never saw
his equal,” .

“Ah!yes saye Mro Kite, aloud, sypplementing the remark
with a private communication to himself: # my old master,
the rich tailar of Bond Strect, and his harem searem son; I
step nside and recounoitre

O, you think you've got all, do vou,” says the voice from
without, evidently following o second porter Iaden with lug-
gage.  Wonderful! you shall have a medal for thinking, you
shalt”

With which remark, Mr. Tom Pigeonenters the best private
«itting room,

 Never saw ktich a set of slow conches” he continues, Rs
he contemplates the boota and hiz assistantg. ¢ ity the
Green Dragou himself don't tarn up; he'd keep you alive”

# Shouldn't want no Green Dragon to do thst if you was

here, wir)' anya the boots,
. “Hollo! wherr's the governor 77 exclaims Mr, Tom Pigeen,
feeling ¥ hin pockets aa if he expeeted tofind him there; and
then suddenly disappearing in the hall and returning with an
elderly gentleman,

“Come along, governor, come along—Kkeep moving-——the
family motto, you know,” says Mr, Tom Pigeon. - )

#“ Moving," snys the governor, who was no other than Tom’s

;) osaid
of the Green Dragun boots,




