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uﬂ“ to young Jones. * llow doyou know,
kod the anxious son and heir.
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f"_'lf manage alowe, fail misecably.
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¢ 1§ isn’t often that you see
So queer a kind of love.
Oh. what a savage he mnust be,
To Tommy llawk a Dove.”

TrE Rowaxce oF PROToGRAPRY.—A photographer
Says:—+ Wo often ‘take a picture of a yoing lady,
sometimes a group of two; then the bride iwn her
ding-dress, with its long train; then in due time
baby—first in its long clothes, then. in its short
ones, then in his first trousers, then as he goes away

Tum *ma’ to boarding school, when he caltivates his
first moustache and whiskers; then his_intended
and again on through the same routine. S0 you 8ee
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the

the romance.”

A married woman in San Franoisco haslately been
trying to make a prodigal son_of herse!f. She ran
Away w.th another man, and after enjoying a senzon
Of good time, her paramour sloped, and she suddenly
came to her senses. She resolved to go right baek to
her hasband and tell him just how me n the fellow

ad used her. She saw nosigna of a fatted caif being

i there was a wedding
Her husband had obtained a

ivorce, and was taking another chance in the
lottery of life. - She says che has lost ali faith inthese
men--jast 23 soon as you leave them for alittle while,

illed, but on the coatrary.
5ning on at the house.

they will get mad.
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19. DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

A somic journal full of wit and jest,

Proudly it towers over all the rost;

No ribald libel stains it honored pages :
May its bright star aparkle and ehine for ages.

1. A famous man well known in Spain,
2. A Swiss canton : find out its name.
8. He led the Greeks before fair Troy.
4. A domestic pet, an old maid’sjoy.
5 One of the sons of buld Rob Roy.
Joux 8. Prasr.

2. ANAGRAMS.

Life rewon | Death spared Walter C. B.
Longing to discover T.

1 write handy dramas, L. K. L.

er sly, true that, K.

¢ likes radicia ls, R,

he bonds—a richlord.

drawa deer in-dales,

. B. H. daring sailor prinoe feels shy.
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ak, warn in Catholicism.

2l. CONUNDRUMS.

1. Why is Brobdingnag
thould riddlers like the lotter P
T, Pinper anp P1p C. Wrke.

© 2. SQUARE WORDS.

W. GooBY.

L Acid;

Stown'in France.

2. Cunfidence ; a horseman ; & town in Lombardy;

Ariver in Belgium; large plants.

d

Y 5 an Euglish county. R. W.D

23 DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

A man whose Fima will naver die
The finals el to mind @

A primals, when y wu pass them by,
016 of his works you tind.

. The schoolboy stays in loors with giief
» A neighboring race, ‘tiz my beliet.
. This ig the natme of wy Lady T i
8ha’e bright bine eyes. and g0 dea hair,
- A Gernnn wine. Lunderstynl.
- To wor-hip highly in the Lan:l.
. If L had these. how hupoy L be.
- I'vo heary this of the bright bine sea.
This is to rancy, schemo. contrive.
. This choat. I'm sure. will never thrive.
To medrato. or pass botween ;
Nuw ghie acrustio will buecen.
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Turge is one kind of second-hand article that I
houldn't oi.ject to,” sard Boftking, **and that is &

A Wegtgy editor was recently requested to seqcl
18 paper to & distaut patron. provide t he would tise
At the eud ot tie yesr he found

WR will meet in [Icaven. husban'l, dear,”is the
tionate inseription which aa Arkanxas woman
ad curved on the tombstoue of every oue uf her

boy.” said old
o Ky father ?”
« 1Bycause [ have

“onnecticut, who is noar-sighted. began a
titn\kerchief lirtation with whathe thought a beau-
U4 young lady in the street; but on cowing nearer

HE Boston Post it responsible f r the following on
¢marriag of Thomas Hawk to Miss 5. J. Duve :—

like O'lympl" ? 2. Why

i“‘ tree ; to bring out; running matehes;

h}' A turner'a tool : tapestry ; a bunille of hay; to

Rerteny Provesss.—Be slow to promiso, but !

—~Bar.oW, Uril, Ocsely,
Albor(i, LtesorT, Toront0,

——
“ waete-paper I”—lor the manly hand
g‘?\l:{t traced tie lines upun tae faded page
[Ias long since meuldered. on that foreign shore
\Whereon 'twas cast by vucan’s Lurious rage.

«Qnly waste-paner ?* yot the fathor’s heart
Poure.i ont its love upo the suriace clear,
And fron the fur-off shore of Lndin, sent
Aifection’s mossige to hia childrea here.
« Only waste-paper ?”’—thongh the mother’s tears
Have rainel npon the once pure snewy sheot,
As. thin sing of the loved but ahsent one,
She wearied, counting Time’s stow, lag :ard beat.
«Qnly wazte-paner?”’—tor droary. droary wmonths—
As gpe.d this letter o’er the o -ean's foam,
How praye.d for by the sailor’s anxions wife,
Tae gladsone tidings: ¢ .+ onr passage home.

GUILTY, OR HOT GUILTY 2

PART TUR FIR3T.

«Can you tell me where Mrs. TIardy lives?”
Th~ speaker was a lady, tall and slight, with
a figure that was shown to great advantage by
a simple, lowing, black serge dress, neither too
short nor too long, and a dark grey waterproof
cloak, which hung in graceful folds about her.
She wore a small black bhat, and black gauze
vell thrown back. A neat tie of biue ribbon
round her throat showed that she was not in
mourning, and there was an air of self-depend-
ence, & quiet placid look that almost told what
she was—a district visitor,

The man she ad lressed was a wagoner, who
forthwith jumped down from his perilous seat
on the shafts, pulled up his horses with a Jerk,
and with such politencss as might be expected
from him, answered his interrogator with these
.words :—

« What d’ye say ?”

«Can you tell me where Mrs. Hardy lives "
the lady repeated; and this time she tapped her
foot with her umbrella a little impatiently.

«’Ardy,” echoed the man, leaning on his whip
with one hand, and scratching his head with the
other, by way of assisting his memory. ¢ 'Ardy ;
widow woman—longish fam’ly ?”

« No,” replied Miss Forrester, 41 know she is
, | not a widow; she is ill; she has been hurt by
Farmer Johnson’s cow.”

«QOh! her”—and the man grinned—¢ Bill ’Ar-
dy's wife; it must have been a brave beast
as 'ud meddle wi’ she; ha, ha, ha!” and
chuckling, he pointed down the lane. ¢She do
live in that there cot—the red 'un; and fine mis-

way.

Miss Forrester was almost sorry she asked
the question. She had rather rejoiced that suf.
fering gave her an excuse for a first visit, for
howeven much it may be a duty, it is not al-
ways agreeable to knocK promiscuously at
strangers’ doors, when not by any means sure
of a welcome.

It was early in November, about four o’clock
in the afternoon, and the shades of evening
were gathering, Nevertheless it wasa pleasant
time to be out; some rain had fallen, and the
clouds were chasing each other quickly through
the sky, driven by a soft south wind; and she
was accompanied by a large mastiff of the Py-
renean breed.

«] did Ay very well, but I lighted bagd,” was
the graphic account given by Mrs. Hardy of the
accident, when questioned by her visitor; «and
t’aint very often as I do go out nowhere, with
all these terrifyin’ childern. Give out, Annie,
coming 80 close to the lady, and she a stranger.
The dog ’ll bite ye cure!”

«No, he won't, Mrs. Hardy;” and Miss For.
rester laid her hand upon the huge head.

«] do llke to see people as Is fond of dumb
critturs,” remarked the invalid, in a querulous
tone; “some can't seem to starve and ili-use
‘em; but my husband can. Now, that there
cat”—and she pointed to a thin} wizened crea.
ture that was crouching under the clock, with
eyes all pupil, staring at the dog—+he’ill turn
iin out, bless ye!”

« Hush, mother,” interrupted a tall, stout,
surly-looking girl, with red hair, who had hi-
thorto remaincd silent. ¢ Father don’t starve

and starve me, when ye've got a mind.”

«] can't give you what I'av~n’l got, and I'd
as soon yc¢ were out of thig, earnin’ ye're own
breal, as idling liere, and soon:der.”

«] don’t want to bile at hom~,” retorted the
airl, sutkily; «aml tis allug father this, and fa-
thar tothar, whon we shoulin’t have nothin’ to
cas some days if nuweren't for he.”

«It ye could finl a place for our Jenny,
ma‘am, I shoall be g'al,” said the woman, tak-
ing no notice of her d wighter's words. “She's
jst about a good 'un to work, if she'll keep &
civil tongue In her head; where she do get her
sarce from I don’t know, nor where she do larn

»
iLl\!lss Forrester smiled. She promised to do
hor best, butshe thought she could give a pretty
shrewd guess from whom it was Inherited; and
quite agreed in the mother’s opinlon that the
girl would be better away.

She had scarcely left the cottage after paying
her visit, when she encountered a big, burly
man lika o @ navvy ;" he had a scowling, dogged
cxpression of face, small ferret-like eyes, thick
lins, and whislers and beard all in one of coa_rse
red lish brown. lic was in a dirty working
| dress, anid had a black and white tle, loosely
knotied about a thick, muscalar throat. Miss
Focresier was half mclined o Luvn back; cven
the trusty, well-schooled % Lioa” gave & low
growl, and bristled up, -

chief do go on there, I count;” then reseating
himself, he cracked his whip and went on his

and ill-use the cit, no more than you do beat

of a dark night.”

« Yes,” replied his mistress, timidly, and the
thought crossed her mind, «You're another,”
but she nerved herself to the interview, and
substituted « What is your name ?”

« Bill Hardy, if ye dv want to know,” was the
reply, and the man stalked off woward his
home.

His first act on entering the house was—not
to inquire after his sick wife, who was huddied
up in the chimuney-corner, with her leg on a
ricketty chair, by way of & sota—but to walk up
the crazy stairease to his own bed-room, wh'-h
was a low, dilipidated-looking, apartment, with
light peeping in through sungdry crevicos where
it should not, and in which were three wooden
bedsteads. Raising the mattress upon one of
these, he drew forth o large and somewhat tat-
tered net.  « Mother " he shouted.

«] can’t come up the stairs, I tell ye,” was
the answer to the summons from below ; «the
pain do go right d'voo my leg if I do move 'un,
and I ain’t a-coming.”

Upon which a lheavy, blundering step de-
scended thoe stairg, and throwing the net down,
the man exclaimed,  If that lazy weneh, Jenny,
don’t mend they holes afore midnight, it will be
the wus for her;” and the speech was flavored
with an oath.

« Father, take T up,” pleaded a little piping
voice, while two fat, dimpled arms clasped the
man's leg, “give I kiss.”

The father looked down into the littlc chubhy
and not over-clean face, with {ts innocent blue
eyes und rose-bud mouth, and softened. e
lifted the littlo three.year-old 1n his arms,
kissed tho warm cheek that hid itself in his
neek, and the feroctous, hardened look on his
fuce melted away.

A loud knocking at the door disturbed Bill
Hardy in his parental demonstrations, and has-
tily putting down the child, he admitted ashort,
thickset, jovial-looking man, who in his own
rough way, courteously acknowledge the wife’s
presence; and then a whispered conversation of
some duration took place between the two
men; they were evidently making some ap.
pointment.

“The moon won’t be up afore,” said the new-
comer, raising the latch as he spoke.

«All right,” replied Hardy; “but stop and
have a bit of supper, Jem.”

#“ Not to-night, thank ye; the missus and the
young 'uns is looking out at home,” and he took
his departure.

« We’'ll have a better supper nor this to-mor-
row night, please the pigs,” said Hardy, taking
his place at the frugal board.

A large dish of potatoes smoked in the centre,
cooked as only cottagers can cook them, and
from which emanated in some mysterious way
a strong savor of onions.

«This ain’t much for a man to come home to,
after a hard day’s work—nothin’ but taters;
we'll better this to-morrow, mother, or my
name ain’t Bill.”

« Take care what ye're at,” answered his
wife, testily; ¢ ye'll get catched some of these
days.”

« Not without & fight for it, ye may take ye're
oath of that.”

«The new visitor do want these here childern
to go to school,” sald Mrs. Hardy, wisely chang-
ing the subject.

“Then the ¢visitor’' had better pay for’em,
and find the clothes to send 'em in; I aln’t a-
golng to. What'as the good of larning ? Jack do
make a few pence bird-keeping, and Molly's
got enough to do to look after this ’ere chap;”
and the softer look crossed the father’s face
once more, as he 1aid his hand tenderly on the
curly golden head—a hand that would be raised
to-morrow, should opportunity offer, for the
commission of any deed of daring, or of crime.
«So don't let’s hear no more about schooling;
there’s too many on'em to do nothing; and
don’t let that there spy of the parson’s be hang-
ing about here, prying her nose into whatdon't
consarn her.”

Then, supper being finished, he got up from
his chalr, swore lustily at a stool which crossed
his passage to the door, and went out, to spend
at the public-house a good portion of the time
which must yet intervene before he could com-
mence his poaching pursuits.

Bill Hardy was always weleome at these
nightly assemblles, where the aflairs ol the
parish and the neighborhood were discussed
quite as hotly as educated men discuss the af-
fairs of tha nation. IIis indomitable daring and
courage made him an object of admiration,
added to which he had worked for many years
in the neighborhood of London, and had seen
the worll. Ill-naturcd rumor hinted that he
hal travelled a great deal farther than that at
Her Majesty’s expense.

More than a month had passed away. It was
the depth of winler.

Many of the inhabitants of the village of Sef-
ton Iny wrapped in peaceful slumber; but atone
cottage there was a solitary watcher,

It was at Bill Hardy's. The children had
been in their beds long ago; & few melancholy
embers of the fire were still ingering in the ili-
kept grate. Mrs. Hardy’s chair was vacant; ay,
and her bed too, for the matter of that. She
was In the churchyard, sleeping sounder than
her little ones, even With the clanging of the
bells so close to her.

" Jenny, her representntive in the home now,
had been standing at the half-open door, on tip-
i toe, with her fingers to her lips—listening,

! " She could just distinguish, in the far distance,
! the well-known step she had been waiting for.
| 1t was coming %0 sWifily : what could have hap-

{n the moonlight, came up the garden with ra-
pid strides, and pushed by hor roughly.

«Money, Jenny ¢ all you have, girl! I'm off
to Lunnon; the beaks'll be afler me afore morn-
ing !”

gx‘he girl was cqnal to the oceasion; with
trembling hands, yet without a question or &
moment’s delay, she took something wrapped
inn bit of dirty newspaper from a tea-caddy,
the receptacle for all treasures, and put it into
his hand  « Thut’s all, futher,” she said.

Hardy snatched it eagerly, and turned to de-
part; but, by an impulse stronger than even
personal safety, he ran up-stairs—snatched his
youngest boy in his rough arms—and, with a
heavy sob, kissed and blessed him, and laid him
x-~ly down again. Then, almost in the same
L. euth muttering a curse at hisunlucky fate, he
threw the money upon the coverlid, and was
down-stairs again, «I couldn’t tuke the last
mouthful of bread from the young ’un,” he
sald; *take care of him, Jenny,” and then he
wang gone.

The affrighted girl rank upon the floor, and
hiding her face in her hands asshe leant against
the comfortless wooden chair, sovbed aloud.
Perhaps he would come back, she thought, and
face it. She imagined she understood it all. He
bad been caught poaching, and he was in dan-
ger, so had fled. She would fain have followed
him, for with all the devotion of her untrained
heart she loved the bad, hard man--hard to all
save one—but she did not dare. He might come
back ; she would wait, and watch, Butshe was
young, had worked hard all day, and nature as-
serted itself. When two policemen, at five in
the morning, lifted tho latch of the cottage-door,
Jenny was sleeping soundiy.

The footsteps aroused her, and she was on her
fect in a second, with the recollection of all that
had happened clear before her.

« Where's your father ?” sald the foromost of
the two men, peremptorily,

« Gone to work,” replied the girl, stoutly.

« No, no, my lass, none of that; we’ve been
a-looking for him afore we came here; he's hid-
ing somewhere, but I'll lay a guinea we’ll un-
earth bim.”

«S8o you may, and welcome,” retorted the
girl, saucily; * ye may take every inch of him
as ye'll find here.”

The two men then proceeded to search the
house and its surroundings; one going to the
bed-rooms, whilst the other examined every
corner and cupboard below, as though he ex-
pected to find a mouse rather than s man con-
cealed in them.

Jenny Hardy stood where they had left her,
never moving, until a terrified scream from the
children up-stairs recalled her to herself. Then

.

like a tigress she was bounding to the rescue, .

but the policeman who was descending took her
coaxingly by the arm, and led her down again,
«Come now,” he said, ¢«don't be frightened,
my dear; tell us where he’s off to—we ain't go.
ing to hurt him.”

“ Ain't ye, though ?” laughed the young girl,
ineredulously. Then suddenly she clasped her
hands together tightly, and looking eagerly in
the speaker’s face, whispered, « What d’ye want
with him? What ill has he done?”

The policeman bent his head closer to her,
and lowered his voice a little, as he pronounced
one word, * Murder.” .

Afterwards, when Jenny went ‘up-stalrs—
heavlly, for years seemed to have passed over
her in those few minutes—she found Joe, the
father's darling, sobbing and shivering, stripped
of the little ragged night-shirt she had put on
him the night before; and on the pillow where

the curly head had rested, was a stuln that made
her shudder,

PART THE SECOND,

It was one of the visiting days st St
Thomas® Hospital, London. About two yecars
had elapsed since the fatal night when, in a
desperate poaching affray, Sir Michael For.
rester’s keeper lhiad been brutally murdered.

Two of the gang had been apprehended and
imprisoned, but from evklence given by the un.
der-Keeper, it was declded that the cruel deathe
blows, Inflicted with the butt<end of a gun, were
dealt by the ring-leader, Bill l{ardy ; but hith-
erto all efforts to capture him had proved une
availing.

Now, after the lapse of two years, the untir-
ing detectives were on his track.

Some few weeks since, a robbery was com.
mitted in a honse at Westminister, and suspl.
cion rested upon a man who was mysteriously
found lying in the street very early in the morn-
ing, with his thigh fractured and his head a
good deal cul.  He was supposed to hdve fallen
from the roof of a house, and, on being con.
veyed to the hospital, either could not or would
not give any account of himself, and refused to
give his name for a considerable time. For the
present, a any rate, he was safe; but the
police kept a watch.

For a week or Lwo, no one came. Then a
young girl made her appearance, asked for
¢ John Smith,” and each visitiug day never
failed to come.

At this particular juncture, information was
conveyed to the detective in London, by the
police at Sefton, that Jane Hardy was missing

from her home; and, further, that she had gone .

away suddenly, telling no one where xhe was
going, but giving a few shillings tn a neighbor,
o look after the children during her absence.
On inquiry, it was found that she had walked
to the station, and taken a ticket to London.
Once more the detective warnis to his work.



