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chatig"itf{m;a wa.e howputting the finishing touch]|.

on he caught sight of the occu-

; hoéthou%ht, to himself,
« vs a hoap on 'em. Nancy'll have to rout
thrgh\?hzle gang of niggers, field hands and all, to
huntin hin’s nests after eggs enou rh for dinner.

By this time tho: gentlomen h alighted, and
Mr.” Middleton went forward to receive t}‘xe’m.

“How d'yo do, how d'ye do?” said he, *‘I'm
mighty glad you've come. 1 awish you'd bronght

"“fh'é“ﬁlfo%(? vy . c et enid Mr

«Wo camo protty near it, I think™ said Jlr.
mnor,‘até the same time presenting Mr. Stafford

d . Cameron. . .
anhfrh.rrlﬁddlown continued talking as if replying
to Mr. Miller’s first remark. ¢ No conscquence,
no consequence, Mr. Stafford, Mr. Cameron, how

7 4 ) " - ?
aroyou? . The mor the merrier: _Tsiosatharove

-any,—but come in,—tho house looks better inside
than it does out.” “Ho, Luce,” continued he,
“*wwhero the old boy is your mistress? Tell her
thar's heaps of folks here, and mind tell Aunt
Judy to get us up a whalin dinner.”

"Hero he stopped to take breath & moment, and
then proceceded. *You must excuse my rig, gen-
tlemen, or rather, you must excuso what ain’t
‘rigged. mebby if I'd known all you city beggars
were comin’, I'd a kivered my bar feet.”

“You go barefoot for comfort, I suppose,” =aid
Mr. Miller.

“Why, yes, mainly for that, I suppose,” an-
swered iIr. Middieton, * for I've got such fetched
big' corns on my feet, that I ain’t going to be
cramped with none of your toggery. My feet
happen to be clean, for I wasked 'em in the wat-

; eri]n trough this mornin’. How d'ye leave my
gals?”

“They are well,” answered Mr. Miller, “or

’ gnth'cr Julia' is, and Fanny is improving every
day.” ‘

" “T've often wondered,” said Mr. Middleton,
“wwhat "twas silded Sunshine when she was sick.
‘She'didn’t seem to havo no disease in particular,
and T reckon nothin’s on her mind, for all's straight
between her and Dr. Lacey, as fur as T knew.”

* ¢ Dr. Lacey,” repeated Frank, without know-
: ing what he said.

: *Yes, Dr. Lacey; know him?’ asked Mr. Mid-

*“dleton.

«No, sir,” answered Frank, and Ashton rejoin-
c};@, ¢ Bim&gine he wishes Fanny had never knawn

im.”

Mr. Middleton turned, and for a moment re-
garded Frank ihtcntli}'. Frank atood the inspec-
tion manfally, and Mr. Middle‘on said, * You nre
“from Now York, hoy? I like New Yorkers, and
if" Sunshine wasa’t done promised to Dr. Lacey

" and ‘never had scer “im,aud I liked you, I'd as

- sbon you’d have her as any body.”

Mr. Stafford now said that he was acquamied
with Dr. Lacoy, and proceeded to speak of the
pleasant time he had spent with him. This oc-
capicd time until the dinner was ready.

“Come, haul up," said Mr. Middicton, ** haul
uip; wo didn't expeel so many to dinner, but the

- old_ table'll strotch, and you must sit clus; bat

don‘t none on you step on my corns, for thunder's

sake !’
Frank thought if his host kept on talking, he

to hip oilgt.: Whe
piﬁ'\ts‘ of the carriage,

LITERARY

ECHO.

hould not be able to eat for laughing, but the old
nl\l:?: was just wetting into the merits of the caff.!
When his guests were seated, ho said {c Mr.
Stafford, « Your white neckeloth looks like you
belong to the clargy. If you do, you‘can 80 s:
mighty short prar ovor the eggs and oa.cor':’, 1
Tord’s sake be spry; for I'm blasted hungry! \
But for the remembrance of his promise to
Fanny, Mr. Stafford would have s.creume,d.. It is
noedless to say that ho l(}e?!]z"“:ll ].n.s'd'hos;t1 s invita-
i ad the company beghan their dinner.
twg{u?denly Mr. ‘tat%ordﬁasked if Mr. Middleton
brothers. ,

hag ’;l'g’,—lno, or, that is, I had one once,” answeor-
od Mr. Middleton, ¢ but” he's deador than a door
nail afore this, I reckon.”

« And what makes you think

Stafford. . 3 Middieton.
“when our old pap died, something in his will
struck crussways in Bill's swaller, and he left
cullege and put ous to sea, and I hain’t heard from
him in fifteen years.”

 Did he look like you ?" said Raymond.

¢« He was four years younger than 1,” answered
Mr Middleton, © but no more like me than Sun-
shine’s pet Kitten is like our watch dog Tige.”
He was soft like in his ways, and took w book
larnin mightily, and I'm, but every body
knows what old Josh is. Hold op thar! Save
<he pieces " said ho to Frank, who, unable to con-
strain his mirth, had deluged his plate with ccfiee.

“Pray excuse me,”’ said Frank, mortified be-
yond measure at his mishap.

His discomforture was, however, somewhat re-
liecved by his companions, all of whom burst into
a fit of langhter, in which Mr. Stafford heartily
joined, forgetful of his promise to Fanny. By
this time dinner was over, and the company re-
{;aired to the porch, where Ashton and Raymond

ctook themselves to their cigars, while Mr. Mid-
dleton puffed away at his old cob pipe.

Mr. émﬂ‘ord at length resumed the dinner table
conversation, by saying, < If I were youn, Mr. Mid-
dleton, I woula not give up my brother yet;
¢Hope on, hope ever,” is my motto.”

“ Hope on,” repeated Mr. Middleton. 1 have
hoped on till I'm tired on't, and yet by spells, I
have dreams in which it seems like my brother
was alive and had come back, and then my cld
gurd shell of a heart gives a thundern’ thump
and fetches me up wide a~ake. I hate dreams
mightily, for it takes me an ali fired while to got
to sleep all over, and when 1 do, I hate to be
waked up by a dream.”

“ T hope you'll live to sce your hrather, though,”
said Frank.

“ No, I shan't,” answered Mr. Middleton. again
filling his cob pipe. ¢ Every thing that I Joved
hae always died.”

“Have you lost many friends?" ask~d Mr.
Stafford.

¢« (onsiderable many,” said Mr. Middleton.
- considerin how few I ever had.  First. thar was
mother died, when Bill and T was little boys; 1
remember how he cried when we stood by her
grave, and T was so feared Bill would bust his
jacket open. that I whispered to him not to take
on so, for I'd be hix mother now.  And then that

he is dead ?"" asked

might, which was the longest and darkest I ever



