
Echor-s.

Ti.«î blithesome shepherd sings 
His artless eong.

And Echo's wandering voice 
The notes prolong.

A maiden’s eje strikes mine.
My cheeks flash red.

And. like a flower oppressed, 
she droops her head.

I love the mystic voice 
That back again

Returns in purer tones 
The shepherd’s s-train.

I love the maid whose soul,
Uefi c.ing mine.

Won d speak its kindling thoughts 
In looks divine.

Belgravi

THE BARTON EXPERIMENT.
liY THE . THOR OF “HELENS BABIES

“ And I would rather be dead than be 
the wife of any one of them,” said 
Esther with an energy which startled 
Fred. “ Mrs. Mosbier used to be such 
a haopy-looking woman, and now she is 
so quiet and has ditch sad eyes. Brown seems 
to spend no end oi money on his family ; but 
his children are always put to bed before he 
comes home, because be is likely as not to be 
cross and unkind to them; when they meet 
him on the street they never shout ‘Papa’ ’ 
and rush up to him as your Jitlle brothers and 
sisters do to your father: but they look at him 
flrai with an anxious look that’s enough 
to break one's heart, and as likely as 
not cross .he street to avoid meet
ing him. Mrs. Crayme was having such 
a pleasen time at Nellie Wainvrights 
party the other night, when her husband,
-iv hei she seldom enough has a chance to take 
into society with her, said such silly things 
and started around with such an odd iook m 
his eve t’na she made some excuse to take 
him home. And Nellie Wainwright—she was 
my particular friend before she was married, 
you know—was Irre a few days ago. and I 
was telling her how pleased 1 was, when sud
denly she threw tioth arms around my neck 
and burst out crying, and told me that she 
hoped that my husband would never drink 
after l was-married. She insists upon it tha- 
her husband ig the best man that ever lived, 
and tnn.r, i she only mentions anything she 
would like, site has it at once if money can buy 
it, and yet she is unhappy. She says there is 
always & load on her heart, and though she 
feels real wicked about it. she can’t get rid 
01 it.”Fred Macdonad was unable ror some mo
ments to reply to this unexpected speech ; he 
arose from ms chah, and walkedslowly upand 
down the room, with his hands behind him, 
and with the c juntenance of a man who has 
heard something of which he had previously 
posseesed no idea. Esther looked at him, first 
furtively, then tenderly ; then she sprang to 
his side and h ared upon his shoulder, saying,

“ Rear Fred. I know you could never be that 
way; but then all these women were sure they 
knew just the same about their lovers, before 
tncy were married.’’
“Well, Ettie,” said Fred, passing an arm 

around he young lady. “1 really don’t know 
v hat's to be hone about it, if drinking moder
ately is the cause of all there dreadful things ; 
I’m bound to be somebody; I’m in the set of 
men that make money; they like ne and I 
understand them. Bat they all take something, 
aid you don’t know how they look at a man 
who refuses to drink with them : all of them 
think he don’t amount to much, and some of 
them actually feel insulted. What is a feflow
to do r

“Go into some other set. 1 suppose,’ said 
Esther very soberly.
“You dont know what you’re saying, my 

dear girl," sai ’• Fred. “ What else is there for 
a man to do in a dead-and-alive place like Bar]
• onf yov, don’t want to be the wife of a four 
hundred-dollar clerk, and live in part of a com
mon little house, do you ?”

“ Yes,” said Esther, showing her lover a rap
turous lace w hose attractiven ss was not 
ma* red by a suspicion of shyness. “ i do, 
iTFrgd Macdonald is to be my husband.’’

“ Then if either of us should have a long ill
ness, or if 1 should lose my position, we would 
have to depend on your parents and mine/ 
said Fred.

“ Let us wait, then,” said Esther. “ until you 
can have saved something, before we are 
married, . . , , ,

“And belike Charley Merrick and hate 
Armstrong, who’ve been engaged tor ten 
years, and are growing old and do etui about

** *“ I’il never’grow old and doleful while wait
ing for my lov er to succeed,” said Esther, in 
.» tone ’ iiirh might have carried con
viction with it had Fred been entirely 
in a listening humor. But as Fred 
imagined himself in the position of the many 
unsuccesêf"! young men in Barton, and o'" the 
anxious looking husbands who had once been 
as spirited as himself, i.e fell into a frame of 
mimi which was anything but receptive. In 
bis day-dream- marriage had seemed made up 
rf many thing:-» beside the perpétua’ compan
ionship" of Esther: it had among its very de
sirable components a handsome, well-furnished 
house, a carriage of-the most approved style, 
:in elegant wardrobe for Esther, and one fault
less s:yL> for himself, a prominent pew 
in the cbm*-ii, and, r.ot least of all, a sideboard 
which t hou’..; be better stocked than that 
of any of his friends. To banish these from 
.♦iis mind for a moment,, and imagine himse f 
Jrv ing in Lxvo or t hree rooms; cheapening meat 
nt r.'ieb ' " never driving out but when
he could barrow somebody’s liorse and anti
quated baggy : wearing a suit of clothes ior 
-twoov • hree yeais in succession, while Esther 
should spend hours m making over and 
üver the dresses of her unmarried days; 
all this made him almost deaf to Esther's 
loyal vvoids, ar.d nearly oblivious to 
the fact that the wisest and sweetest 
girl in Barton was resting within his 

♦arm. Suddenly he aroused himself from 
his «every, and exclaimed, in a lone which 
Esther did not a tin# recognize as his gwn,

‘ your ideas are honest and lofty, but 
you must admit that I know best about mat- 
Tor ; of business. 1 can’t deliberately throw 
away < • cry thing 1 have done, and form en
tirely different business connections. I’ve 
always regretted my promise Mstop drinking 
,-iùer our marriage; but I’ve Lusted that you, 
with jour usual sense, would s<re the propriety 
of absolving me from it. '

Esther shrank away from Fred, and hid her 
face in her hands, whiso. ring hoarsely,

“ I can’t. I < an’t, and 1 never will.”
'tihe dropped into a chair and burst into 

rears. Fred's momentary expression of anger 
softened into sorrow, but his business instinct 
did not des» rr him. “ Ettie.’ - said he tenderly,
* I thought you trusted me.”
“You know I do, Fred.” said r.he weeping 

girl; “ but. my lover and the Fred who drinks 
are twe différent persons, and 1 can’t trust the 
latter. Don't think me selfish ; be always your 
natural self, and there’s no poverty or sorrow 
tliat I won’t endure to De always with 
you. i>oyou think 1 hope to marry you for 
the sake of living in luxury, ov that any 
pleasures that money will buy will sati-l'y me 
any more than they do Nellie Wainwright and 
Mr. Moshier’s wife ? Or do you, professing to 
love me, ask me to run even the slightest risk 
of ever being as unhappy as the poor women 
we have been talking about are with their hus
bands, who lovo> them dearly ? You must keep 
that premise, or I must love you apart from 
y m—until you mar;y sonm one else! Even 
then I could only stop, it seems to $ie, by stop
ping to live.”

Fred’s face, while Esther was speaking, was 
anything but comely to look upon, bu his in
tended resly was prevented by n violent 
knock at the coor. Esther hurriedly dried her 

-eyes, and prepared to vanish, if necessary, 
white Fred regained in haste his ordinary 
countenance; then, as servant opened the 
door, the lovers heard a v-ice saying.

“Is Fred Macdonald here: lie must come 
Aewu to George Doughty’s right away. George 
is dying !”

Fred gave Ettie a hasty kDsand a concilia
tory caress, after which fie kf* the house at a 
lively run.

brought ba k to the Squire his own sense of 
propriety, and he dropped the baby just in time 
to be able to give a hand to 1 red Macdonald, as 
that young man softly pushed open the door. 
The Squire's face again became apologetic.

‘ How did it happen whispered Fred. 
“Why.” replied the Squire, “the doctor says 

it’s a gaiiop ng consumption : I never knew a 
thing about it. Doctor says it’s the quickest 
case he,ever knew; he never imagined any 
thing was the matter with George. If I had 
known anything about it. I’d have had the doc
tor atrendirg him long ago ; but George isn't of 
the complaining kind. The idea of a fellow 
being a* work for me, and dying right straight 
along. Why, it’s awful! He say.-; he never 
knew anything about it himself, so i don't see 
how I could. He was at *he store up to four or 
five days ago ; then his wife came around one 
morning and told me that he didn’t feel fit to 
work that day, bur she didn't say what the 
matter was. I’ve been thinking, for two or 
three weeks, about giving him some help in 
the store ; but you know how business drives 
everything out of a man's head. First I thought 
Fd stay around the store myself evenings, and 
let George rest; but I’ve had to go to lodge 
meetings and prayer meetings, and my wife’s 
wanted me ta go out with her, and so my 
time's been taken up. Then I thought I'd get a 
boy. and well, I didn’t know exactly which to
do : but if I'd known-----”

“ Bat can’t something be done to brace him 
up for a day ov two?” interrupted Fred ; “ then 
I’ll take him out driving every day, and per
haps he’ll pick up."

The Squire looked twenty years older for a 
moment or-two as he replied,

“ The doctor says he hasn’t any physique to 
rally upon; he's all gone, muscle, blood, and 
everything. It’s the queerest thing I ever 
knew; he hasn’t had anything to do, these past 
few years, but just what i did when I was a 
young man.”

The dying man turned his eyes inquiringly, 
and asked in a very thin voice,

“ Isn’t Fred here I”
Fred started from the Squire’s side, but the 

storekeeper arrested his progress with both 
hands, and fixing his eyes on Fred’s necktie, 
whispered.

“ You don’t think I 'm to blame, do you !" 
“Why—no—I don't see how, exactlv,” said 

Fred, endeavoiing to escape.
“ Fred,” whispered the Squire, tightening his 

hold on the lapels of Fred’s coat, " tell him so. 
wen’t you ? I’ll be your best friend forever if 
you will; it's dreadful to think of a man going 
up to God with such an idea on his mind, even 
if it is o mistake. Of cours©, when he gets
there he’ll find out lie’s wrong, if he is, as-----”

Fred broke away from the storekeeper, and 
wedged himsel- between the doctor and pas
tor. Doughty withdrew his wrist from the 
doctor's fingers, extended a thin hand, and 
smiled.

“Fred,” said he, “we used to be chums when 
we were boys, I never took an advantage of 
you. did I ? ”

“ Never , ’ said Fred: “aid we ll have lots of 
good times again, old fellow. I’ve just bought 
the best spring wagon in the State, and i’ll 
drive you all over the country when you get 
well enoug k."

George’s smile became slightly grim as he re 
plied,

“ I guess Baker’s hearse is the only spring 
wagon I’ll ever ride in again, my boy."

‘ Nonsense, George ! ” exclaimed Fred heart 
ily. “ Hew many times have I seen you almost 
dead, and then put yourself together again ? 
Don’t von remember the time when you gave 
out in the middle ef the river, and then picked 
yourselt up, and swam the rest of the way ? 
Don’t you remember the time we got snowed 

Raccoon Mountain, and we both gave up

way successfully through its sickly child- thought Dawkins a prince—this was a really 
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and got ready to die. and how you not only 
came in, but dragged me ho ne besides ? The 
idea of you ever dying ! I wish you’d sent, for
me when you first took the silly notion into 
your head ”

Dougherty was silent for a moment: his eyes 
brightened a little and a faint flush came to his 
cheeks: be looked fondly at his wife, and then 
at his children; he tried to raise himself in his 
bed: but in a minute his smile departed, his 
pallor returned, and he said, in the thinnest of 
voices,
“It’sbou3©, Fred; in those days there was 

something ir. me to call upon at a pinch; now 
there isn’t a thing. I haven’t any time to spare. 
Fred; wliai I want to ask is, keep an eye on my 
boys, for ol i acquaintance’ sake. Their mo
ther will be almost everj tnlng to them, but she 
can’t be expected to know about their ways 
among mem I want somebody to care enough 
for them to see that they don’t make the mis
takes I’ve made.”

A sudden rustle and a heavy step was heard, 
and Squire Tom pie approached the bedside, ex
claiming,
“I’ll do that T
“Thank you. Squire/’ said George feebly;

“ but you’re not the right man to do it.”
“George.” said the Squire, raising his voice, 

and unconsciously raising his hand, “ I’ll give 
them the best business chances that can be 
had; I can do it, for I’m the richest man in this 
town.”

“ You gave me the best chance in town. 
Squirt;, and this is what has come of it,” said 
Doughty.

The Squire precipitately fell back and 
against his place by the wall. Doughty con
tinued,

“Fred, persuade them- -tell them that 1 said 
so that a business that makes, them drink to 
keep up isn’t business at all—it’s suicide. Tel 
them that their father, who has never drunk in 
his life, got whiskey to help him use more of 
himself, until there wasn’t anything left to use. 
Tell them that drinking for strength means 
discounting the future, and that discounting 
the future always means getting ready fur 
bankruptcy. ”
“I’ll do it old fellow,” said Fred, who had 

been growing very solemn of visage.
“They shan’t ask you for any money, 1 red, 

explained Doughty when the Squires voice 
was again heard saying.

‘ And they shan’tSrefuse il from me.
“Thank you, Squire,” sMd George. "1 do 

think you owe it lo the n/butl guess they’ve 
good enough stuff in them refuse it.”

•‘George.” said the Squire, again approaching 
the bedside, “I'm going to continue your salary 
to your wire until you#* boys grow big enough 
to help her. You know I’ve got plenty of 
money- ’twon’t hurt me;5 ■ 
ner promise to take : •

“She wont need it/ said Doughty. “My 
life’s insure d.”

1 Then What can I do for her -for then, for 
you !” asked the Squire. “ George, you’re hold
ing your—sickness again# me, and I want to 
make it right. I can’t say I b-iieve I’ve done 
wrong by you, but you think I have, and that’s 
enough to make me want to restore good feel 
ing between ns Defer, -in case anything should 
happen, Anything that money can do, it shall 
do.”

“ Offer if LO .Gpd Almighty, Squire, and buy 
my life back again, sa.*a Doughty. “If you 
can’t do that, your money isn’t goo«. for any
thing in the house.”

The doctor whispered fco his patient that he 
must not exert, himself so much ; the Squire 
whispered to the doctor to know what else a 
man in his own position could do ?

Fred Macdonald could think of no appro
priate expression with which to break the si
lence that threatened. Suddenly Parson 
Wedgewell raised his head, and said :

“ My dear young friend, this is a solemn mo
ment. There are others who know and esteem 
you, beside those here present: have you no 
message to leave for them ! Thousands of

geople rightly regard you as a young man of 
ign cha’acLr, and your influence Ter good 

may be powerful among them. I should es
teem it an especial privilege to announce 
my official capacity, such fesri^yony as you 
may be moved to make, and as your pagio:-*, 1 
feel like claiming this mournful pleasure as a 
right. What may J say ?”

“Say,” replied the sick man. with an earnest
ness which was almost terrible in its intensity ; 
“ say that whisky was the best business h iend 
I ever found, and that when it began to abuse 
me, no one thought enough of me to step in be
tween us. Ana tell them that this s:ory is as 
true as It is ugly.”

As Doughty spoke, he bad raised himself 
upon one elbow ; aS he utteted his last word, 
he dropped upon his pillow, and parsed into a 
land to which no one Dut his wife manifested 
any Willingness to follow him.

Tomple, and the Squire subscribed a hundred 
shore 5 at ten dollars each, information of which 
act was disseminated among business men and 
well-to-do farmers by Parson Wedgewell with 
au alacrity which, had modern business ideas 
prevailed at Barton, would have laid the par
son open to a suspicion of having accepted a 
ft . shares, to be paid for by his own influence. 
Then Deacon Jones subscribed twenty shares, 
and Judge Macdonald, Fred’s father, promised 
to take fifty; Crupp’s name already stood at the 
head of the list for a hundred. No stock-com-

Eany had ever been organized at Barton be- 
re, and the citizens had always manifested a 

lau table reluctance to allow other people to 
handle their money; butfThis case seemed an 
exception to all others ; coh fide nee in the en
terprise was so powerfully expressed, alike by 
the mercantile community, the bar. the church, 
and the unregenerate (the last-named class 
being represented by the ex-vender of liquors), 
that people who had any money made haste to 
participate in what seemed to them a > ace for 
wealth with the odds in everybody’s favor. 
Crupp neglected no one; be scorned no sub
scription on account of its smallness ; before 
he left the cemetery gate nearly half the requi
site capital had been pledged, and before he 
slept that night he found it necessary to accept 
rather more than the twenty thousand dollars 
which, it had been decided two days before, 
would be needed. Several days later a board 
of directors was elected ; two or three of the 
directors informally offered the euperinten 
dency of the mill to Fred Macdonald, om con
dition that he would pledge himself te abstain 
from the use of intoxicating beverage while he 
held the position, and then Fred was elected 
superintendent in regular form and by.unani 
mous vote of the board of directors.

Great was the excitement in Barton and 
the tributary country when it was finally 
announced that the mill ne ded no more 
monej. and that, consequently, no more 
stock* would be issued. In that myete 
rious way in which such things always hap 
pen, the secret escaped, and encountered every 
one, that his new position would prevent Fred 
Macdonald from drinking; non-storkliolders 
had then the additional grievance that they 
had been deprived of taking any part in an en
terprise for the good of a fellow-man, and ail 
because the rich men of the village saw money 
in it. None of these injured ones dared to ex
press their minds on this subject to Squire 
Tomple, to whom so many of them owed 
money, or to Judge Macdonald, who, in his 
family pride, wôuid have laid himself liable 
to action by the grand jury, had any one sug- 
geste 1 that his oldest son ha t ever been in any 
danger of becoming a drunkard. But to Mr. 
Crupp they did not hesitate to speak freely ; 
Crupp owe ci no mortgages, no total abstain
ers owed him money • besides, he not only w*as 
not a church membei but he had been in that 
most infernal of all c. llings, rum-selling. So 
it came to pass that when one day Crupp went 
into Deacon Jones’ store for a dollar’s worth of 
sugar, and Aras awaiting his turn among a 
la~ge crowd of customers, Father Baguss con- 
stitured himself spokesman for the aggrievea 
faction, and said,

“ It ’pears to me, Mr. Crupp, as if reformin’ 
was a payin’ business."

Orupj being human, was not saintly, so he 
| flushed angrily, and replied,

“ It ough: to b\ if the religion you’re so fond 
of is worth a row of pins ; but I don’t know 
what you're driving at.”

“ Oh ! of course you don’t know,” said Father 
Baguss ; “ but everybody else docs. You don’t 
expect to make any money out of that wooden 
mill, do you ?”

“ Yes 1 do, too,” answered Crupp quickly 
I’ll make every cent I can out of it.”
“Just so,” said Father Baguss, consoling 

himself with a bite of tobacco; “an’ them 
that’s borne the burden and heat of the day can 
plod along and not make a cent ’xcept by the 
hardest knocks. I’ve been one of the Sons of 
Temperance ever since I was can verted, air 
that’s nigh onto forty year ; I don’t see why ' 
don’t get my sheer of the good things of th 
worl 1.”

“ If you mean,” said Crupp, with incompar
able deliberation, “ that my taking stock in the 
mill is a reward to me for dropping the liquor 
business, you’re mightily mistaken. I’d have 
taken it all the same if anybody had put me 
up to it when I was in the liquor business.”

“ Yes,” sighed Father Baguss, “like enough 
youw'ould;as the Bible says, 'The children 
of this world are wiser in their generation than 
the children of light.’ I can’t help a-gettin’ 
mad. though, to think it has to be so.”

Two or three unsuccessful farmers lounging 
about the stove sighed sympathetically, but 
Crupp indulge! in a sarcastic smile, and re
marked,

“ 1 always supposed it was because the 
children of light had got their treasure laid 
up in heaven, and were .above such worldly 
notions.”

The late sympathizers ci Fat her Baguss saw 
the joke, and laughed with unkind energy, 
upon which the good old man straightened 
himself and exclaimed,

II he children of the kingdom have to earn

for Dalton was one of the most popular men in 
the club, and in the best set, ana Dawkins was 
nobody there. Hew lie had got into the Plesio
saurus at all —which, for su large a society, was 
somewhat exclusive—was a marvel to those

tables to be eaten. They were not read, 
as Dalton presently discovered in con
versation with his hostess, with whom 
he was left alone for a few minutes,

who knew him best ; perhaps he had slipped in i while Mr. Dawkins ran up-stairs to “titivate,” 
by greasing somebody elso’s hands. as he called dressing for din

On the present occasion, however, Dalton.............
rather encouraged his advances. This was 
just thelman to have|heard, in all likelihood, of 
his altered circumstances, and he did not wish 
to seem to shrink from companionship, or to 
appear in dejection. Moreover, even the talk 
of Dawkins was better than his own sad 
thoughts.

“Sorry to see you missed your shot at 
Bampton,” said this gentleman in a more 
familiar tone <or so it seemed to the other) 
than their previous relations justified. “ How
ever, you will try again, of course; it is quite 
unusual to get one’s seat at the first trial. 1 was 
fortunate myself in that respect, when I stood 
for Siddington, but it was quite an exceptional 
piece of good luck.”

For the constituency it doubtless was so, 
since it got two elections, and all the good 
things “going” at such epochs, within two 
months; but the good fortune of Mr. Dawkins

èimself had certainly been of a very transient 
ature.
“ I am not likely to try again,” answered Dal

ton, coldly.
“Ah! found it expensive, I daresay. That 

is the worst of it. But it’s a proud position, too 
—deuced proud. I shall never forget the day I 
first took my seat and the oath.”

“ I wish you would,” said Dalton, cynically.
The man’s impudence annoyed while it amused 
him. “Low comes it that you are up in town 
in a dead time like this ? ”
“You may well ask. There are a lot of fel

lows bothering me by every post to run up to 
the moors, and Warkworth offered me a berth 
in his yacht But 1 am chained to my desk.
A golden chain, lam happy to *ay, but still 
,t confines aie to London for the present.
Business, business, my dear sir ; yon know 
what that, is?”

“ Yes ; it is very familiar to me.”
“Not more familiar than welcome, 1 hope, 

eh ?” put in the other. His tone was indifferent, 
but theglance and manner which accompanied 
it were so eager and inquisitive that the con
trast was supremely ridiculous. 1 )alton’s sense 
of humor was tickled.
“Well, I suppose you know all about it?” 

said he, good-humoredly. “ You have doubt
less heard that I have been hard hit ?”

“1 did hear something of tha kind, my 
dear sir ; but people tell such lies. I had 
hoped the report was witheut foundation.
Sorry to find it confirmed on such good author
ity, I’m sure.”

“Thank you,” said Dalton, dryly. He was 
wondering whether it would be worth while 
asking this man’s advice (he was sharp enough 

his way, and especially in speculative af-
ivs with n. flaw in thp.ml «s ta the Brazilianfairs with a Haw in them) as to the Brazilian 

mine.
“Not at all,” continued Dawkins, loftily, 

‘We are all sorry; every man who is worth 
anything in the club, sir, sympathizes with 
you. A man at your time of life, and in your 
position, to become the prey of a parcel of 
swindlers - it is terrible! I had no idea, 
however, you had gone such a—I mean, that 
the thing was so serious. I had hoped you 
were only 1 winged

“ No sir, I am shot,” said Dalton, decisively. 
He spoke so loud that the waiter came, think
ing that something was wanted.

“Get some champagne,” said Dawkins ; “ the 
best—the Clicquot—do you hear ?” Then, in a 
confidential voice, he added: “There's noth
ing like champagne, my dear sir, when you are 
down in the mouth. Î remember, when I 
stood for Siddington, and my opponent was 
ahead-*’

“If that champagne is for me, Mr. DaW- 
kins, I don’t drink it,” observed Dalton, in a 
tone more decidedly frappe than the wine it
self.

“Very good; then I’ll drink it myself,” re
plied the ottier, cheerfully. “ Now. look here, 
Dalton ; don’t be cast down and bitter with 
your friends, and that sort of thing. Of course, 
its infernally disagreeable to have thrown 
one’s money into the gutter—or down a mine— 
which is the same thing ; but there arc ways 
of getting it out again.
“What! you think the Lara is worth some

thing yet?” inquired Dalton, eagerly.
“Not I. It is not worth a shilling—it is not 

worth sixpence. But money is to be made, 
my dear fellow ” the too friendly phrase 
jarred upon Dalton’s nerves, but he let the

their daily bread, I reckon; manna don t fall j other run on : he might really have something 
no -a-days like it used to do for the chosen to say that would be useful “thousands are

to be made -ay, and tens of thousands if you 
only go the right way to work, and with the“Exactly./' said Crupp, “and them that 

ain’t chosen people don’t pick their din
ners without, working for them either, 
without getting into jail for it. But say ! 
I didn’t come here to make fun of you, 
Father Baguss. If you want some of that 
mill stock so b id, i’ll sell you some of mine— 
that is, if you’ll go into temperance with all 
your might.”

The old man seemed struck dumb for a mo
ment, but when he found his tongue, he made 
that useful member make up for lost time.
‘ Go into temperance!” he shouted. “Did 
anybody ever hear the like of that ? I that’s 
been a * Son ’ more’n half my life ; that’s spent
a hundred dollars—ye 3. more—in yearly dues;
that’s been to every temperance meotin’ that’s 
ever been held in town, even when I’ve had 
; heumatiz so bad I could hardly crawl ; that 
k epi the pledge even when I was out in the 
Black Hawk war, where the doctors themsel ves 
sa d that 1 ort to have drank; that's plead with 
drinkers, and been scoffed an reviled (like my 
blessed Master for my pains; that’s voted fer 
the Maine Liquor Law; that’s been dead agin 
lettin’ Mil-s Bailing into the church 

VJL, because he brews beer for his own 
twon’t hurt me; for God s sake make i family drinkm , though he s a good enough man

every other way, a lur as I can see; I that 
went to ace every member of our church, an’ 
b; gged s.n" implored ’em not to sell our o'cl 
meetin’-house to the feller that since turned it 
into a groggery; l to be told by afellerlike you, 
that's got the guilt of uncounted drunkards on 
your soul-----”

To be Continued.

CHAPTER VII.
40ME NATU RAL RESULTS.

George Doughty lay propped up in lied; 
standing beside him, and clasping his hand 
tightly, was his wife ; near him were his two 
oldest children, seemingly as ignorant of what 
was transpiring as they were uncomfortable on 
account of the peculiar influence which per
vaded the room. On the other side of the bed, 
and holding one of the dying maw's bands, 
knelt Peersou Wedgewell : beside him stood the 
doctor: while behind them both, near the 
door, and as nearly invisible as a man of his 
size could b \ was Squire Tomple. The Squire's 
fare and figure seemed embodiments of a 
trembling, abject apology he occasionally 
looked towanfthe door, as if to question that 
inanimate object whether behind Its broad 
front ho, the Squire, might not be safe from his 
own fears. It was very e.idcnt that the 
tiuiures conscience was making a coward of 
him ; but it was elso evident, and n~t for the 
*** umemthe world s history, that cowardice 
is mightily influential in holding a coward to the ground that ht- hates. Hadwy<£?55ken 
to him. or paid luiu the slightest attention the 
totiuire would have felt better ; nothing tiirns 
cowards i mo soldiers so quickly as the receipt 
of a vo,ley ; but no such relief seemed at all 
likely to re ,eh him. The doctor, like a true 
man. having dona all thirgs. covu’d only stand 
andstandhc did; Varson Wedgewell. feeling 
that upon his vtlorts with 'be tireat f>hy.ji. ian 
depended the sick mans future well-being 
prayed sileni:. and earneelly, railing his head 
only to search, through his tears, the face of 
<he patient ior sigui of the desired answer to 
pray* r. Mis. Doughty was interested only in 
look!:., into the eyes too soon to close forever 
and the faces of the two children were more 
than a man could intern tonally look upon a 
eer-pnd i me. .So when Doughty's baby, who 
dad been . reeping about the tloor, suddenly 
beholding the glories of the great seal >-,hiuii 
dm..'" ed I un the Squire's fob-chain, tried 
te du i: i* g of the storekeeper's trousers. 
Inc Sqt milul, as a saint ia ext.-cuiity 
might sm-ie at the sudden appearance or' an 
angel, and ho steeped-no vasy operation 
for a inau oi Squire Tomple § bulk—and 
lifting ih*d little fellow in his arms out 
lusses ail oyer The tiny face, which, in ' view 
Of the relations of cleanliness to attractiveness 
was not especially bewitching. A moment 

.Inter, however, a muffled but approaching step

CHAPTER VIII.
AN ESTIMABLE ORGANIZATION CRITICIZED.
The funeral services of George Doughty were 

a? largely attended as the great temperance 
meeting had been, and the attendants admit 
ted—although the admission was not, logically, 
of particular force — that they received the 
worth of their monet. The pall bearers, twelve 
in number, were all young ^ien who had been 
in the habit of drinking, but who had signed 
the pledge, some of them having appended 
signatures to special pledgee grivately prepared 
on the evening before the service. The funeral 
anthem was as doleful as the most sincere 
mourner could have wished, the music having 
been composed especially for the occasion by 
the chorister of Mr. Wedge well’s church As 
for the s-erm n. it was universally voted the 
most powerful effort that Parson Wedgewell 
had ever made. Day and night had the good 
man striven with Doughty's parting injunction, 
dotera ined to transmit the tjie’exact spirit of 
it, but horrified at its verbal form. * Aï las» he 
honestly made George’s own words the basis 
of his whole sermon ; his method being, first, 
to show what would have been naturally the 
last words of a ycung man of good birth and 
Christian breeding, «nd then presenting 
George’s moral legacy by way of contrast. To 
point the moral W-ishout offending Squire 
Tomple’s pride, and without inflicting useless 
pain upen the Squire’o sufficiently wounded 
heart, was no easy task ; but the parsob was 
not lacking in tact and tenderness, so no suc
ceeded in making of his sermon an appeal so 
powerful and- all-applicable that, none'of the 
hearers found themselves at liberty to search 
out those to whom the sermon might seem 
personally addressed.

4mong the hearers was Mr. Crupp. and no 
on j seemed nucre deeply interested and affect
ed. He leuowed the funeral corta^c to the 
cemct-rjr: out arrived tlw'rhe halted at the 
gare, instead of following the example of the 
multitude by crowding aa closely as posai b.e to 
the grave. I he final services were no sooner 
concluded, however, than the object of Mr. 
Crupp s unusual conduct be/ ame apparent to 
une per-on after another, the disclosure being 
made to people in the order of their earthly 
possessions, i ha parson was shocked at learn 
ing that Mr. Crupp was importuning every 
man of means to take stock in a woollen mill 
to be established at Barton ; but a whispered 
word or two from Crupp caused the parson to 
abate nis displeasure, and finally to stand near 
Crupp’s side and express bis own hearty ap-

Srobation of the enterprise proposed. Then 
Fr. Crupp whispered a few words to Squire

FALLEN FORTUNES.
\Y JAMES PAYN, AUTHOR OP “LOST SIR MAS- 

8INGBERD,” “WALTER’S WORD,”
ETC., ETC.

To them suoceeaed an unmistakable com
mercial traveller: “ money and orders” was 
written in i js twinkling eyes as legiply a3 the 
Hebrew characters that were wont to be seen 
(by the faithful) inscribed i«po£ those of some 
pious folk of old. He was a chirpy, Ko=s;py 
fellow, full of Joe Millerish jokes, and very 
inquisitive. He was very curious to know 
“ whom ” Dali.on “ l avejled for,’ as he ex- 
dressed it.

“A fimily man, 1 presume!'’ said he. 
Dalton nodded in good-natured assent. “Ah, 
then you are quite right to come second- 
class, sir ; I always do it myself, and
save the difference for Mrs. It------- (my name
js Roberts) and rhe yopng people.” Presuming 
upun h'v superiority in years, he wa2 5n KOOd as 
tu -a vc his companion much advice as to the 
put suit of his supposed calling. “ My motto is 
push, sir’—which he pronounced -ike “rush ”

1 and I have always found that system to 
answer. And, by way' of illus ration, fie dug 
the wouln-have-been member for Brampton 
playfully in the ribs,

XV it-hout being at all of the opinion of 
that modost philosopher who averred that he 
never spoke with any fellow-creature with- 
ou learning something new, Dalton was by 
nature social and a citizen of the world ; so 
$tia*.-no£ Only did Mr. Roberts’ conversation 
speed the leaden hours of the journey, but the 
two parted -he best of menus.

“You are the right sort, you are,'’was the 
eulogium passed upon him by that gentleman 
on the platform as they shook hands. In the 
midst of which leave-taking, up came Dal- 
tor’s footman to show him where the carriage 
stood.

“ Well, I ain biox, cd !” said Mr. Roberts, with 
a prolonged whistle.

He did not know, of course, that ii was the 
last drive in his own carriage which his late 
tellow-traveller was ever to take.

( HAFTER XXV.
THE WORM TJJRNS.

Tne house in Cardigan Pla^u wut as yet 
unchanged in every respect-just as D*lton 
had left it on his quitting town -yet every
thing spoke of gloom and desertion. It was 
no longer his home, except in name; and in 
a few days it would lose even the designa
tion, He felt that he could no* eat his din
ner there, but went out to dino at his club. 
DopfltonwjS what w*s called • empty;" there 
were only a fe' millions left in it, who could 
not atiord to go into the country : Piccadilly 
was a solitude, pall Mall a waçte. Dalten felt 
qualms as he drew near his club, imagining 
that every one there would have heard tidings 
ot his downfall, and that he would be looked 
upon with pitying eyes. He knew how weak it 
was in him, how false the pride that made him 
cm. rtsin such apprehensions, how altogether 
vain and egotistic were such feelings, aa well 
as the wisest phiiejopher that ever founded a 
school; but it was. His fears, however, 
were groundless, for there was not a ecu! in the 
place.

The reading-roew ordinarily so thronged at 
that prcprandial hour, was absolutely tenant- 
less; he might have had six Pall Mall Gazettes 
all to himself, in the huge dining-room of the 
Plesiesaurns, he was the one solitary gue3t; 
but. as he was about to sit down to his modest 
repast, there entered one Dawkins, and begged 
permission to join tables. Dawkins was a mid
dle aged Lore, who could never forget he bad 
once been a me nber of Parliament, lie pre- 

- faced every statement with “ V/hen I sat for 
1 Sid .ington, ’ and dated every event from his 

',.® ?^rs?n " ti-8 shocked at learn aumrsaion into “the House.4 No one could
have imagined from his conversation that 
that halcyon time had lasted hut six weeks, 
after which he was unseated for bribery on 
petition. By profession he was a civij en
gineer, and had gained some notoriety, which 
could scarcely b celled fame. He had not 
invented a tubu. r bridge, or a submarine 
tunnel, but he had nursed more than one rail-

right people. There’s the rub.’L 
“And who are the people?’’ inquired Dalton, 

i growing somewhat impatient of his compan
ion’s platitudes.

“Well, there’s Beevor the banker -he is a 
baronet now, you know, though I can remem
ber him when his firm was a very one-horse 
affair ; his wife a leader of fashion —quite the 
Ion, you know.”

Dalton could not restrain a smile. Sir Rich
ard Beevor was understood to be a dull man, 
who, placed by birth in a comfortable financial 
groove, had, under certain favorable circum
stances, maae a considerable quantity of money; 
but his great covp was his marriage with the 
widow of an eminent gin-distiller, which had 
[heaped his money-bags so high that the govern
ment—to which he gave his parliamentary sup
port were compelled io take notice of them, 
and had in consequence made him a baronei. 
Sir Richard he had met on one or two occasions 
in society : but his lady, never—for she had no 
Chance of being admitted into it.

‘ Now, if you really want, Dalton, to be 
made au fait with the best things going” Mr. 
Dawkin’s countenance became mysteriously 
serious; and Dalton looked serious, too; his 
mind was occupied for the moment in philolo
gical speculation : why was it that men like 
Holt and Dawkins would use French phrases?) 
—“ if you want to see the best people, financi
ally speaking, that are to be met anywhere, and 
to have an opportunity—who knows?—of being 
connected with them. -”

‘ Well, what must I do?” interrupted Dalton 
harply ; he thought lie had schooled himself to 

stand anything without flinching, but ho could 
not stand Dawkins eloquent.

“ Why, you must come and dine with me to
morrow, and meet ’em.”

! Very good ; l will,” said Daiton. He could 
not express much gratitude for the invitation, 
but ffis manner was more cordial than his 
words. He knew- or certainly he would 
have known a few weeks ago- that jt 
was he who was conferring the obligation. 
Mr. Dawkins would have given his ears if, in 
the height of last season, he could have secured 
John Dalton as a guest. But, on the other 
hand, it was j ust possible that the man really 
meant to do a Jrindness, and perhaps a service, 
to him, in asking him to meet these kings of 
eomn/erce. At all events, Dalton had nowhere 
else to go, and arty society jiist now seemed to 
be preferable to bis own. He even reflected 
with a bitter smile that his acceptance of Mr. 
Dawkins’s hospitality would save him the ex
pense of a dinner,

He was now always putting; in practice little 
economies which annoyed him. aiid was 
ashamed of himself because they did so. Qn 
the morrow ha had to see his lawyer, the auc
tioneer, and Mr. Skipton, who had promised 
to k,1v *lis h°F998 ; aad, instead ot taking a han
som,‘he patronized omnibuses Novelty, 
it is said, is ahvaysrpleasing, and therefore he 
ought to have enjoyed the experience of being 
jolted, and squeezed and trodden upon in those 
vehicles, in nepe of which he had ever set fcot 
before. Ho was perfectly conscious that thous
ands of his fellow-creatures, ip most 
ways equal to himself, and in many 
superior, were compelled to use th: 
means of conveyance, and it was 
wretched affectation and a contemplative ex
clusiveness that made it disagreeable to him, 
much more than its intrinsic inconveniences; 
but he disliked it very much for all that. He 
could not shake off, in such general consider
ations, the thoughts of his own belongings; and 
when he saw the little batches of nervous and 
delicate women waiting in the wet for the ’bus 
to arrive, and struggling for inside places 
when it did so an every-day occurrence, but 
which had never attracted his attention before 

hia mind reverted to his Wife and Kate, 
who now, if they lived in town, and wished 
to get about, must needs form part of that 
patient throng.

There Is notning like a change -for the worse 
—of fortune to make people understand that 
enigma so often talked about, but which so 
few trouble themselves to solve, how the 
“ other halt” of the world live and move. It 
seemed to Dalton that next to “ mud-lark- 
ing —picking up other folks’ coppers in the 
ooze or the river jow tide—the re was no
thing more unpleasant than this looking* after 
one’s own shillings and sixpences. Wtiàt 
galled him still worse was the manifest ef
forts of his acquaintance to save him small 
expenses. Mr. SJripton, Q. C., was a well- 
meaning man in his way; out, if he had had 
any delicacy of mind to start with, he had 
thrown it overboard for the freer practice of 
his profession : and he very nearly lost hia 
friend altogether (and what he would have 
regretted quite as much, his horses) through 
attempting to tre?t Dalton :o luncheon at the 
club.

Toward evening, Mr, Dawkins called for 
him, as had been agreed upon, to take him 
on to his house, which was some way out in 
the suburbs ; and was so resolute in paying for 
their common cab at the end ol their journey 
that Dalton was wi bin a very little of knock
ing him down at his own door-step.

* You know, my dear fellow, you must let 
your friends pay for you now,” said Dawkins, 
and thfR in so low a tone that the very footman 
must have heard it as he opened the door.

“ Why did I promise to dine with this 
hound r thought Dalton; while the other 
imagined him, perhaps, t.o T?e speechless with 
gratitude. But ihe host’s coarseness had this 
good effect upon his guest, that irritation 
took the place of despondency, and he 
became quite prepared to play his part in the 
coavei sation of the evening, if not exactly to 
make himself agreeable.

Mr. Dawkins was a bachelor: but his house 
was kept for him by a widowed sister, 
Mrs. Jamrod. a lady of sour aspect, and a 
confirmed stiffness, which might have been 
the result of rheumatism, but was, in fact, 
her imitation of dignity. If she did not ab
solutely imagine herself to be a princess, she

as he called dressing for dinner.
“ I know nothing of that class of literature," 

she had replied austerely to some question of 
his about & book : “my dear brother wishes it 
to have its place here, and therefore here it is ; 
but my own studies, I am thankful to say, are 
confined within a very small compass—I am 
only a humble searcher after the Truth.”

“ If you find that in a small compass, my dear 
madame, you must be exceptionally fortunate,” 
observed Dalton, gravely 

“ Sir, there are only two books—the Beak and 
Hervey’s ‘ Mediations’ which, in my opinion, 
repay perusal. Over all the rest, time is spent

Would 3 ou exclude Young’s ‘Night 
Thoughts’ and Blair’s ‘Grave ?’ ” inquired Dal
ton, deferentially.

“For myself, yes; for others, however— 
perhaps for you—they may have some editica
tion.”

“No, not for me,” said Dalton, solemn 
ly. “I am quite of your opinion as to them.
If we have only our Hervey, that is suffi
cient in the way of complement and com 
ment.”

“ I am at once surprised and delighted to 
hear you say so, Mr. Dalton. I had taken it 
for granted-I don’t know why, I am sure, 
for Robert seldom speaks to me of his club- 
friends—that you were by no means seriously 
inclined.”

“You never were more mil taken in your 
life, madam,” said Dalton, grimly ; “ though I 
don’t mean to pretend that it has been always 
so.”

“ Ah, you have had a blow—if anything can 
be so called that is only material, and affects 
our prospects in this world alone. So Robert 
has Hinted to me. These trials ore often sent 
for good. Your,chastening—”

“I say, none of that, Jane,” cried Dawkins, 
suddenly presenting himself beside them—all 
shirt-front and watch-chain. “ You have got 
hold of the wrong man altogether for that 
sort of stuff. Here are tlie Be vors come, by 
jingo, first. Now, I am not going to have their 
dinner spoiled for anybody else, so mind we 
have it to time.”

The vulgarity of the man’s voice and the 
manner had never proclaimed itself so openly 
to Dalton’« cars as now in his own house. 
That ho should have talked of his fallen for
tunes to this hypocritical old woman was 
wormwood to him ; and from that moment he 
made up his mind to strike, and not to spare. 
So far as the lady was concerned, he was un
just, for she really believed—so far as belief 
was in her the principles she professed ; while 
there was certainly no breach of confidence in 
her brother having communicated to her the 
fact of Dal cn’s ruin, which was, by this time, 
common talk enough. However, he had laid 
his hand upon his sword, and, like a soldier 
about to sack a town, was resolved to respect 
neither sex nor age.

At this moment, Sir Richard and Lady Bee
vor were announced. The former was a fat, 
black, podgy man, with an habitually sterto
rous breath ing, and an occasional habit of blow
ing like a porpoise, which rather electrified 
strangers. His wife, on the other hand, was 
tall and angular* and very careful of her breath 
indeed. She thought it inconsistent with her 
exalted position in society to open her mouth to 
common people, which she considered most 
persons who were commoners to be. To even her 
lostess, whose own dignity had vanished at the 
sight of hers—swallowed up by that A aron’s rod 
—she’did but vouchsafe a few monosyllables. To 
Mr. Dawkins she graciously gave three gaunt 
fingers Covered wifch rings. When Dalton was 
introduced to her, she bent her head about a 
quarter of an inch, and, raising her double 
glasses, surveyed him from head to foot with a 
particularity that would have done credit to the 
Ordnance Department. .

“ I have heard of you before,” said she, 
curtly.

“ You have all the advantage of me in that 
respect, madam,” replied Dalton, in his most 
winning tones, “asdoubtleea in many others.”

The shaft sped harmless, however, 'or the 
lady had already turned away to examine 
seme new arrivais with the air of a natural
ist who is investigating specimens of the 
ordinary beetle. They were common enough 
of their genus, it must be acknowledged ; 
gentlemen with pronounced noses, and mis
pronounced “BV and “P’s,” with a cataract 
of shirt-front, embossed with jewels, and rim
med with the merest margin in the way of 
waistcoat—all of them of Oriental complexion, 
but with 'ostentatiously Christian names ; gen
tlemen, again, with mutton-chop whiskers, 
and those lively airs with which business is 
tempered in the city-glib of tongue, elastic 
of step, and with that overdone geniality to
ward one another which is their substitute for 
friendliness. The ladies were by no means so 
gushing ; they were cither depressed in manner, 
each watciiiug her respective lord with a some
what servile-eagerness to obey the motions of 
his 05 e, or they were stiff and formal, some 
through mere lack of ease, others from 
the consciousness of recently - acquir
ed wealth. Most of it had dropped 
from the skies (so far as they knew), 
and it was but natural that they should con
sider themselves as miraculously favored. The 
talk of both sexes was of money ; in the one 
case, of com, pure and simple—stocks and 
shares, loans and premiums, surpluses and de
ficits; in.the other, of money’s worth-the cos 
of jewels, of lace, of furniture. It was like a 
gathering of brokers, and, to some extent, 
perhaps it was one. Stiff and purse-proud as 
the richest might be, all prostrated themselves 
before Sir Richard and his lady—the two 
got len images which bullion and gin had 
set up. Every boastful, self-asserting voice 
toned itself down in addressing them ; 
every remark became interrogative, defer
ential, and subject, as it were, to their 
supreme approval. Dalton noticed that most 
of those made i-y the men were prefaced wit h,
‘ A gentleman was telling me the other day. 
Sir Richard,” etc,, etc. He had never before 
moved in circles, professing to be “circles,” 
where men talked of “ gentlemen” and not of 
‘ men.” Ir was probably rare, he surmised, for 
these persons to be addressed by a gentleman 
at all, and when it happencl they made a note 
of it.

Some of these persons looked inquisitively at 
Dalton, much as the commercial traveller liad 
done in t he train, as t hough they would say, “ In 
what line of business is this fellow?” They 
had the sagacity perhaps the humility to see 
that, though among them, he was not of them; 
but that b>" no means conciliated thu object of 
their curiosity, lie was not used to appear in 
society and not, be known. Their talk would 
have jarred upon him under any circumstances 
- it was lik counting sovereigns out of a bag ; 
but in hie penniless condition he resented it 
aljnost as though it had been a personal insult. 
He felt himself, though certainly without being 
overcome with sympathy for those about him, 
becoming gradually assimilated to them, de
graded by their companionship, and losing, 
in some mysterious way, nis individual char
acter. If “ evil communications” had cor
rupted him, they must have had a very rapid 
effect, or irritation had greatly assisted their 
influence: but, at all events,he was fast losing 
his “ good manners.” He hardly noticed 
which of the stiff females it was that Mrs. 
Jamrod confided to his care to take down to 
dipner—their dresses all rustled like bank
notes; they were all bchung with chains and 
jewels, and, like the lady of Banbury Cross, 
made music wherever they moved—and for 
once neglected “his duty to his neighbor.” The 
table was crowded with guests, two indivi
duals inr/tcad ef one being oven placed at the 
top and bOtlonj. Lady Lee ror, a« the only per
son of title present of her sex, was one of those 
who occupied, this distinguished position,'next 
the host, and Dai top was placed on the other 
side of her at right angles. Between the gilt 
candlesticks, and across the fruit and flowers, 
he thought he had never seen so many mean 
and vulgar faces before.

“ Good Heavens !” muttered he, under his 
breath, “ are these the capitalists?”

Jr,” said the lady upon his right, “ I did

1 Minx/ ” replied Dalton, apologetically. “ 1 
was totally unaware of my good fortune— 
of the honor that hud been conferred upon 
me.”

“ Don’t speak of it,” said Mrs. Binks, with a 
gracious smile.

“ Water !” endde’-ly exclaimed a command
ing "oice upon D&hon’s left.

it was Lady Beevor, speaking to the 
servant, as he tnougbt ; and, as none of the 
domestics heard her, and a water-bottle was 
opposite to him, he leaned forward and filled 
hvi*glass. To his astonishment and indig 
nation, she stared coldly at him, and drank 
the water without the slightest acknowledg 
ment of his courtesy. Then it struck him all of 
a sudden that this woman had been speaking 
to him when she had said “ Water,” He fcH 
himself turning scarlet.

You mustn't mind her ladyship’s manner,” 
whispered Mis. Binks, good-naturedly ; “she 
doesn’t mean any t ling by it. I have heard her 
speak quite as brusquely to Mr. Abrahams 
yonder.’’
“Yes; but I am not Mr. Abrahams,” 

said Dalton, quietly. His mind was a vol
cano : he would insult the whole company, 
except the simple little creature at his ri*, ht 
hand, who, unlike that woman from Gin Lane, 
really did not * mean anything ” by nt-r gau
cheries.

“Well, no; I suppose you have not made 
Mr. Abrahams’ three hundred and fifty thous
and pounds," returned Mrs. Binks, not con- 
temp uously. but with a certain touch ef pity, 
which cut Dalton like a knife. Was it possible 
that even she had heard of his impecunious 
condition?
“How do you know that?” inquired lie, 

smiling. “ Don’t I iook like a millionaire?”
“ Oh, it is not that—you look quite the gen

tleman, I’m sure,” said she, with naivete.
“ Quite the gentleman,” groaned Dai tor 

himself. “ What have I done to deserve thebe 
things?’

“ Only I happened to hear up-stairs that mas
ters had been going wrong With you: 1 hope 
they’d mend. There have been times when 
Mr. B himself has boon anxious.” And she 
nodded toward her husband, who was tossing 
off a very large glass of champagne with an 
air of freedom from anxiety that. Daiton 
envied.

“Thank you, said he, softly, Me made up 
his mind, >yhen the hour of retribution came, 
that he would spare the female Binks for her 
kind wishes.

Then he turned to Mrs. BinMs’s neighbor- a 
lady in semi-mourning, and therefore unable, 
like ihe rèsL to indulge her taste in jewellery, 
but w.io had not connived, by the aid t f 
ostricn-plumcs and other sombre ornaments, 
to so nearly resemble a horse-hearse that Dal- 
haif expected her to “ paw ’’ —with an inquiry 
as to wbother she had been to the Lrystal 
Palace concert.
“I have never been to the Crystal Palace in 

a 1 my life," was the frigidreply.
"Dear me ! You have religious objections,

I suppose ?"’ for he concluded that this parti 
cular specimen /must bs after the pattern of her 
hostess.

Not that 1 am aware of,” answered the 
lady, calmly — and always from a sublime 
heigh h above her interlocutor- a pedestal of 
superiority. “My objection to the Crystal Pal
ace is that it is vulgar.”

“But ever» lady goes to the Crystal Pal
ace,” put in: Airs. Binks, with an air of remon
strance.

“That is why I do not go,” answered the 
lady in black,

“And you are quite light, madam,” said 
Dalton, " Keep on not going—say for the next 
ten years—and. you’ll be the only woman in 
England who has not been there. Then you 
will become unique, and really valuable to yourrelatives’’
“Valuable to my relatives?” The" hearse- 

horse absolutely appeared to Tear, in Her aston- 
ishment.

“ Well, yes ; supposing you didn’t mind 
being exhibited, and money was an object 
to them.- Wh.it is that, you arc saying, tiir 
Richard, about money ? Is it tight or loose just 
now?’

“ Well, Mr. Dalton, is is tight, very tight.” 
The rest of the company Were appalled ; the 

idea of interrupting the flow of the baronet’s 
stertorous eloquence, who was just describing 
how a gentleman of his acquaintance had died 
worth half a million sterling, and without a 
will, seemed to them little less than blasphem
ous; but the banker knew Dalton by reputation 
very well, and he dared not answer him as he 
would have wished.

“ 1 hope you don’t find it tight, Sir Rich
ard?

“I? No, sir,” answered the other, with 
irresistible fury at such a supposition. “ The 
general public are selling out ; but I am not 
the general public.” And he blew like a 
grampus.

“ Tiihiik Heaven for that !” said Dalton.
“ It is a satisfaction, J mean, to reflect,” added 

he, deinurely, “ that, in these speculative times 
we have one or two houses at least that can ba 
depended upon, such as yours,”

“You arc very obliging,” said Sir Richard, 
icily.

“ Water !" repeated her ladyship, in the same 
imperative tones as before, pushing her g ass 
to ward Dal ten. Again lie filled her tumbler, 
and again she gave no sign of consciousness of 
his existence.

“She wi 1 have it, will she ?” muttered Dal
ton, between his teeth. “ Then, by Heaven ! 
she

and went in-doors with a heavy sigh. It is the 
smaller stings of poverty, because they are in
cessant, and— ike the toothache—will not per
mit you to forget them for an instant, that ren
der it so intolerable.

Having nothing else to d > in town, and find
ing others at t! at season little occupied, he had 
contrived to cet through most of his business 
on the previous day ; but he had once more to 
seethe autionoer. to make arrangements not 
only for the sale which Mi*. Campden had 
pi cursed io coa c up and superintend for him, 
but for the reservation of various articles of 
furniture. Not a word had Edith said about 
saving anything from ihe hammer; but Dal
ton did his best to recall to mind what objects 
had been especially dear to her mil the chil
dren. it was a painful, almost a heart-rending 
task to enter her boudoir, and the bed
rooms of his girls, each fitted up 
after her own taste and fancy, and to 
feel that what they had set such store by 
was to pass into the hands of strangers. Their 
books and knickknacks he did indeed reserve, 
and the smaller of the two pianos, which he 
rightly judged would be prized indeed at San- 
beck; tut when all was done in the w*y of 
salvage, it was little indeed by contrast to the 
general wreck. Then, to complete his wretch
edness, he had to dismiss the servants, which 
he did individual^' with a kind word and a 
liberal douceur to each. They had no far to 
go for plac îs, for Mrs. Daiton was known to be 
an excellent mistress, whose recommendation 
carried weight ; but some of them seemed 
as sorry as though they had been ruined like 
himself.

“ Such a many years as I have been with you, 
sir,” faltered the old fellow, “and now to part 
like this! I shall never get such another 
master,” he added, naively, “ and far less such 
a missus."

‘ You arc right there, my man,” groaned 
*,«,mon ; “ you never will.”

“ Might I not stop !” said another (it was the 
young ladies’ maid), when he had explained to 
her in a few words their necessity for parting 
with her. “I would be glad to serve the y one g 
ladies, sir, for nothing. I’m sure. Why, poor 
Miss Jenny, how will she ever get on without 
me—that is, for a permanency ? Though 1 don’t 
deny but as Lucy can look after her for a week 
or two.”

It had been decided that Lucy was the 
only one of the domestics who, in justice to 
themselves, could be retained. Old Jonathan 
Landed had left a housekeeper behind him. 
who, with a village serving-girl, would be all 
that the family would require in their new 
and humble homo. But the “saying no”—al
ways a difficult task to John Dalton- had never 
been so pai f ill to him as on the present occa
sion, notwithstanding that he afterward 
hu uorously compared it, with Napoleon’s part
ing with his Guards at Fontainebleau.

t'roud, tender-hearted, and remorseful, what 
lie suffered during those last days in town was 
such as to have almost moved Lady Beevor 
herself—had she but known it to pity and for
giveness.

When he had taken his passage—second-class 
—at the London agent’s, b5r the Flamborough 
Head, for Rio. and written to his Edith, as she 
had requested, to tell her that he had done so, 
his cup of bitterness was full indeed.

His arrangements with his lawyer were not, 
after all, comp eted quite so soon -l’or when 
docs that ever happen ?—as had been promised ; 
but on the fourth day, by the last train, he 
contrived to get back to Riverside. It was a 
wretched night, wild with wind anct rain ; and 
his surprise and distress were great at finding 
Edith in the closed carriage that met him at 
Aie station.
“How could you come out, my darling, on 

such a night as this?”
“ How ‘could I stay within-doora,” wag the 

fond reply,” and wait an hour—when so few 
are left to me—that could be spent with you’?’’

What a treasure of love was this that he was 
leaving, perhaps forever ! What unfathom
able depths of unsqlllsh devotion ! What 
agonies, what fears, would his absence beget 
inner! He almost wished tha' he did not 
love her eo, or that she were not so Worthy of 
his love.
“ 1 sit me down, and think of all thy winning 

ways,”
says the poet, over the sick child that he fears 
he is about to loge—
“ Yet almost wish, with sudden shrink, that I 

had less to praise.”
And thus it was with Dalton.

It is one of the horrors of parting with 
those we love that even the space of time 
that is still left to us before we separate 
cannot all be passed in communion with one 
another, but it is trenched upon by retrospec
tion and misgiving, fond remembrances of 
the past, vague forebodings as to the future. 
Even when she was nestling in her husband’s 
arms, the agonizing thought, “ In ten-in five 
^-in two days, he will be gone from me,” would 
force its way into Editfl’s mind, and turn her 
very love into despair. Dalton felt this scarcely 
less: so did the girls, and even Tony, who was 
a very affectionate child, albeit, being a child, 
separation, while it was only in prospect, was 
not so palpable to Mm—and therefore all did 
their best to act, and not to think. The Nook 
was now vacant, and ready for th ir reception; 
and a hundred little pians were made and car
ried out, for making it " nice and comfortable 
for dear mamma.” As for I- dith herself, she 
cared nothing about the matter how should 
she, whose thoughts were fixed

all those

laiton had an agreeable vivacity of man- 
■ that was greatly appreciated in fasliion- 
e circles, but at which his present neighbor

Dalton had an 
ner i
able .......... ... „. __—
was evidently considerably astonished, not to 
say scandalized.

“ Hush?” she said ; *, you know Lady Beevor, 
surely that is,” she added, with a reverent re
collection of the rank of the person spoken of, 
“ at least, by sij?ht ?”

“ Yes, muèéu ; hô one who lias ever seen her
is likely to forget her. It was gin, was it not, 
that 1 floated ’ her ?"

“ Floated her !” repeated the ’ady, quite 
aghast. ”

“ Certainly, I remember her be/ng brought 
out in the cities; though Sir Richard in the 
end took all the shares. You have heard all 
about the distillery and the kick in the bottles, 
and so on ; \ ou must have heard it.”

“Oh, pray, don’t, sir! She is looking this 
way. No one ever speaks of the gin now. You 
mustn’t talk of her like that—you mustn’t, in 
deed.”

All the starch had suddenly gone out of 
his companion she was positively limp and 
damp* with fear. If she had, however inno
cently, offended Lady Beevor, she felt that the

gates of paradise that is, of fashion would 
e shut in her face : and she did so want to get 
in!

Well, lei us talk of some one else. Who is 
that funny little fellow opposite, who has drop
ped hia watch-chain in his soup? Why the 
dickens dees he weir such a chain?”

“ Because I gave it to him upon his birthday. 
That is my husband, sir.”

“You don’t say so ! You must have married 
verv early—a great deal earlier than he did,” 
was the unblushing reply.

-fl Well, he is older than I, that’s truth,” assent 
ed the lady, much conciliated. “ If you are in 
the city, the “*'**'" ’’ * ** *j came of Binks will probably be 
familiar :o you i believe m> husband is toler
ably well known there.”

“ Is it possible, my dear madam, that I am 
speaking to Mrs. Bi kg ?”

“ Well, I believe Mrs, Jamrod introduced us,” 
returned the lady, with a toss of her head that 
sent the camellia at the side of it swinging like 
a pendulum.

_ on one be-
i loved object, each day, as it seemed, receding 

“ D on t you mind her/’whispered Mrs. Binks from her gaze ?—but, seeing that lier hus- 
consolingly, “ 1 can see that you are annoyed, ! baud and children rook so lively an interest in 
but 1 do assure you it is only her way. She has : it, she affected to do the like, and was at least 
heard of your .misfortune, and she cannot help , genuinely giatefulto them, 
showihgher sens3 of the superiority of her po- The day the piano and the be t-loved little 
sition/ She is really immensely rich, and we ! piciu*eg, and the favorite knickknacs and 
iiwt make allowances/’_ | hooks (which included all Ton j ’ • juvenile li-

“ II it is ow ng to the gin, we must excuse it f brary), came down from town, was made quite 
altogether,” said Daltoti;“the police-magistrates a gala day by the poor Daltons; it was “so 
always dealt leniently with similar cases," He thoughtful" oc dear paya, and “ so like him,” 
took no pains to lower his voice; and though | to have remembered everybody's likings. 
Lady Beevor did not catch ev ery word of this j Only Edith was afraid that all ought to have 
reply/, she certainly caught the word j been sold, and that they were extravagant 
‘ gin, ’ for her face, which was rather ; in keeping so many pretty things for them- 
gorgeously decorated with “ beauty-1 selves. But there was no question of the im- 
apote and other superficial ornaments! provement that these articles — quite apart 
of the same kind, became suddenly one univer- ; from the sentiment' that hung about hem, like 
sal rid. The fatal monosyllable seemed to: a perfume—made in the old-fashioned rooms of 
echo all round 1 he table ; all stared at on an-1^ the farmhouse.
other with a wild surprise at the introduction I The only thing it had possessed in the 
ot a topic kn wn to be so distasteful to way of ornament were a couple of ancient 
tiir Richard and His i ady. tihe had -escaped ! oak chests, one in the parlor, and one in the 
f ; ozn gin to be the wife 0f a banker and a bare- kitchen, very beautifully carved, and which 
net, and: any reference to the trade by which ; only required a little poli h to have made 
: he had obtained her wealth was hateful to | them the envy of Max fair, which was lust 
her, and tabooed by all her friends. | then as much given up to those “ dear delight

ful carved-oak things ” as it afterward becamet he “ sensation ” was so excessive as to put 
a stop to all calculation—for that was what 
the conversation had consisted in. “ Silence ” 
may be “ gulden ” in a ge oral way, but 
at Mr. Dawkin’s table silence must 
have been something else, for speech 
was golden—since b solely concerned itself 
with gold. Scarcely any one opened his mouth 
from that time till long after the dessert was 
placed upon the table, except to put somet hing 
int) it. Then Lady Beevor turned round to 
Dalton, and, looking him straight in the face, 
opened; her mouth —to yawn. Genuine î eniale 
leaders of society, patrons of the Almaek’s of 
old days, Dalton knew to have been very rude; 
but this; woman’s conduct was utterly unparal- 
■1 elod in his experience.

tie looked at her wit h a sweet smile—while 
she yawned again—and, leaning toward her, 
confidentially remarked, in a toue of S3Tmpatti)r 
that could be heard all round the table :

“ I, too, madam, have a large tooth at the 
back of my head, stopped with gold.”

If the magnificent but utterly misplaced can
delabra which hung from the dining-room 
ceiling, and tilled the room with glare and heat, 
had fallen plump upon the flowers and fruits, 
the sensation could hardly havç been greater. 
The letfies rose and left the room in a disor
derly manner; the men remained staring at 
Dalton with resentful alarm, much as a flock of 
sheep face a strange dog. As for him, he 
passed the claret, and proceeded to skin 
a peach during a silence that would have 
been profound but for tiir Richard’s ster
torous breathing, Mr. Dawkins afterward 
said that during that terrible pause finding it 
a relief, and almost a necessity, to resort to 
speculation—he laid live to two in his own 
mind upon the double event of the banker hav
ing a JL and his widow marrying again. It 
was at least five minutes before conversation 
was resumed, when Balt yu finished his peach 
and rose from thb tank.. Hti had shown him 
self ready to answer for Ms conduct, but he 
had no intention of presenting himself, after it, 
in the drawing-room. Dawkins followed him 
info the hall.

“ Upon my life,” lie said, “ 1 think you were 
deuced rude to Lady Beevor.”

“ My good sir, 1 only wished her to under
stand that I am not so utterly penniless as she 
imagined ; that I had a bit of gold in my pos
session still, and in the same place where she 
had one herself. I could not be so dull as your 
friends, but T endeavored ro be as vulgar, and I 
flatter myself I succeeded.” And with that he 
lit a cigar, and marched out of the Ijousp.

Thig shocking affair supplied a subject 
of conversation hi ca’/itdlUt CL'"c!?5 !or some 
months, almost to the exclusion of the usual 
Pactolus stream oi: Lai»,

CHAPTER XXVI,
LAST DAYS.

As soon as Dalton’s indignation had evap
orated, which it did before be had smoked 
out his cigar, he felt, for the first time in his 
life, thoroughly ashamed of himself. What
ever might have been the aggravation, there 
had been no excuse for his beving acted in a 
way unbecoming a gentleman ; and, worst of 
all, for Ms insulting a woman. As for what 
Dawkins and Company might think of his con
duct, that did not concern him ; when a man is 
“lynched” he very often deserves it; but those, 
who have put that rough mode of justice into 
effect may regret the circumstance on tbeir 
own account, nevertheless. At the very least, 
people would say, and with truth, that he had 
“forgotten himself ;’’ that he had allowed his 
misfortunes, and the blights—real or imagin
ary—that had been put upon him, to irritate 
him beyond the "bounds of decency and good 
manners.

Even this reflection, humiliating and bitter 
as it was. was more welcome than the thoughts 
which agitated him when his long walk was 
over—for he would not go to the expense of a 
cab—and drew near his own house. In a day or 
two it would pass out of his possession alto- 

5 getber, and even now was emptied of all those 
whose presencehad made it dear tohim. Thanks 
to him, they would never be sheltered by its toof 
again, - r perhaps by any other that could be call
ed home.” He tel a repugnance to cross the 
threshold, and drew out'a second cigar, with 
the ititention of passing another half-hour out- 
of-doors under its solace; he had alwaj s been a 
smoker, but had never known the virtues of 
the wondrous weed as he knew them nowr. 
Then he reflected that cigars were dear, and 
that, when his stock of them was exhausted,

Upon my life, I thought she said he must buy no more. So he p*t up his case,

to that “ too exquisite old china.” Jenny found 
at once in them the most original patterns for 
her lace-work, and professed to b better satis
fied with the house generally, and all that it 
contained, than anybody; but it is doubtful 
whether, in the firs ; instance, this approval wag 
not assumed to do away with any idea that 
might have been entertained of the Nook not 
being suitable for an invalid, tihe soon came, 
however, to entertain u bona fide love for the 
pla e ; the literary treasures which it contained 
being very numerous aud quite novel to her, 
i hese, however, could scarcely be counted as 
ornaments, being for th. mod part heavy, old- 
fashioned tomes, all of them time-worn, and 
many of them moth-eaten. By the side of the 
smart Tennyson’s aud trim Brownings, sent 
from Cardigan Place, they hardly seemed to be 
books at ail ; just as the aged and t‘;e ragged 
who peer through the gates of Hyde I‘ark 
upon the glories of “ the Row,” in spring-time, 
half doubtful (and with reason) whether they 
shall be admitted to a nearer view of them, 
scarcely appear of the same race as the 
gallant cavaliers and haughty ladies who 
are taking their pleasure therein. The 
time came when Jenny was astonished 
to find how much poetry, wisdom, and good 
s nse were to be found in these homely vol
umes, and fought greedily with the moth and 
worm for their contents; but for the present 
she confined herself of necessity to praise ot 
the externals of their new abode.
“Wo shall all be so happy here-at least aa 

happy as we can be while yon arc away—and 
so quiet and cosy, dear pa^a,” she said, “ that 
1 am sure we shall have nothing to wish for 
except to get you back again. ’

Of all the unhappy family, indeeed, each 
of whom played his part so bravely in the 
cruel calamity that had overtaken them, there 
was none more courageous, more confident, or 
more j.opeful, than she who was the chief cause 
of then* anxiety. Her general behavior was 
such as to draw encomium even from Mr 
Marks, the butler, who expressed his opinion 
in the yery^nts’ hall, amid marks of adhe. 
sion. that “ Mias Jenny was a rare good pluckedun.”

It was Edith’s hone that, before her hus
band’s departure, they might have taken up 
their abode at the Nook, and bidden good 
bv to him from what was in future to take tha 
place of home; but, quickly as matters were 
pushed in with this iutent, the thing was found 
impracticable ; and, when the dark day of his 
departure dame round, they were all still stay
ing at Riverside. The day before, they bad 
driven ever to tianbeck—as indeed they had 
done every day—and taken a sort of farewell 
of him there. The sense that, when they next
Sent tnithet, fis would not be with thpmv 

îat thë little family would have lost-for if* 
seemed little less than loss—its beloved h0adv 
was heavy upon them all ; but theÿ bore up fçjr 
each other’s sake.

At Dalton's wish, they walked about the 
village, in order that he might make himself 
well acquainted with it, to enable him to pic
ture them there at their ordinary avocations'; 
his wife among the poor folks—though now 
alas! she could befriend them*little, for ba 
was almost as poor as they ; Kitty on the hilt 
side sketching, w ith Jenny with a book beside 
her; and Tony fishing in the trout 'stream. 
1 he summer was coming to an end, but it was 
pleasant to have these pictures with its 
warmth and glow st 11 on them. Upon Ike 
bridge, which commanded a lovely home pros
pect, Dalton and his wife stopped a little behind 
the rest.

“ Well, my darling, I shall at least leave you 
in a beautiful spot. ’ J

' Yes, dearest. ’ she un^wereu, witn a ionu 
pressure of her hand up »n his arm, doubtles* 
intended to imply content. For her nart «h* 
hatcKl the place, so fdr as her nature could ha* 
borhate of anything, for was it not already 
dulled and darkened by the shadow of separa
tion, ai.d would it not be associated ever with 
that supreme misfortune ; the humblest alley 
In London, with her husband left to her, would 
have be- n to her a paradise by comparison 
with it.

“ And we shall meet again—never fear,” 
whispered he, with a tremuiov.sness that went 
far to belie his words.

To be Continued.

Sportsmen say this is a bad winter on 
quail, and call upon the farmers to feed 
them,|
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