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A MIDNIGHT MEETING.

I always did think my brother Solomon a little hard on me,
though I confess that there was reason for it. Mine were not
exactly his ways, you see ; for mine were more the ways of
pleasantness and his the paths of peace, ,

But could I help it that I was not born'a parson, like Solo-
mon. Kverybody isn’t born a parson. Ind: I don't find
that, as a rule, it runs much in families; and even if it did
you couldn’t expect that two such parsons as Solomon ooul&
be born and reared in the bosom of one homestead.

A long time ago, when we were boys together in tight blue
jackets, with gilt buttons and deep frilled collars, I used to
try with all my might and main toimitate Solomon, and when
we were exhibited in society I always echoed verbatim every
remark I heard him make, so that I might share his fame,
But that was, as I said, long ago, and gradually such close
following in Solomon's steps grew tedious, so I chose a wider
way. I was warned a great deal against this wider wa , bub
somehow I lounged easily into it when I found how difficult it
was to be always as good as Solomon.

After any particularly jovial evening at the Squire’s or at
Jo Fleming’s at Blagly (the Squire bred the best fighting
cocks in the country except Jo's, and Jo's whiskey was the pri-
mest that ever escaped duty), you may guess that my heart
didn’t bound with joy at the sight of Solomon's long figure
and long face; still on ordinary occasions S8olomon and I were
good friends, and I looked forward to the day when he should
convert me to his own ways, and we should read the book of
Sermons aloud by turns through our old age. But then I
knew there was plenty of time for that.

Well, wo had marked the fight of the seagon, and I had
backed Jo’s bird heavily.- The little affair was to come off on
Sunday afternoon, and for all the week before we were s0 ex-
cited (Jo and I and our chums, and the S8quice and his chums)
that we spent every evening together discussing our birds and
our pets, not to mention the delpatoﬁing of a good deal of the
Squire’s home-brewed, and of my old port,and of Jo’s SBootch.
You see wo didn't read 80 much in those days as you do now,
and 80 spent more time over these lighter duties. We didn’t
talk very much either. Ume of Bolomon’s sermons divided
among us would have lasted us all for a week; but we
smoked—well, pretty steadily.

The Bunday came at last, and in the morning I sat in my
corner of Bolomon’s pew, paying the greatest attention' to
him ; for I wouldn't for the world he should know where I
was going in the afternoon, or that I had the slightest inte-
rest either in Jo's bird or the Squige’s. What was my horror
then when Solomon, in the very middle of his discourss (I
always koow it wasin the middle, when he began to say
« lastly”), alluded darkly to a “besetting sin of the age.” # And
he,” conoluded Solomon, and Ifelthiseye upon me, “ chuckles
with glee §> see mon so degrade themsolves.” I broke oat
into a demp hoat.  Could any one 1 ve turned traitor and told
8olomon? I kept my oye down tpen the carpet and tried to
msko a resolution that this should s my last cock-fight ; but
somehow the resolulion jumbled itself up with speeulations
as to how the SBquire would feel to-night when he was beaten,
and how I should feel, when I pocketed my £100 winnings,

¢ I should certainly buy that colt of Jo's; and now I think
of it, I may a8 well get Solomon a new umbrella. I dare say
he dido’t mean anything about cock-fighting after all, He
always had whims for attacking our sports, and of course that
innocent diversion must take its turn, like bowls and bil-
liards.” -

I had forgiven Solomon by the time he had doffed his gown
and joined me in the churchyard, and I only said amiably,
“You were rather hard upon us all to-day, as usaal, Sol.”

“Was I?” ho questioned, in his slow way, ¢ Hard or soft
it does but little good, Jacob.”

I turned the conversation gingerly. I could not easily
prove his words to be untrae, and it woulda’t be polite if I
did—so I didn't.

%Good-by, Sol,” I said with great relief, when we reached
the parsonage gate,

« Shall I see you at service this evening?” was Solomon’s
most unfortunate inquiry, as he slowly removed his umbrells
to his left hand preparatory to giving me his right.

“ I hope s0, but I cannot say I am guit- sure .’ I answered in
that way for the purpose of breaking it to him as gently as I
could. .I knew Solomon felt this sort of thing as sharply as I
felt & rasor scrajch in shaving, so I put it that way, that I
hoped so, but could not say that Iwas quite sure,

¢ I'm sorry you're nob sure, Jacob,” said he; « I should
have liked to have seea you at church to-aight, . I don’t feel
very well to-day, so will you coma in now aad stay the after-
noon with me?} - : . '

“I wish I could, Sol,” sald I as jauntily as possible, ¢ but
the fact is I've promised an o}d friend at Luckheaton " (Luck-
heaton lay in the direotiog exactly opposite to Blagly) « to
go over and have a guiet¥hat with him. He is not able to
go about much himself” - -

I suppose Solomon was shsking handa in his ordinary man-
ner, but his long fingers seemed to mo 6 have tied themselvos
about mine to hold me back,

“ You waat & new umbtells, 851,” remacked I, neatly pro-
pating the way for the gift I had in store for him;and, I
thought, turning the conversation with consummate tact,

“Do 11" asked Solomon, looking down upon the machine
as if he had never seen it before in his lifs; * We both of us
want & good many new things, Jucob—new habits, now aims,
ROW—’

Akl yes, indeed we do,” sighed I, cheerfully, as I folt the
grip of hié tingers relaxing. ¢ Yow're looking sl right, I'm
glad to see. gon’t go and fancy yourself ailing, Sol. It's s
womanish trick, and not at all like you.”

% No, I am not fanolful,” he said tucking ‘his book tenderly
under his long arm. ¢ Good-by, then, Jusob. I shalisee yon
again some time to-night, shall I 1"

. Awkward, that query at the end, but I nodded yes to him
just as if T had known—Let me see—whero was I? Woell,
Solomon and I parted very good friends. Ho looked back at
mo with & smile as I waited; and afterwards I looked back at
him—uwith a smile, too, for the moment I turned a branch of
his old pear-tree caught his hat, which he always wore at the
very back th,hhe& and kept it; and he walksd on to the
parsonage door without an tdpn that his head was bare, I
hurried on cheerfally then, feeling pretty sure I was safe.
Solomon would be in his study all the afternoon, and in his
pulpit in the evening. Taen he would drink his cup of
strong tea and sleep the sleep of'a pardon uatil morning, with

his lattice window wide open and a square of the night sky

exactly before his eyes.

‘‘ My sleep s calm,” Lie used to say, ¢ if my last look has

been on heaven,”

And calm I beliove it always was, though his bed was nac-
row and short, and he—though narrow too-—was long. 8ol

never could be induced to spend on himself any money which
he could spare to give away, and 8o he persisted in using still
the bed he had had as a boy, As for mine, I had been glad
enough to disoard it for a better.

Well, we had rare sport on that Sanday afternoon, and our-

bird came off the winner, though the Squire’s was as plucky
a little cock as ever got beaten. There he lay when the tussle
was over, with his comb up and his mouth a little open, as if
he was only taking in breath for a new attack ; yot as dead
a3 if he wero roasted with stufing.

Jo gave us a supper after the fight ; then we despatched a
bottle of port apiece over settling our bets ; then we gave our
minds to pleasure, and enjoyed & good brew of Jo's punch ;
and the Squire, though he had been beaten,; was one, of the
cheerfallest of us all,

As it was a Sunday we determined to separate in good time;
80 when it got towards eleven we set out, while Jo stood in
his lighted doorway shouting hearty good-nights after us. I
had waited to make an appointment with him for the next
day that we might copolude the ,bargain for the colt, so I was
& little behinll the others in starting. .

“Take oare of yourself,” called Jo, ¢ you have the most
money and the furthest to go. Mind the notes. Five twen-
ties, and I've copied the numbors that we may be safe. Tell
the squire 80 if he waylays you in the dark.”

This was Jo's parting joke, and when [ snswered it I gave
a kindly touch to the pocket-book in my breast pocket, and the
Squire, who heard us, called out that he daren't tey
a3 there was a moon behind the clouds, )

I was riding a favorite little mare who know every step of
the way between my own stables and Jo's, so Irode bly
on in the dark, recalling the flavor of Jo's whiskey, and sing-
ing over one of the verses of s song the Squire;hsd' | given us:

itl ar sta:
, Tl s v,
acon, ans, o
, Buttermilk sad bariey,pread. "

-Saddenly the mare made a deliberate stop, and roused me
from my melodious dreaminess. Certainly at the end of thig
lane & gate opensd on the heath, but then she understood
quite well that she had only
she had never before ronsed ms here when I had been riding
sleepily home from Blagly. '

¢ Steady, my girl! Why, what is it? "
shying back in to the lane, and behaving in every way like a
luaatic. I gave her such & cut as she had not felt since she
was broken in; and then, without & word of warning, she
reared entirely upright; took me at a disadvantage, and sent
me sprawling into the &itch; then tarned and galloped back

cried I, for she was

towards Blagly without me,

1 was none the worse for myfall, only shaken a little, and
astonished a great‘deal ; so I picked up first myself and then
iy hat, and stambled on to flad the heath gate, I hai my
hand upon it, when the moon came smiling from under a
cloud, and the whole level waste of heath was made visible in
a moment, But the sight of the hea.thilin all its barren ugli-
ness, was not what struck me with such a chill, and made my
eyes prick and my throat grow. apoplectic. I never gave a
second glance in that direction, for there close to me, only on
the opposite side of the closed gate,jstood my brother Solomon.
I could not have mistaken Aim if there had only been the fainteat
flicker of light. There he was, in his long coat and his high
hat, with his arms folded on the top bar of the gate, the brown
book under one of them as usual, and his eye fixed steadily ,on
me. . .

“ Solomon,” I said, growing very cold and uncomfortable
under his gaze, ¢ it's getting chilly for you to be out.”

He did not answer that, and so preseatly I went cheerfully
on : ¢I've been—you remember where I said I was going "
I stopped again here. I did not waat to confess where I had
been if he did not know, and I did not want to tell another
falsehood ifhe did know. 8o I put it to him that way, in:
tending to be gnided by his answer. It was so long in coming
that I took heart of grace to try another tack. * Where have
you been Sol 7” g

Another pause, and then he answered, in his old, slow way :

“ I've been at home expeoting you, Jacob ; vult{ng for you
until Icould wait no longer.”

% I'm sorry for that,” I said, foeling a little cherrier to hear
him speak. ¢ I would not have been 80 Iate only I had to go
round by Blagly on business. I dare say you notice I'm
coming from there now. I oaly went on business, Sol.”

He made another pauss before he answored, md’, though it

was a trick of Solomon’s and always had been, I felt myself

growing uncomfortably cold. Why coald he not have stayed
at home; ag parsons should on Sunday nights ?

Bat the icy ohiil tarded all at once to a clammny ;heat when
Solomon asked me quletly, and without tarning ‘his steady
gase from my face, “ How mach of that filthy lucre have you
won, Jacob?” . :

¢ Yon—you have been dreaming, Solomon.”

Unlinking his long fingers which had been clasped togather
on the gates, hoe stretched one haad towards me. © Five notes,”
he said, silll with the unmoved gase. “Five worthless, ill-
won notes.” :

I clasped my breast pocket anxiously. ¢ I Aave a little

- money here, Sol,” I gald, as airily as I could, ¢ a few pounds

more or less ; and I waat to buy you & new umbrells, yours
is getting shabby, I'll go into town to-morcow and choose
one.”

his long, hangry, outstretched hani.
“ Five not.es,"' he said again. “Five worthless, ilt.won
notes, Jacob 1"

# Even if I had the notes, 8ol,” I bogan, trembling like s
leaf in & storm, ¢t even If I had 'them—na.l' hat what an ab-

surd idea what should yos want with taem? And—and» I
added, olatching desperatoly at a straw of conrage,  what right
have you to them ?
“There is no right in the question,” said Solomoa, and his
face grew longer and loager, “It is all wrong.”
“You don's often joke, 811," said I pretty bravely, though
I was trembling liks any number of aspens,

Come along home with me,”

to-night

to lift or to pushl this gate, and .

I tried to get up a little oheerfulness over it, buts.)llomon'n
gaso damped it all out of me; and, basides, he hadtaken back

“but of course
youw’re joking now, and it's rather late for & joke, lsn't it?

—

‘ I'm not going your way now,” he answered.

¢ Bhall you be home to-night ?” I asked, trying to finish
up the scene in my natural tones,

% To-night! It is midnight now.”

“@od bless my soul, is it really?” I exolaimed, not so much
surprised as ridiculously, flurried and nervous under my
brother’s intent gase.

8olomon had shivered as the words passed my lips, and for
the first time he looked away.

* Good-night,” he said, in his slow, absent way ; and then
I think he added three other wo: which he often did add
%o his good-byes ; but he spoke so low that I scarcely h
l‘xnd I folt 80 angry with him, too, that I didn’t even try to

ear,

I walked on moodily across the heath, All the benign of-
focts of Jo's punch had evaporated ; all the pleasure of the
sport had been swept away in one chill blast; the only defl-
nite idea that possessed me was the determination mo¢ to buy
my brother Solomoén a new wmbrella.

I always carried my own key, and forbade the servants to
sit up for me, 80 you may guess I was surprised to find my
groom watching for me at the gate.

“ Walking, sir 7’ he exclaimed, met)l;lngl me with a harried
step and worried face. I hoped you'd ride home that you
might be the quicker at the parsonage. They've sent for you
twenty times at loast, gir, Mr. Solomon———"

¢ 1 know,” I interrupted ; # Mr, Solomon is missing. I've
just met him. I'll go and tell them so, for Iil be bound the
parish is all up in arms.”

All the parish was up in arms and had all gathered at the
parsonage, as it seemed to me; but strangest of all—Solomon
was there too, lying on his narrow bed opposite the open win-
dow, with the square of moonlit sky before his closed oyes.

They tell me something about & swoon or some such wo-
manish trick, and it may be true and it may not. At aay rate,
I remember nothing after the first fow scntences they uttered.
Bolomon had been ailing for some time—so the words went—
and bad folt worse than usual that day, and lonely aand rest-
less. 8till he had insisted on preaching in the evening, and
afterwards had toiled up to my house to see if I had returned.
Just onde he had risen excitedly in bed, then his strength had
failed ; and those who were listening heard him bid his
brother good-night, with the whispered prayer, ‘% God bless
youw.” Then he had lain quietly back with his fading eyes
upou that glimpse of heaven beyond the lattico-window, and
died quietly at midnight. ,

What? The money? Don’t ask me what became of the
money., Qver those five notes I worried myself at last into
the most serious brain fover that ever man came back from
into life again. They were gone. No trace oould [ ever find
of my old pocket-book, though I made it well known that the
numbers of the notes had been taken. When 1 had offered
£50 reward and ¢Aat he did not bring them I doubled it and
offered one hundred. Who would care to keep them then?
Who would keep five netes which ‘ware stopped, when they
could receive five availuble ones of equal value by oaly bring-
ing the worthless old pocket-book to-me ? But no one brought
it, and then I advertised anew, £150 reward for those
five £20 notes, Of course I tried to maks ont that it was the old-
pocket-book that I sot the value on, butafterall I dida’t much
care who had the laugh against me if I could only set this
matter straight, and give it an air of daylight reality. But
no—(Aat never brought them.

“Another cock-fight? No, I never saw another cock-fight.
Don’t ask me any more. It's five-and-thirty years ago—let it
rest.

A WORD FOR THE UNMARRIED.

Mrs. Horace Mann has an appreciative and sensible review of
Dr. Clarke’s 4 8ox in Education” in the Herald of Health for
February. In the course of her paper she has & good word for
the unmarried women, of whom there are so many, and is
likely tobe a t many more, She says:

“I believe it is a fact that the higher the state of civiliza-
tion and refinement the- mors unmarried women thors are, and
yot Dr. Clarke could add his voice to the vulgar hue and cry
against them. Such is the prevalence of this hue and ory
that women who are not elevated above its influence by early
inculeations of noble principles of sulf-respect, and of a lofty
ideal, rush into matrimony because they are od to appear
to be unsought.

“ The maternal feeling is as intense and pure in many un-
married women as in their married sistsrs. Indced, if we each
take an observation in our own circle we shall gee it far more
developed in many of them than in many married women, to
whom children are a burden and & hindrance, and always oon-
sidered and treated as if of secondary importance to their
pleasures, and even to their more rational pursuits. The world
cannot be divided in that way, The maternal semtiment is
planted in the heart of every sympathetic and affectionate

‘woman-—indeed woman is abnormal without it-—and if not

developed by maternity itaelf, this sentiment may be so by
right education, and thus saved from becoming a root of
b.tterness such as opinio.s liké Dr. Clarke's are caloulated to
plant. How many morg‘l:n_ouldhu found the very essence
of motherly feeling and long devolion in & maiden aunt?
The man is to be pitied who has not seen this in his acquaint-
ance with society; one almost wishes 40 cite names to prove
one’s words, HasDr. Clarke n) todchstone within himself to
prove such characters? for he must have seen many of them.
The maternal feeling is often more judiciously exercised where
the passion’ of maternity—what some moralists have called
brute maternity—has not been roused into activity by actual
motherhood. I would further explain this by a reference to
those mothersin whom every other sentiment, even that of

good wifohood, is absorbed by the maternal , and wher
if they are lined in mind, tlils feeling makes it itapos-
sible for them to see the faults of their ¢ or toallow any

oue elss to nots them, or give them any atd in their éorrection.
Evun the father is deprived of his natural ;’fl{h‘m!h shate in the
oare, and is treated a8 their natural enemy ifhe critictaos them.
The loving but unimpessioned aunt, or 'mp@mg educator,
whose miternal feeling has been culth By her vooation,
oan see the facts more clearly thin suoh mothers, and can
often suggest the remedies. I think it miay safely be asserted
that the first proof of improvement in the popular tedling
about marriage will be the respect for those unmarried Women
whose independent lives bear the noble fruits of calture, bene-
volence, and devotion to human improvement. Dr. Olarke
misges the truth greatly also in agserting that the advooacy of




