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MABEL'S PROGRESS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “AUNT NARGARET'S TRUOUBLE.'

From ¢ AUl the Year Round,”
CONDUYOTLD BY
Continued from page 208,

QUHARLES DICKEXS.

CHAPTER VI, A PAMILY DIXNHR AT BUAMLEY

MANOR.

Mrs, Chutlewood was a member of the Rev-
orend Decimus Fluke's congregativn, So was
l'ss Augusta. The latter, indecd, was very
mach given to professivn of picty of a sumewhat
melancholy and soul-depressing character. Miss
Augusta, though a beauty and an heiress, es-
chewed the wordly amusements which might
have appeared most calculated to templa young
lady of ber ago and attractions. She went to
balls occasionally, but she never waltzed, She
somotimes attended the performaunceofan oratorio
but she seldom went to a secular coucert.  And
1s for the play!—Miss Augusta would uot have
cntered the doors of the theatre un any pretext
or persuasion whatsoever. Stay, I must record
one exception to this rule. When the Misses
Charlewood once passed a season iu Loadon,
Augusta, radiant in a rich and elegant toilet,
had becn scen several times in a box at the
Italian Opera. But then, it was the Italsn
Opers.  Aud the Slite of London socicty were
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thero to be seen—and to see.  And st cust a
great deal of money.  Su Miss Augusta bad becn
to the Italian Opera. )

Her sister Penclope, independenut wn this mot-
ter as in most others, declived to atiend the )
Reverend Mr. Fluke's church, but was in the
babit of going to & chapel in the neighborhoud
of Bramoly Manor, where very bugh-cburch ser-
vices were performed, with much elabomtion,‘
and wlire the scrmon never exceeded fiftcen
minutes in length. The chapel was o bran-new
construction, of a very florid style of architec-
ture, with cast-iron crosses stuck on cach of its
many pinnacles, and bits of coloured glass in-
serted in all the windows. Penelope complain-
ed that Mr. Fluke's sermons made her bilious.
#Sittiag still to bo bullicd three times every
Sunday disagrees with wy constitution,” said
she. “YWhen thero's any bullying goiug, I like
to do my own share of it," she added, frankly.

However,though the seven Misses Fluhe groan-
ed in concert over the Puseyism — in ther
moutks the word was almost syronymous with
perdition—of the eldest Miss Charlewood, they
were very willing to go toBramley Maoor whea
ever they had a chance of doing so, And the
Charlewood family were, to use Mc. Fluke's own
phrase, ¥ someof the brightest jewels in his con-
gregation.” 'Thus, if came to pass, that from
tho Misses Fluke the Charlewoods heard of Ma-
bol's visit to Corda Trescott. Clement had
learned the fact from Corda herself, Lut had
said nothing about it, fecling possibly somo lit-
tlo pique at Mabel's distegard of bis advice,
and feeling aleg, in a hnlf unconscious way, very
rctuctant to canvasthegubject at home.  But bis
sisters were: not So roticent.

One cvening, when the whole family was as-
scmbled round the dinner-table, and after the
sorvants had left the room, Augusta opcaed fire
after this fashion :

«T7hat a queer girl Mabel Earoshaw is*”

Her father looked up from his walnuts. He
was a very handsome old man, it was from him
that Augasta itherited ser beauty. He was
dressed in a somewhat peealiar fashion, his at-
tiro being, in fact, @ close imitation of tho cos-
tuind of & well-known nobleman in the neigh-
bouring county, to whom he bore a strong re-

s.wblance. Nr. Charlewood had occasionally
been mistaken for this nobleman by strangers;
and had once been addressed by a follow-travel-
ler in a railway carriage a8 “ny lord”—a cir-
cumstance which, strango to say, afforded him
very great gratification.

“Queer 7 Mable Earnshaw quecr?” said he,
addressing his daughter Augusta, % Well
hers i3 a very pleasant kind of queerness, at all
events, [ thoughtshe was your dearest friend.”

# Oh,” exclaimed Walter, a good-looking light-
haired 1ad, who was giving bhimself mighty airs
of connoisseurship over his port wino, ¢ don’t you
know sir, that Miss Earnshaw has been thanked
and dismissed the service ?  Jane Fluke 1s pro-
moted to tho post of dearest friend, vice Mahel
Earnshaw, superseded.”

« I'm sorry, dear Watty,” retorted Augusta,
with placid sweetness, ¢ that Jane Fiuke 13 not
pretty. For I know you can't be expected to
ltke ker merely because she’s good.”

Walter laughed, and beld his peace.

% 1Well, but whatis Mabel'sspeeial quecerness 77
asked Mr. Charlewood,

«Oh, I don't know, papa,” replied Augusta ;
“but she is queer. I thinh she’s—sbe's strong
minded.”

v Gussy,” remonstrated Mrs. Charlewood
lookiog quite 'shocked, *“don't my dear. You
shouldn't say such things of people, my love.”

# Never mind, mamma,"” sud Penclope, « thank
Heaven, nobody can say of us that we're strong
minded. That's a great blessing. But if papa
really wants to know what parucalar oddity
Mabel has been guilty of, I think I can tell lum
what Augasta means.  You koow the hittle girl
that Jackson maunaged to drive uver on the last
day of the festival, papa? We told you all
about it. 1Well, Mabel Earnshaw has taken a
«onze about the Jhild, apd has been to see ber.”

« Nothing very queer in that; is there 77 agk-
cd Mr Charlewood, dipping a walaut oto ins
wine.

+ Oh, but the child beloags to such dreadful
peuple,” replied Aaguste, *and lives msucha
low neighbourhovd. New Bridge-street, papa!”

¢ 0b,” sald Mr. Charlewood, shortly. Ho
had reminiscences of still lower ncighbourhoods
than New Bndge-street, but he kept them to
himself.

# The Flukes told us about it, my dear,” saud
Mes. Charlewood to her busband. * Mabel bas
Jjoined them in district wisiting for a time, winlst
Eliza isill. But Miss Fluke says she fears—she
greatly fears—thaf Mabel "asn't yet got real con-
version,  'Well, we ¢an but ope aud pray for her.
Miss Fluke says she's only joined to bave au op-
portunity of visiting the little gurl.”

+ Miss Floke 1s the most intolerable fool,” said
Clement, breeking silence for the first time, and
angrily pushing bis plato away from him, * and
1 wonder at Miss Earnshaw Laviog anything to
do with her.”

“Dear 01d Fluke ™ cnied  Walter, with a ras-
chievous glance at bis sister Augusta. ¥ I think
she's charming, Here's her health, with three
times threo. By jingo, she's a chipper, 1s Miss
Fluke?”

“ Really, Watty,” observed Augusta, with
diguity, « you tako mozo of that old port than is
good for you, my dear boy.”

“ As to being a fool, Clom,%ssid Penclope,
rising to follow Mrs. Charlewood out of the room,
and speaking into Clements car, 83 ho held tho
door open for-his mother and sisteTs to pass,
* Miss Fluko s a fool, of course. But you can't
expect her 10 be-as devoted to Mabel Earnshaw’s
beaux yeux 83 somo people are.”

“ Pshaw I” ¢jacolated Clement, shutting tbo
doorsharply after the ladics, and walking back
o his place. :
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#3Vhat was that Penny said 7 asked Mr.
Charlewood.

* Quly nonsense, sir,” rejoined Clement, short-
Iy.

“Penny don't often talk nonsense, cither,”
replied his futher,

% How meodest you are, Clen!” said Walter.
# T declare youw're positively blushing! 'Pon my
goul you are! I couldn't do that to save my
life.”  Walter contemplated his smooth young
fuce in the bowl of a dessert-spoon with much
sclf-satisfuction.

% Where are you off to, Watty 7 asked Mr
Charlewood, as Lis youngest son lounged to-
wards the door.

“I'm going down to Plumtree’s, sir,” replied
the lad, after an instant’s hesitation.

¢“To Plumtree’s? Don't overdo Plumtree's,
Watty. [ doun't like so much billiards. When [
was your age, I didn't know one cnd of a cue
from the other.”

¢ All right, sir ?”

“No, I don't kuow that it és all right, sir,” re-
turned his father, icritated by Walter's noncba-
lant tone. ¢ You get through a precious sight
of money, as it i3, young geontleman, without
helping itoff by billiards. Do vou ever counsider
what an expease you've been to me? Ard what
a still greater expense you will be if I buy you
a c;:mmission, as you are always plaguing me to
do?”

“I suppose you can affurd it, sir,” said Walter,
sulkily His manly diguity was giving place to
a very naughty-boy air, as he stood with his
band on the fastening of the door, tucaing it
backwards and forwacds with a clicking noise.

“ [ don't suppese so, though. Giving yon
money is like pouring water intv a siove. I
won't have you hangiag sbout Plamtree's. Su
that's flat.”

¢« Ivs very bard,” muttered Walter, almost
whimpering, “to be kept in like a schoolboy.
They’ll think me a blessed muff, when I'd pro-
mised particularly to go there to-night, to seo
the watch between Lord Higsworth's son and
Tiffin of the Carbineers. There’s o whole lot of
fellows going from the barracks.”

« Lord Higsworth's son7” said Mr. Charle-
wood. . .

“Yes young Skidloy,” said Walter, eagerly
pursuing his advantage, as he saw his fathers
face soften. ¢ And there’libe Captain Do Vaus,
and Fitzmaurice, and Plowden, and no end of
tip-top ‘ellows.”

“If you promised, Walter,” said Mr. Charle-
wood, w'th a moral air, “of course, you are
bound to go. I dida’t know you had given
your word Tlp Honourable Arthur Skidley,
you said ??

“Yes, sir. He and I arcas thick as thieves.
H¢’s no cod of a brick.”

¢ He may be no end of a brick, but he isnot
even the begining of a gentleman,” said Cle-
ment,

Next moment the fragrance of a cigar was
blown decrosy the ball, as the boy opcned the
bouso door, and set off gaily down the avenue,

¢ SQurprisisg what bigh friends Watty makes
said Mr. Charlewood, when he and his elder son
were alone togethor.

«I dou't like Watl,’s getting into that set,
sir,” said Clement, ¢ He is a mere boy, and his
head is always tarned by his newest acquaint-
R

4 Men of fawily, Glem,” said his father, mov-
ing uncasily in his chair. ~ % Men of family and—
aad—fashion.”

&« There are blackguards to be found in all
classes, unfortunately; and, I assure you, that
Arthur Skidley is looked upon very coolly by
the best mitni in his own rank.”
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u T didn’t think you had so much class prejud-
dice, Clem.”

« 1 hope | have no class prejudice, father. But
1 know that Skidley and his associates aro no
more to be nccepted ag specimens of Euglish
gentlemen, than drunken Dicky Dawson, the
mason, is to be taken asa fuir type of an English
artisan,”

Mr. Charlewood empticd his glass in silence,
and then rose and walked to the fire, where he
stood with hix back against the chimuey-piece.
The autumn evenings were beginning to get
chilly, and thero was a touch of frost in the air,
which made the fire blaze briskly.

#Well Clem,” said he, with a sharp glance
that recalled his daughter Penclope’s glittering
eyes and shrewd expression ; ‘since we seem to
be in the lecturing line to-night, let me say that
I hope and suppose it is all nonsense what
Penny said about you and little Earnshaw.”

# Oh, yon did hear it then, sir?”

% Why, I heard something. Penny used some
French word or other, but [ believe I made out
the meaning.”

“Well gir?” said Clement, rising also, and
=tanding oppnsite his father on the hearth-rug,

“ Well, that's all, Clement, I hope and sup-
pose itis all nonsense.” )

“f don't quite undersiand why you should
hope it, father; but I ean truly say that I never
thought ,f Miss Earnshaw in that way. She is
almoes* a child compared to me. The ideais ab-
surd. At the same time [ beg of you to under-
stand that I am not binding myself in the least
degree to any prescribed course of conductin the
matter.”

% Qf course, of course, Clem.
ing to dictate to you, my boy.”

“1 cannot understand what objection you
conld have to Miss Earnshaw, supposing—but
iU's altogether preposterons. Chattering girl's
folly of my sister’s.”

“ No objection in the world to Mabel Earn-
shaw—as Mabel Earnshaw, Clem. She’s a nice
bright well-behaved little girl, and as good as
gold. But it isn’t the sort of connexion [ dream
of for you, my boy. Money is not to be despised,
but I waive money-~—~we are not beggars, What
T hope,” said Mr. Charlewood, pausing with his
hand on the door; *what I hope you'll look for,
is family, Clem, You know my history. I have
raised myself a good many degrees in the world,
and [ should like to set my son after nic a few
rounds higher on the ladder.” With those words,
Mr. Charlewood walked out of the dining-room
without giving Clemncnt an opportunity toreply.

The young man threw himsclf into & large
arm-chair by the fire, and shading his eyes with
his hand, fell into a deep weditation until the
servant came to ask if he would go up-stairs to
take coflee, or whether it should be brought to
him in the diving-room ?

“T'll go up to the ladies,” said Clemcat, rous-
ing himself with a start.  “I've nearly sat the
fire out here.” Then when the man had left the
room again, he paseed bis hand over his forchead,
with a half laugh.  # Tut,” he muttered, “what
» fool I am! It's preposterous, and out of the
question. Confound all sillyy chattering ton-
gues' By Jove, if such a thing were to happen,
they might thask themselves for it. I swear it
never entered my head before. But its alto-
gether absurd.  Quite absurd.” And Clement
walked up-stairs, hbumming an air with somewhat
defiant cheerfulness.

I'm not mean-

CHAPTZR VIII. DOOLRY AT TEA,

Mabel bad no opportunity for some time of
repeating her visit to little Corda, for Mr. Sax-
elby foll i1, and was obliged to remain at home.
Enforced idleness is irksomic to most men, but to
Mr Saxelby it was positive torment. And it
was hy no means n pleasant time for these on
whom the duty of nursing him devolved. Mr.
Saxelby could searcely endure to lose sight of
his wife for an instant  Ifshe quitted bis room
he would ask where she was, and why she did
not return, eight or ten times in the course of ag
many minutes. And be would tako neither food
nor medicine except from her hands.

On Alabel, therefore, fell the government of

he house, and the carc of her little brother.

THZ SATURDAY READER.
This a8t was no tax on her patience or good
will, for she loved the litde fellow dearly. The
child was a fair protty boy of nearly four years
old. Somewhat delicate and frail in body, but
with an active iatelligence that was ever eager
to learn. He looked upon * sisicr Tibby "—sgo
lie called her—as an inexhaustible encyclopedia
of information. He was christened Julian, but
had translated that appellation in his baby fash-
ion into “ Dooley,” by which name he was habit.
ually called at home.

Mabel was sitting at tea one evening with the
child (having scut up a tray to the sick-room),
when some one rang the house-bell, and after »
few minates the door of the sitting-room was
gently opencd, and a figure stood on the thresh-
old. [t'was already dusk, though not late, and
the fire-light did not sutlice to show tho visitur's
face distinculy.

“Who is it?" asked Mabel. But almost as
she spoke she recognised Clement Chaclewood,
and rose to greet him.  “I are having tea,” ob-
served Dooley, for the benefit of all whom it
might concern, “b'own tea.”

% Good evening, Miss Earnshaw. Our people
sent yesterday to ask for Mr. Saxelby, and as
[ was coming into the neighbourhood of Fitz-
Henry-road, I said I would call myself and iu-
quire.,” This was true in the letter, but not in
the spirit, since it was to no member of his fa-
mily that Clemeunt had announced his intention
of visiting Jesamine Cottage, but only to the
servant charged with making daily inquiries.
“ 'm going wyself, James,” he said, triefly. And
James, though glad enough to be relieved of is
duty, had doubtless canvassed his young mas-
ter's decisisiun in the servant's hall with judicial
impartiality, .

“it's very good of you. Papais better.” It
was a characteristic of Mabel that she invariably
called Mr. Saxelby ¢ papa,” as soon as he was
ill or suffering,

#I," repeated Dooley, with increased emphasis,
# are having tea. B'own tea,”

“*Why, that's famous, Dooley,” said Clement,
with his hand on the child's flaxen curls,

¢ What's that 2" asked Dooley, pausing in the
act of conveying a spoonful of the pale cinna-
mon-coloured lisjuid into his mouth, and thereby
inundating his pinafore.

“\Whats famous? Capital, first-rate, very
good. You know what that means ?”

Dooley nodded. * Tibby’s firs’ yate,” said be
clutching his spoon after the fashion.of a dag-
ger, and thoughfully rubbing his forchead with
the bow! of it.

“Don't do that, darling,” urged the subject of
his panegyric. “Iawm so much obliged 1o you
for coming, Mr. Cbarlewood. I believe papa
will be quite well in a day or two.”

“ And Mrs. Saxelby ?”

«She is a little worn, but it's pothing. 1
would send to tell her you are here, but papa
can't bear her out of his sight, And I havejust
sent her a cup of tea into his room.”

“ B'owner tea dan mine,” annvunced Dooley,
in an cxplanatory manger. * But dis ain't whate,
ie it?”

¢ No indeed , quitc brown.”

“ Sometimes my tea is white," said Dooley, as
though impelled by & sense of candour to stato
the whole case, thuugh it was evidently & sore
point with him.

% Pray, Miss Earnshaw,” said Clement, “ don't
think of disturbing your mother. I have not
many minutes to stay.”

¢ e can "top tillI go to bed, Tibby, can't
he 2" said Dooley. Mabel laughed frankly, and
took the child unher knce. The maidhad come
to remove the tea-things, and had brought wath
her a lamp whose light was shed full on the bro-
ther and sister. Clemeat thought witlin him-
self that they made o charming picture.  Mabel
in a neatly fitting grey dress, whose subdued
tone brought ont the girlish freshness of her face,
and the yellow curls of the child nesting agninst
his sister's dark shining hair.

“I understand,” said Clement, with the least
possible touch of stffness in his manner, * that
you have been to see Corda Trescott.?

“Yes,” replicd Mabel, quietly, I told you I
should go, if possible,”

{June 15

“You went with Miss Fluke, did you not ”

‘“ No; not exactly, Miss Fluke and Louisa
called for mo at Mr. Trescott's. But I could
not have gone without their ...y, certamly.”

# Miss Fook,” murmured Dooley, sleepily, jerk-
iny his leg backwards and forwards; * Miss
Fook's hugly.”

“Hush, Dooley.  You must go to bed.”

“Qo'ro pitty," s! Dooley cntically,
maunna, so's papa.”

“ And what do you think of little Corda, Miss
Barnshaw

[ think her the most engaging little creature
I have ever seen,  So sensitive and gentle, and
yet so full of vivacity. I want you very mmch
to do me a favour, Mr. Charlewood,”

“If I can,” said Clement, He had not quite
got over Mabel's cool disregard of Ins advice.
And yet heliked her none the less forat. Some-
what the more, perhaps, But he gave himself
no account of his feeling.

*Itis this, Little Corda is foud of reading ;
and [ have some children’s books that were
given to me long ago. I should like so much to
lend her some of them. Would you mind—I
kuow you aiein the neighbourhood sometimes—
leaving them with her for me 2"

“ [ will do so with pleasure. But letme, cven
at the risk of offending you, say once more that
1 do not think you are acting wisely in mixing
yourself up personally with these people.”

“Surely Miss Fluke is a tower of strength,
Mr. Charlewood 27

“ Miss Fook 1s a towow,” observed Dooley
with drooping eyelids,

“Dear child, you must go to bed,” said his
sister, kissing bim,

I may *top till he goes ?” urged Dooley, wa-
ving a very diminative thumb, which was not at
all under command, in an cudeavour to point ay
Clement Charlewood.

“Well, one little minute then. I really can't
see, Mr. Charlewood, why you, who secem to have
2 liking for, and appreciation of, Corda, should
be s0 urgent against my gowg to sce her.”

“Miss Earnshaw, 1t I may venture to say so,
I have also a liking for, and appreciation of,
you.”

Mabel looked straight at him with clear eyes
in wuich there was no trace of aflectation or em-
barrassment. + Thank you,” she srid, smiling
very slightly. ¢ Well 27

“ Well, believe me it is not good for you to
seck those people. If it were only the little
girl, poor baby, I should say no word against it.
Even her father, weak and shiftless as I take
lnm to be, might nct be ut.crly objectionable,
But there is a brother——"

**Yes but I bave never scen bim,  Stay! Is
he not singularly handsome, with the air of a
forcigner 27 Ab, yes; I met him coming into
the house as leftit. I should never be likely
to comv into contact with him.”

“ God forbid! I am not speaking at hazard,
Miss Earnshaw, when I assure you that that
young man 13 & thoroughly worthless fellow. |
might be justfied i using a stronger word.
Watty, whom I am sorry and asbamed to say
has gotinto a set I very much disapprove of|, has
lately met young Trescott at billiard-rooms, and
in mach lower haunts, He s a thorough-paced
young vagabond. Keen and cunmng ag an old
cxperienced gambler. Van and boastful as a
boy.’

He continued to speak of Walter and of the
Trescotts, feeling it very sweet to have the warm
ready sympathy aund quick intelligence with
which Mabel reccived his confidence. In the
mdst of lus taik, 3rs. Saxelby came in. She
was pale and worn, and bore the look of onc
who has been blanching in a close dark roow,
away from free light and air,

“ How 13 Mr. Saxelby ?° agked Clement.

“ He has fallen into a doze, and I have come
down for a littic change. 1 beheve e is better.
Therc1s no serious evil. But you lords of the
creation, are terribly bad patients. I think he
might have been well, a week ago, if he had not
increased his fever and irntation by fretung.
Why 13 tivs dear boy not in bed? Dooley, you
are fast asleep, my pet.”

« I ain's g'cepy, mamma,” said Dooley, strug-

“So'g
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gling into a sit'ing posture,. with tusehaic all
over his eyes, and one check flushed a deep burn-
ing red, from his baving pressed it against his
sister's shoulder. Mrs, Saxelby rang tho bell
for the maid, ¢ Go with Sarah my boy. Itis
bedtime.”

« Ain't he doin’ 77 asked Dooley, making one
desperate efforteto stand on his legs, and sliding
down against his sister’s dress on to the hearth-
rug.

‘:‘ch, Dooley, 1 am guing t0o,” said Clement.
Dooley looked down at hiw doubtfully from the
:levation of Saryh's nrms.

“ fs he doin’, Tibby 7' Dooley asked, with
cudent confidence in the teuth of the reply he
would get from his sister.

1 think he is, Duoley. Buteven if he doesu't
o0, you must.  Because he'sn grown up man,
voit know, and vou're only & tiny boy.”
© s Buod nighs,” said Dooley, resiguedly.  The
view of the subject that Mabel had presented o
him was one with which he was not prepared to
deal in his drowsy condition.

1 must not stay after that,” said Clement,
when the child had been carried away,

“[ will go and get the books I spoke of,”
murimured Mabel, gliding quictly out of the room.
Her mother threw herself into an casy-chair with
an air of weariness. She was tired iu body and
harrassed in miud by the monotonous attendance
m the sick-room; and Cletent’s presence was
a welcome change,

« Miss Earnshaw has become a disciple of
Miss Fluke's, I understand,” said Clement

# Not ultogether a disciple,” unswered Mrs.
Saxelby, # but she has consented to assist her
in districy visiting, for a time. 1 don'tmine tell-
ing you fraukly that I do not hike it. Mabel is
not adapted for that kind of thing. Sho is the
hest, the most unselfish, the dearest child in the
world. Helptul and uuwearied in serving those
she loves.  But she i3 not quite—what shall [
say ?—not quite amenable.”

“ Not quite amenable to Miss Fluke, that is,”
said Clement, smiling.

# Bxactly. You see, poor dear Miss IMluke,
though actuated by the most charming motives,
and—and—and evangelical things of all sorts,”
said Mrs. Saxeiby, breaking down somewhat in
her eulogium, ¢ is not clever. In a worldly sense
Miss Fluke is not clever. Now Malel is clever.
You know that it is not merc mother's partianlity
which makes me say so, Mr. Charlewood, but
Mabel has really remarkable talent and intellect
for her age.”

« [ know it,” said Clement. Bat although he
did not speak insincerely, it may be doubted
whether he had cver looked upon Mabel in the
light of a very intellectual person before. Many
of our latent judgments, which otherwise might
have lain dormant as the spark lies in tho flint,
are thus clicited by sudden contact with anvther
mind,

« I have been taking the liberty, Mrs, Saxelby,”
pursued Clement, *of again speaking tv your
daughter about those Trescotts. You wiil think
me very andacious to return to the ckarge, after
the severe snubbing I got from Miss Earnshaw
on the subject the other day.”

« Not atall audacious. Very friendly, on the
contrary. But, entre nous, Mr. Charlewoud, I
don't:seo any such strong objections to her see-
ing tho child occasionally, under the auspices of
Aiss Fluke. Mabel's sympathies were strongly
excited by the circumstanes under which sho
first saw this little girl. As the child grows
stronger, and docs not call for her pity, Mabel's
cathusinsm will cool. Though,” added Mrs.
Saxelby, after an instaat's pause, ¢ Mabel is not
apt to be fickie, I must own that.”

« Mrs, Saxelby, I have been telling Miss Earn-
shaw something of which you will better appre-

cinte the weight and bearing than she can. The | ness of the hour,

brother, of whom 1 have chanced to hear a good
deal lately, is a worthless young vagabond. I
suppose most people of his class nod profession
arc dissipated and carcicss, But this lad is worse
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Think, Mrs. Saxelby, o. tho possibility of Miss
Iiarnshaw’s name bemng vandicd about in low
public-houses by tlns young fellow and his asso-
ciates,” Clement's hand clenched itselfinvolun-
tarily as he spoko,

#1 will talk to Mabel, myself,” said Mrs, Sax-
elby, nervously ; ¢ sho will hear reason. Hush,
she's coming.  Say no more at present, I beg of
Fou,”

d Mabel came into the room with = little packet
of books under her arm,  “ Mr. Charlewood has
promised to take theso to Corda Trescott for me,
mamma.”

“ e is very kind.”

“ There is the Winte Cat with lustrations,
coloured in o very high style of art by wmyself.
Poor white Cat! The common paint with which
[ bedaubed her, bas grown discoioured and made
her into a brot. u ¢at by this time.  Nevermind ;
there is the story. Then I have Robinson Gru-
soe, Edgewortl's Rusamond, and a volume of
Han's Christian AnJderson's tales. 1t is quite a
library for Corda.”

“ Good night Mrs, Saxelby,” said Clement,
taking charge of the books. *¢ Good night Miss
Earnshaw. [ hope Mr, Saxelby will be quite well
and at work again in a day or two. He is not
fond of idleness, I know.”

Then Clement took bis leave and went away.
He looked up at the starhight autumn sky as he
walked along the surburban road, with its trun
hedges on either hand, and all sorts of unpracti-
cal and vague fancies danced through his biain.

If another Asmodeus, instcad of liftiag the
house-tops and showing thescenes that are being
enacted within, could unroof the mysterious
dome wherctin our thoughts and ivaaginaions
are busy, and could make palpable to the senses
their guings and comings—the unlikely guests
ludged in one brain, and the unguspected vacuity
of another, the odd coracrs full of romance and
fantasy in sutne minds that pass for mere unvary-
ing machines, and the hard practical calculation
of intellects wiuch an admiring world supposes
to be * of imagination all compact "—could such
a faw Jiar demon be found, I belicve we should
wituess a far more strange and wonderful spec-
tacle than any of those which greeted the aston-
ished cyes of the Spanish student.

To be continued.

FENIANISM IN IRELAND.
3JAMES FITZPATRICK.

THE day’s partial thaw is succceded by aclear

sharp frot to-night. A soleman stillness
reigns over ficld a. 3 foll, The very air ig sleep-
ing, and not a cloud flickers the great dome of
heaven.  All the expanse is flooded with pale
moonlight. The fir-trees, still bearing fleecos of
suow in tiers upon their fan-like arms, ca-t gro-
tesque shadows on thelawn. Three bright lines
of light blaze in the barracks yonder on the bill.
They keep the lights burning all the night
thruugh now, fur there are few men within, and
they are watching. A solitary owl hoots in the
deep thicket near our barn. From the distant
steeple, white and clear against thesky, ring out
the chimes. A dog disturbed, barks sharply far
away down in the valley, others of bis kind take
up aud repeat his warning, for & moment there
is & chorus of sharp terriers and deep-toned mes-
tiffy, then alt is stillagain.  The silencesaddens
and oppresses one; we feel to be alone in the
vast world. Our favourite conste; lio 3 glitter
in the sky unclouded and serene, but silently.
I count them all, the Pleiades, Orion, Perscusand
Andromeda. Sume set and disappeac behind
the range of bills, others to rise and flash above
the wood, All are asleep within, and I long for
some siga of active lifc to break the grave still-

Yes, there is life. A mile away bebind the
houso they are burning furze upon Knockrea.
The huntsmen will not thank those wlo destroy
the cover. Yet these arc not furze-burners,

than that. Ho is a frequenter of billinrd-rooms , now that I look again. Tho light is too steady

and taverns. ‘Tho Trescotts are very poor. The | and too red.

money with which he gratifics his self-indul-
gence must be got in, 1o say the least, a disre-
patable way, by gambling. It is a bad case

It roust be just above the ledge
on which the police-station can be discerncd,
white above its own dark shadow. It is extin-
guished, and flashes out again, Qnce more [ try

.

to fix tho spot where it appeared, onco more it
blazes out, and stronger thanbefore.  1s that an
clectric fiash, marking out a path of light
amongst the trees, and glancing off the red-bark-
ed pino? Signal answerssignal, asIlive! They
speak to each other across the gorge, those men
upon the hill and some round my own home-
stead. Allis still as death, but near mo thero
arc others awake, and watching like myself.

The stealthy drawings of a bolt, the rattling of
a chain, the creek of a hingo npon the gate, and
suddenly the cionk of hoofs on the hard road-
way. My horses are away! Harve thoy broken
loose, or ar2 they ridden ? I shout, and in reply
hear from the skirt of the wood, horrible in the
night's quiet, that demoniac war-haop which
James Fitzpatrick learned of the Indians—a suc-
cession of yells ending in chuckling langhter.
It is Fitzpatrick ; he has thrown off the mask at
last! Distant, ever moro distant, is the clatter
of the hoofs, now ringing more clearly as they
mount the hills, now dying away in the hollows,
At last it is heard only a° distant intervals, and
then no more,

According to his own story, James Fitzpatrick
had left Ireland three years before ® the war.)”
Wandering through * the States,” doing a turn
of work, now here, now there, he becamo a sort
of slave-driver on a cotton-plantation in South
Carolina, When the war between North and
Soutt: broke out, he bore arms in the Coufeder-
ate ranks, and fought at Beaufort and New Or-
leans under the Balmetto flag. Either as a
deserter or a prisoner, he chenged sides, and
served with Sherman during his famous march
from Atlanta to Charleston, and fearful were
the tales ho told to our frightened but eager-
ly listemng cluldren of blood, and death, and
plunder he bad seen. Leaving this service, too,
hie never told us how or why, he beeame ¢ lifter
to a corn-merchant at Ghicago—an employment
for which his powerful and active frame well
fitted bim, He offered his services to me a few
weeks after big return to Ireland * for any wages
I pleased to give.” I had just obtained a life
interest in a small farm of twenty acres of arable
land, with ten acres of ornamental wood. The
place had been shamefully neglected, and my
ignoraunce of farming was supreme.  Fitzpatrick
was recommmended .0 me asa “handy man,”
ready to *¢ put his strength” to any kind of la-
bour; and such I found him,

His experience in * the territories” of America
had taught him much. He was cqual to threo
ordinary men in capacity for work and facility
in expedicnts. He karaded and baked ourbread,
cared and milked our ¢nws, made our butter,
did & tnfle of btacksmtl's work, repaired our
gates and fences, and executed rough jobs of
carpentry. We found out that he washed, clear-
starched, and “did up fine things” as well as
any laundry-maid. Thero was nothing ho wasg
not willing to attempt and could not manage to
do in some way, so as to answer the purpose for
atime. He soon brought our small farm “to
nghts,” working bimself energetically but nois-
ily, and making others work, With our chil-
dren he was all in all ; their great authority and
lawgiver in the art of coostructing rabbit~
hutches, setting snares for ] ares or birds, and
building toy stups to sail uron the pond. He
knew where the hawk had her young, and the
woodquest built her nest. Great was the store
of wild birds' eggs the boys gathered on the moor
and “blew " under bis direction. As s help he
was invaluablo to us, but there was arestlessness
and wildness, sometimes a degree of violence,
in his charncter which caused uneasiness, He
spoke of our farm as hus own, and openly smd
what ho would havo donc next year; bat tho

Jrish stewsrd indentified himself so far with g

master, that ths occasioned no surprige. Wo
knew not then that he had purchased an ¢ Irish
bond™ on our small eswate. Ho boasted more
than once to others that ¢ he could buy and sclt
us” if ho pleased. I was informed he threatened
to leave those behind hua who would revengo
him if I dismissed him, but tho cvidenco was
vaguo and wavering. Thoe Irish peasant wag
not ¢ pench,” and if in passion he blurts out o
charge, under examination he softens down ing
words and leaves you powerless. In this case I

-
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could find no fair reason to dismiss Fiwzpatrick,
and placed as I was amid -t <trangers uot ot my
own creed, I wonld do nothing without the
clearest pronf.  One part of his clinracter did
give me real uneasiness e hated, or profegsed
to hate, the priests of his own eommunion.  He
tfursook his #duty,” selilom going to chapel,
never to confession  The langnage he veutured
to use townrds his own priest was unmeazurad
in abuge; yet the parish priest was a gertl
aged man, kindly and charitable, never interfer-
ing in polities snve to condemn the Fenjns

Early in the month of Qctober, Fitzpatrick
requested me to sign, in evidence ofbis ideutity,
an American draft for one hunlred and cighty
dollars, drawn in his favour at New York. 'This,
he said, was the amount of his savings at Chica-
go, which he had left in bavk until “gold got
cheap” His nccount was not improbable, for I
knew him to be hard-working and thrifty, On the
third Sunday of December he brought anothicr
note, but this time for two hundred and fifty
dollars. I refuserd, but in quiet terms, to sign
such a document on Sunliy A sudden fear
flashed across my mind, for these American bills
were objects of suspicion. 1 determined on the
moment, come what wonll, to dismiss Fitz-
patrick.” On my refusa! to sign the note his facy
grew purple, and he dashed from the room, more
vesembling a maniar than a sameman. Ou that
night he fled

There was no rest o e ronndndis of the
night.  We closed the yard gates, bulted and
barred the rooms brlow, and waited for the
winter's dawn. To send for the coustabulary,
1 should leave the honsr tu fumales and elildren
1 should have to pass throvngh the woud tu reack
the lodge; and who conbl tell whether the
keeper was not in the plot®  Au hour pnssed
away, and then came the trawmp ofmen upon the
gravel  They paused before the house, and the
sound of grounded arms was plain. A shut
rapid glance from the winlow showuld us<the
police,  There was twelve in the patrol  Three,
and the sergeant alittle in advance, faced the
hall door full in the meonlight, twwo were dimly
seen in the dark shadow of the tvoes un cither
side; the rest had monnted the yard gate, for we
beard them moving on the payment

« Werry sorry to distnrh yon, sir, but we have
orders.”

“#Wait one moment, sergeant, T will le* you
in.”

# Weo have a warrant, <ir, against Fitzpatrick
which is his room?”

A few words sufficed to show that Fitzpatrick,
bad known the warraut was issucd almust as
soon as the police themselves. The aciurate
and timely information possessed by the leading
Fenians was sometimes a coshplete puszle to the
authorities, They secmed to know buforchand
when and where, and in what furce, a search
would be made.  The escape of Stephens frum
Richmond Bridewell was culy oue of a series of
proofs that the conspiracy had active and un-
suspected agents in uffices of trust.  Twy, if not
three years had been Spent by Stephens and his
colleagues in preparation. Efforts were made,
often aided innocently by most loyal men, to ob-
tain situations for confiderates in prisons, iospis
tals, and public offices. There were cunfederates
in the camps, in barracks, and in the neighbour-
hood of police-stations. The slightest move-
ment on the part of the constabulary, the receipt
of aletter at an unusual time, the arrival of a
mounted orderly at a guard-house, the silence
and mystery generally observed Ly men about
10 be engaged upon a movement of importance,
were all noted by vigilant, but unscen or uvsus-
pected watchers, A simple system of fight
signals by night, scouts on the tops of hills
during the day, betrayed the line of route taken
by military or police. The uncouth and silent
peasant screening the saund on the mountain-
side; the tramp who infested your grounds, the
pedlar with bis ¢ lucifers,” and song bouks, and
bits of showy ribbon; the labourer looking for
work with his spadc upen his shoulder, the
regged and shocless urchin pretending to miod
the sheep; the girl balf hidden among the furze
playing with her kid, were all scuuts, well-pard
scouts—for a trifle serves as a great bribe where

g
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the wages of a working man are but seven
shillings weekly—doing the bidding of an un-
knuwn agent under pain of death.  Chiefly tho
Teaders suught 10 place confederates, or persons
likely o be seduced, about the families of per-
suus holding olfice wader the crown, A worl
casually dropped at the breakfast-table would
be repeated in the servants' room or stable-
yard.  During the crisis tho master of the
housthuld generally stated where he would bo
fouwd at any hour of e day, and when he
intended to retarn, Any movement out of the
coutitic Lourso was suspected and watched, A
suitence beard at the dinner-table, and most
innvcently mentioned in the kitchen, seemed to
have wings, The purport of it, if it concerned
the conspitacy, was known miles away before
nightfall.

A search was made in the room so recently
vecupicd Uy the fugitive.  Lattle was found: &
pait of military gloves, two copes of the Ieish
Pevple—~not the genmne Irish People suppressed
by the guvernment, but an Amencan publication
trunsmitted in quantitivs to Ireland, either sepa-
rately or folded in the pages of other New York
newspapers, A plank of the floor had been
taken up, and lay on 1ts side agmust the wall,
Hetey 10 was supposed, « the rifle”  had  been
secreled,  Bedding was tossed up and carefully
exantined, with no resalt. I pussing dowa the
staits leading to the room, the lamp held by the
sergeant flashied its Light upon a paper affixed to
the wall. It was wafered up, and covered with
shurt pencil stroles, opposite words written m
iuk. Under the words ¢ Head,” + Haunds,”
¢ Fingers, » Feety)' » Tues, were marks I did
vot comprehend.  Tho sergeant hnew at once
the impurtance of the document.  These names
indicated the position held by the members of
the conspiracy. The * hands” were superior to
the @ feet,” but both had authority.  The # fin-
gers” were the * privates who had been supphed
with an. s.  The * toes” were unarmed as yet,
The down-strokes ndicated the attendance at
drill,

wPhere Bs evadence bere to bang ham, at hes
caught,” said the sergeant, A ducument like
this we do not often find.'

So the very man whom we had,-until lately,
trusted most,and who was thoroughly acyuunted
with the whole tenor of our lives, was the chief
urganiser and paymaster of the Fenians in our
district!

Before mid-day on Monday we hzew all.
They amongst whom we lived, and who never
bad uttercd one word of warning, were voluble
in offering mfurmation now. Every one knew
sumncthing about Fitzpatrick, and came to tell
it. On lholidays, ur an the evenings after the
bours of work, ' our man” dodled lus reernts
wnung the sand-hills, or seduced and swore men
tn at the canteen. e reriewed s levies and
distributed pay, un starry nights, at the edges
of the muur.  Now was explained why we often
heard the sound of Lorses' hoofs so late at mght,
and why our putes appeared exhausted and
spiritless in the morning.

Five arrests were made carly in the morning
of Futzpatnch s flight.  Two pubhicans, who had
a thriving trade, disappeared, without informing
their nearest relatives why, or winther—at
least, su they sad.  The whole distnict was in
commotion, and cvery labourer was suspected,
or professed to hold others in suspicion, I sent
my family up to Dublin, although we were
guarded more securely than we had reason to
suppose. Our cluldren told us how they had
scen ¢ the sergeant and his men” lying flat
awmoung the trees around the house by night, My
wife and daughters found that, on their visits to
the village, men of soldicr-fike bearing, but in
civilians’ clothes, hovered near them. Often I
hailed and spoke to the patrol, who appeared to
risc up out of the carth., Our servants, how-
ever, gave warning, and we feared to engage
others. The lodge-keeper alone stood his
ground, and kept the house with me,

Grmfually the alarm through the district sub-
sided.  Arcests were no longer made, and not
the shightest injury was dope to person or pro-
perty. I had my family safe 1 Dublm, and my
mind was free,  Six days before the rising there

(June 16

had not existed with us the slightest suspicion
that an outbreak was intended. Thoe nulitary
authorities and police thought otherwise, and
they were right,  Tho precautions taken by the
State were now the cluef proofs that the con-
spiracy still existed, and the vesy means wisely
adopted to obviate or anticipate dunger gave
birth to apprehension. .

A hot pursuit was set on foot after James
Fizpatrick, but wm vam, e had tuned Ins
flight cleverly, and taken the raiway 1o Dublin
at a station mue mies off, ulthough there were
twu stations nearer. My ponies were brought
back next duy, and gave proofs of having cen
ridden  desperately hard.  Who accompamed
Fitzpatrick we never knew. It was supposed
he hnd made for Liverpoo), and had hidden
himself amongst tho dockyard labourers for
a tme, and then started for New York.
The constabulary gathered up and carefully
recorded all the ovidenco they could collect
concernmng him—to hitle purpose, as I wna-
gued,  But they sad, if ever a.nsing should
actually take place, «* Fitzpatrick would surely
be w the thick of t.” He would dare any-
thing, they believe, and could not settle
down,

During the mterval between the fhght of
Fitzpatrick and the rising at Tallaght, we beard
occasionally vague rumours coucermng lum.
« He had become a great man, entirely ;” “ He
was full of mouey,” and “would soon be back
m Ireland with the States army.” But we
gathered some decided information from the
New York papers which, in their reports of
Fenian meetings, recorded s name as that of
an accredited agent of «the Insh repubhe,”
regularly commissioned to explain tho position
of the conspiracy in Ireland. He was nawed in
small capitals as® Head Centee? and * District
Urganiser of the [.LR.B.” His story harmonised
with that told by all the rest who had fled from
Ireland, and appeared as * agents” in the citics
of the Umted States. “There were thousands
of men, wholly or partly dritled aud disciplined,
ready to rise, if they bad but arms.”  Arms, or
mouney to buy arms, wounld enabled ¢ the men in
the gap” to liberate Ireland from the British
yoke. e openly announced his determination
10 return 10 « the front,” and to join in striking
% the final blow” against British tyranny. All
this was considered as a device to induce the
Celtic element in the United States to subscribe
once more to the Feninn treasury. We believed
Fitzpatrick to bo but a type of n numerous
class, Irish in nothing but their birth. Ha-
bitunted to violence and rapine during the
Amernican aivil war, the return of peace found
them unfitted for industrial employment, and,
ready to become the instruments of any Ame-
can intriguc which promiscd them congemal
occupation, Whiteboyism, Terry-altism, Rib-
bomsm, the Pheenix mystery, had been carried
to America by a million of emigrants, and there
developed into secret societies of vast extent
and considerable political influence. The Irish
clement in these societies was believed to bave
combined to a man in Fenianism, and to be
wiclded by clever and unscrupulous leaders for
political objects or pecuniary advantage. Asa
theoretical organisation on paper, the Fenian
scheme was remarkably complete; but, as thoe
emissaries of the conspiracy must have known,
that not onmc person worthy to be called, by
the most liberal appplication of the term, a
citizen —- not onc in decent position or re-
spectable cmployment, could be induced to
take part in the scheme from first to last, it
was not gencerally believed thoy would ever
oppose to thc enormous power of the govern-
ment the loose and hungry waifs and strays,
the debauched and dissolute idler of the
towns, and the weak-minded and feeble-bodied
youths, who constituted in Ircland the Fenian
urmy.

When this army had melted away at the first
touch of the constabulary on Tallaghth Hill,
Fitzpatrick was diligently sought for. The
nuthoritics were aware that he had acted a< one
of the leaders in the affray, and it was supposed,
rightly or wrongly, that ho would willingly
purchase his own safety by supplying informa-
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tion. “Goncrals,” # captaing,” “head  centres,”
strove who shonld be the firsst to betray those
whom they bad led, but there was good reason
to suspect that Fitzpatrick knew more of the
American side of the conspiracy than the rest,
e was one whase appearance could not be
mistaken, fle was not amongst the miscrable
rabble paraded in the Castle-yard the day suc-
ceeding the rising; he was not found among .
the straying fugitives picked up by the police, ;
he certainly had not succceded in getting
through the Wicklow mountaing, or making
“for the south,” We concluded that he had i
slipped back to Dublin someway, and hidden I
himself amidst the crowd.

In the wards of an hospital hie lay powerless
and moribund when I recognised him. A ball |
had struck him right on the breast-bone, and, |
glancing off, ran in a semicircle to the shoulder,
and there, breaking the clavicle, passed out. A |
thick blue welt, tight a3 ardpe, marked the
traca of the ball, The blood ocozed drop by I
drop from the narrow puncture, and would not
be stanched. The stars in their courses had
fought against tho Fenians, Never was there
known in Ireland so bitter amonthas the March
which the conspirators madly chose for their
attempt. For two cudless nights and two in-
clement days Fitzpatrick had lain in a furrow
freezing to death. Then the gathering of a
flock of crows around his hiding-place led to
his discovery. He was carefully lifted up and
borne away no longer an enemy. He could not
huve been more kindly tended, he ¢ uld only
laok his thanks. This onlv I gathiered from his
whispered words, spoken at long iutervals .—
that he bad been trcachorously shot by one of
his American confederates because he knew too
much.

All that he knew, lies buried with him. We
buried bim among ¢* hiso'vn people,” in a sunny
graveyard. e was the last of his kin ia Ire-
land. I sce his grave cvery Sunday, and the
children have made it bloom with daffodils and
primroses. There is often a little group gathcred
around the place. They know as yet nothing
of treachery or treason, but much of old com-
panionship and pleasant hours on sunny days
upon the moorland.

TWELVE MONTHS OF MY LIFE.
I¥ TWBLVE COAPTERS. CHAPTER XI.

r—

1 gathered myself under the shelter of the
shadow of death, Sitting bebind the bed cur-
tains in the darkened sick-room, I tought with
my own beart for dear life, till the feeble moans
begide me filled me with dismay at the unnatural
diversion of my thoughts at such a time, and I
drew nearer the bed, keeping my ¢yes upon the
suffering face and holding the suffering hand,
while by desperate force of will I concentrated
all my cxistence into one feeling and a _hundred
acts of sympatby for my stricken father. For
he was still my father, and stricken, though he
had wrung, all the joy out of my life. Must he
die now, and take it with him where it could
avail bim nothing? How gladly would I have
goue in his place, and left to him prosperity,
with Luke Elphinstone’s friendship! I crushed
my owa ideutity out of the sick-room into the
outer world to which it belonged, and became
merely a silent woman with noiseless feet and
watchful eyes, I wasmy father’s nurse, nothing
more, .

Luke Elphinstone was troubled for me; in-
decd, I think he was. I believe he was troubled
about more than me, but at that time I did not
know, I would not think about the matter. e
used to come to the door to ask for my father,
aud be looked worn, and haggard about the
cyes, I uscd to think, as I closed the door, I
did not beliove hie had so much unselfish feeling
in bim, This was becauseI hadsbutmy thoughts
upon other matters,

I have often wondered since, looking back,
how any onc could so_stave off, single-handed,
the near assaults of au impendiag life lopg misery
as I did in thoso darkened days, sitting in the
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of death that hung between me aund the futur
like a great ghicld,  So long as the doctu cann
every day, and sliook his head, sny ing, ¢ Patience
my dear young lady!l—it isall he will require
of you more in this world, and that only tor
little time "—so long as he said this, 1 sat for-
getting my own name andfeatures,and deaf atl
dumb to the voices that came cryjng to me
through the chinks of the door. But when he
came at last, and said, v Ab, Miss Mattie, there
ig hope!  Chicer up, my dear, and go out to the
garden for g little air,” then the pent-np cur-
rents of life came rushing back into my veins,
and I went forth into the brilliunt qutuma day-
light and moaned for the catlousness of the sun-
shine, and railed in my burning heart against
the cruclty of the world.

I shrank from my louely listless snunters oul
of doors. The garden was still gay, though its
summer glories were dead , there were sad winds
about, and the leaves were falling; dropping,
dropping. One could not walk but they came
fluttering in one’s fuce and beating about one's
breast, like passionate tears from the trees, that
in all the magnificence of their fuding beauty
lashed their tawny boughs against the sky, and
complained because the fiat of deesy had gone
forth against them. I hated the harsh rustling
of the dead leaves under my fect, I had not
cven the heart to make myself an autuinn posy.
Ilooked at the flowers, and left them as trifles
which had no longer any interest, [ fled if a
biackbird uttercd a note. 1 left the gluwing
out-door world, in which I scemed already a
stranger, furgotten and forsaken by all my old
friends of sight and sound, and returned to the
dim dul® house, to the empty shadowy roems,
to the ticking clock on the staircase, the streak
of stealth light on the wall, the mufiled step, the
whispering voices.

At evenings, when I Liad to leave Elspic in
charge of the sick-room awhile, I made my walk
up and down the long lobby where my mother's
ghost was believed to pace at night, And here
all that bad occurred in my last hours at Elder-
gowan came back, as a dream will return bit by
bit far on through the day after it has been
dreamed. I remembered that Mark had owned
b3 love for e, Lad reproached me, invited me
to trust him, to tell him my troubles. Had I
been less hard, had 1 shown less coldly deter-
mined to go my own way, would he have so
suddenly and rashly bound himself to on¢ for
whom he cared nothing? Yet why should he
not cave for Sylvia? What, ther, had 1 lost
since bis love was so casily transferred? O
much—much; I had lost very much! A crazy
idea this that I was chasing through my brain.
What did it matter tome? What could itever
have mattered to me? 1 lastened to look on
niy father’s altered face and nerveless hauds,
Iest my heart should cry out against him.

There scemed to me something inexpressibly
sad in the fact that Mark had loved me. Had I,
being free, made a mistake which women have
made before now, giving forth the music of their
hearts and finding no response, it woald no.
heve been half so hard. Had I lcarned that his
happiness was in tbe kecping of others, I could
have plucked the love out of my heart—and shed
it in flowers under his feet—ay, and under the
fect of his bride. But Mark had set his heart
upon e, had stretched out his hand to me, and
I bad turncd away. This waswhat Ihad to for-
get as I sat by my father's head, and counted the
bours of each weary day going past.

Luke dropped completely out of my life at this

time. Where was he? What washedoing? I
did not know. I did not think at all of the
future. I thought only of what T had lost.

How fuithful and kind were my two fricnds,
Dr. Strong and Miss Pollard, I conld never tell.
The litile woman shone outin the time of trouble
like gold thrice refined. She watched e as ten-
derly as & mother, and mourncd over my pale
checks and thin bands. Ia the goodoess of her
heart she becamo a sort of Nemesis, and overta-
king me at all hours of the day with spoonsful of
tonic draughts, glasses of wine, and mutton-
chops. I did not like her doses, but I liked the
band that gave them, and often swallowed them

oncly quict of a dim room. It was the shadow

against my will for the galko of secing her look
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Liappy.  So neal she was, 50 quick, 80 quict and
vlicery, with her kind sympathetic eyes that saw
overything and intruded 1nto nothmg, and her
childish Lutton of & mouth touched at the corners
with « simple content. When I had u thought
to spare, I gave 1t to ber, Ing with admiration.

Y If ever you are all, Dr. Strong,” I said to hun
one day when we haul both been watching her at
sume of ler handiwork—* if ever you are 1ll, |
hope y o will have Miss Pollard to nurse you,”

“Nou man could have & better fute,” aad the
doctor, sulemuly , and put on his hat and went
out. Amd, after he had gune, I could not belp
wondering at the oddity of Ins answer, and
thinking that he had taken my words for more
than they were worth,

Mrs. Hatteraick had come 1o the Mill-house
suveral times while my father lay waiting, as we
thouglt, fur death, but I bad never spoken to
her vutside the door of the sick-room, and never
cven there except in winspers about the pauent,
But one afternoon she came during the time when
my fathier was supposed L0 be recovering, and
we walked up and down the orchard patbs
together.

The chill of advanced futuma was 1a the air,
the deav old lady had on ber furs; a fire burned
invitingly in the drawing-1uom; but it scemed
thiat by mutual cunsent we must go out of doors
and walk while we talked. The winds hurried
about as if they should never have tune for all
the devastating work they had to do. River
and sky wete cold and grey as steel.  Yollow
leaves flapped on the creaking boughs, and the
crimson apples glowed between, A sad pathrifty
ripenegs of beauty gtruggled with the dwsfigure-
nments of decay. It was a hectie, withering,
weeping world.

* You have heard our strange news, Mattie 2"
said Mrs. Hatteraick, clinging to me as she
leancd with her frail hand on my arm.

“ Yes, Mrs. Hatteraick,” I smd; “7J lLope 1t
will make you all happy.”

“1 do not look for it,” she gaid. “It is too
strange—il i3 unnatural. She will never make
my son's happiness. IHe is so changed—he is
gloomy and bitter. o has not deue this thing
in his right senses.  If the woman loved him, I
should not despair, but sho does not O,
Mattie, Mattic ! the world bas gone wrong with
my son! and it's your fault. e took you into
our hearts; wo counted you all our own. You
eaw how it was with us, nd you never said a
word.”

“Do not blamo me,” T said—and I saidit very
meekly, for my heart felt quitc broken at the
time—¢ Do not blame me. Wo have each our
own share of trouble to bear.”

Sbe stopped our walk, put back the hair that
was blowing about my eyes with her trembling
handg, and looked in my face.

“ Mattie dear,” she said, “ you are not happy
in this cngagement of yours, Tell me about it.
I am not Mark, Iam not Syltia, An old wo-
man going fast towards her grave can keep o
sccret. Tell me, are you happy ?”?

I f:1t what was coming, for my pride was
sinking, sinking, Lut I struggled as long as 1
could.

“It need not matter to any one,” I gaid,
“ swhether T am happy or not. It must not
matter?

* Those are hard words for the young, my
darling,” she said. And ob, she gaid it so piti-
fully, so lovingly, ¢ You do not like this Mr.
Elphinstone, who i3 to. be your husband,” ghe
went on; “I know that, and I muy as well
koow the rest. He is very rich, I hear, bat it is
not that which influences my Mattic. There is
something clsc that cannct be got over?”

#Mrs, Hatteraick,” I said, ‘dow’t you think
that when there are things that cannot be got
over it is best to be silent 7

¢ Silence is an cxcellent rule, oy love,” she
said; ¢ but tlicre must be exeeptions, or hearts
would break.”

Had mino been sheathied in steel, it must have
been pierced by the home-thrusts of her tender-
ness. T spoke at last, and told my story, pas-
sionately, stormily. I could not stop mysclf, and
yet while I was speaking [ knew that it would

have been better I had kept silent.  SVhoreigthe
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use of saying that which can only be said ill?
I think Mrs. Hatteraick felt this a3 my words
rang about her ears, 1 think, by the failing of
her voice and the whitening of her check, that
she did. Sympathy is but the aggravation of
some sorrows when hope isa dead letter. Silence
had beea best for me.

CHAPTER XII.

My father continucd to get better, and Sylvia
returned to the Mill-house. I knew that she bad
no home to receive her, and I wrote, asking her
to como to us before her marriage, for as loug a
time as might suit her. In the beginning of
November she came,

Mark drove her over, one wet ovening, 1
stood at the open hall door to welcome lrer. 1
had tasked myself to do everything kind. Mark
would not come in, though he came up the steps,
carrying Sylviw's cloak, Ie must return to
Eldergowan at once, he said, and neither I nor
Sylvia pressed him to remain. He was very
straight, and stern, and soldierly, as be walked
up the steps, and the idea pussed across my mind
that this was how he must have looked going to
battle, I kept my eyes on Sylvia as I shook
hands with bim, and I said it was a very wet
evening indeed, and after he had driven away I
stood s minute on the threshold looking out
through the dnfting rain, and wondering, witha
sort of frantic fear, if I should always teel like
this, all through my life,

At this moment, Luke came round the house
talking to a farm-servanut about the cattle plague
which bad made some appearance in the neigh-
bourhood.

“Stamp it out! I beard Lukosaying in a bigh
voice. * The only thing to be done i3 to stamp
it out.”

The words came to me suddenly on the wind
like a sort of wild reply to my wondering, and I
touk them home and made my owa of thewm,

“Stamp it out!” I cried, starting out of my
sleep that night.  Stamp it out!” I whispered,
clenching my hand under my apron, when 1 saw
a photograph on Sylvia's dressing-table. * There
is nothing to be done¢ but to stamp it out!” I
murmured, when T happened on o dead flower
pinned in the bosom of oue of my muslia gowns,
and dropped it deep iuto the beurt of the fire,

I wonder bow Sylvia felt coming back that
cvening. Shelookell battered with the wind and
rain, and very worn and weary, as she stood in
her wrappingsiu the hall and lookea around her.
I dare say everything she glanced upon hed its
own tale to tell her, in the way that still life has
got, of restoring to you unexpectedly with in-
terest whutever you endowed it with in the bey-
day of your sorrow or delight. Her face was
thinner and sharper, and her eyes had an uneasy
Jook. I knew whatshe bad done, and [ guessed
what she suffered. 1 ought to have piticd ber.

There was no sweet words nor caresses be-
tween us.  “ Thank you, Mattie, for this kind-
ness,” she said, in & graceless sort of way, and
went up to her own room. Her reception was
dismal cnough, though [ did wish it bad been
otherwise. [ had donc vothing to make the
house less dull than was 1% wont. The gilding
scemed to have got rubbed off my finger-tips.
What they touched they left as sombre as they
had found—and this httle loss had & prin of its
own, for a woman loves the charm thet her fancy
sheds hiere and there in her home, and when her
household magic leaves lier, she knows it for a
woful gign that ber life has gone awry.

I had asked Miss Pollard to stay wathh me that
cvening, 50 that we three, Luke, Sylvia, and I,
might not bave to sit at table alone. She left
carly, however, and soon after she went away 1
was summonced up-stairs to my faihers room.
An hour passed, and I could aot help wondering
how Sylvia and Luke bad spent it tdte-d-téte,
At tho cud of that time I beard the drawing-
room dooropen, and the hall door bang violently,
notwithstanding that it had come on a furiously
wet and windy night. When I went down to
drawing-room balf an hour later, Sylvia was sit-
ting alone, bent over the fire, ber face flushed
and tear-stained. I think I came upon her un-
awares, for I had o1 1ate got the habit of moving
noiselessly ; and she seemed ill-pleased to see

1Y
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me. She gave mo such a wild angry look tha
I bad almost turncd and left the room to her
withiout & word, but it came acrossmy mind that
the estraugement between us would grow too
bitter to be endurableif I did so. I wentupand
put my hand upou her, and said, * What 13 the
matter, Sylvia? And I tried to put all the
softaess that I could into my voice.

“ Matter?” she said, laughing; ¢¢ why, pros-
perity is turning my head a little, I think. Luke
has been congratulating we on my wonderful
good fortune, and I have been sitting hiere since,
reflecting that I ought to be a little distracted
by delight. Think of it, Mattic! I came here
poor, penniless, fricndless creature, with only a
few gay gowns between me and beggary, and,
lo and behold ! instead of having to go back into
the world to seck for a roof to cover my head, I
am about to be raised to the rank of wife of oune
of the noblest gentlemen God ever made! This
i3 what people’s congratulations tell me cvery
day, and if [ believe ficmly in my own bliss, it is
no wouder I go a little mad thinking about it
sometimes when I am left alone ”

“ Sylvia,” said I, « I think if you haveno feel-
ing of respect or affection for that noble gentle-
man you bave mentioned, you ought at least to
feign a little. It would be more for your own
dignity, never to speak of his bonour.”

“ Dignity 1" she said; “do you think I care
any more cither for myself or my dignity ? There
was only one thing 1 cared for, and you denied
it to me, and there is nothing left in the world
that can cause me one touch of regret. As for
affection, I give asauch as [ have received, and
that is fair cnough.”

She bad picked up a ball of wool that Miss Pol-
lard had left behind ber on the floox, and was
tossing it and catching it, like a child at play,
while she tripped thege speeches lightly off her
tonguc, only the gleam of her eye as it followed
the ball in the air and a sort of grating strain in
her voice telling that all she said was not meant
for an extravagant joke,

And this was Mark Hatteraick's wife, 4
brave soldier, who had fought wel, lived purely,
ripened into such a man as any heart could wor-
ship, was to ond by lhaving a woman like this
sitting by his firesidde.  Pity for him made me
savage.

“You had better change your mind,” I said,
“ before you wreck a good man’s happiness.”

“Ta! Mattie, has he found a champion at
last 7" she said ; and then she rose from her chair
with a yawn. I wonder,” she said, # ifall our
lives loag you and X will be such friends as we
are to-night 2"

“ God forbid !” I said, ¢ for the sake of Chris-
tian charity”,

“You speak pretty plamly,” she said, “ con-
sidering I am a guest in your house

“You make me forget where I am, and who
I om,” I said, trembling so that I could hardly
speak or stand,

“Ob, never mind 1” sajid Sylvin, carelesly, as
she took ber cangdle. # What a night it is1” she
went on, a3 a dash of rain came across the win-
dow. “Luke will be pretty well drenched,
wherever he is. He might as well bave been
sitting there by the fire, preventing, by his pre-
sence, our amiable conversation. Good night1”
she added, pleasantly, and went away with as
light a step as if she had already forgotten every
word that bad passed between us.

Though I had asked Sylvia to be my guest
for hier owa convenience, my time was 30 occu-
pied by my father that I could pay ler but lit-
tie attention. She was left much to lhier own
resources, and vassed her days in any way she
pleased. She shopped in Steamstown with
Miss Pollard, and received parcels from Lon-
don. She sewed a little at muslins and laces,
but a dreary idleness engrossed her more than
anything else. She scemed to dread loneliness,
and would beg of Miss Pollard to bring her
work and sit with her; or boldly walk into the
nursery to bestow her company on Elspie. She
sometimes ¢ven crept into my father’s sick-room
and sat gilently behind tfe curtains.  More than
ounce sbe heard tbings thus, which I bad rather
she had not heard, rambling regrets and seif-ac-
cusations from the poor sufferer, in which my

mother's name and mine were constantly men-
tioned, eager recounting of his gains and plans,
allusions 1o the time when ruin had so nearly
come upon him and Luke Elphinstone had sav-
ed him, 1 didnotknow whether Sylvia listened
to, orminded, thesc things. SometimesI thought
she heard none of them.

Mark appeared at the Mill-house occasionally
—very seldow, I thought; but Sylvia sccmed to
think he came often cuough, and, indeed, judg-
ing by the shortness of his visits, and Sylvia’s
frame of mind after they wero over, one would
be inclined to think these two could have little
that was agreeable to talk about. Ier manner
and temper grew worse and worse. When Luke
and she and 1 met at table, sho was gay enough,
but there was a harshness in her gaiety that
made it painful, Only for stray little gleams of
kindliness that sometimes shone out of her still,
I should have thought her nature had undergone
a thorough change.

One day I came down the stairs and hall
when Mark was just descending the steps out-
side. I had not seen him for a long time, but
he merely bowed and raised his bat; he did not
turn back to speak to me. I felt the colour rush
over my face, perhaps for the coldness, perhaps
for the slight, perhaps for the sudden memory ot
what had been, and what might have been.
\While I stood gazing blankly through the door-
way into the copper-beech tree, Sylvia came
forward from somewhere and stood beside me.

¢ IIe is generous and honourable, but not
changeable,” she said abraptly, witha touch of
her old softness. ¢ It was all my doing. 1 was
determined to do it, from a crazy motive of my
own, and I did it. Never blame him. It was
all my fault—all of it, at least, that was not
yours, Blame yourself most. If I had a lover
so true, I would go through firc and water to
cleave to him.”

And then she walked away into the drawing-
room and shut the door, without waiting for
my answer.

For some time after Sylvia’s return to us,
Luke went out regularly every night after tea,
and spent the remainder of the evening in his
counting-house at the mills, I do not know
when he first began to give up his habit, nor do
I remember even thinking much about how
Sylvia and he got on during the long evenings
together; but I recollect that it was ‘just about
that time my father got a relapse, and occupied
more fully than ever all my time and thoughts,
that Sylvia left off coming tapping to the doors
for admittance, and begging to be allowed to
bestow her company upon some one.

For about a fortnight I saw very: little of her,
and then I remember meeting her on the lobby
one evening just as I was leaving my father's
room.

“ Let me go in,” she said.

My father is asleep,” I said, holding the
door.

“ Let me in)” she repeated, “or I shall go
mad.”

I was too much accustomed to her oddities to
heed this, but I allowed her to go into the room
and sit to watch, while I went down-stairs to
speak to an old servant who had come a long
way to sce me. I was almost an hour absent,
and when I came back I found ber pacing up
and down the lobby. She put her arm through
ming, and made me walk with ber,

¢ Elspie is in there,” she said. ¢ Stay here.
This is where the foot goes pattering up and
down at night. Is it true the story that Elspie
tells about it 7

“1 cannot say,” T said.
speak of it, It is too painful.”

“ Elspie says,” she continued, # that itis when
Fou are in trouble that your mother canuot rest.
I hear her up and down, up and down, cvery
night Mattie! would it not bean act of mercy
to give that poor soul rest ?¥

“Tdon't know what you mean, Sylvia,”I
said, “Ttell you again, this is too painful 1o
be talked about.” i ’

« If you were happy, she would rest,” persist-
ed Sylvia, not appearing to take the least note
of my replies. I have been hearing o story
about you from your father; yes, he wakened

¢“I'd Tather not
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up and began tclling me about it, It is hard
that the world should have gonoe so crooked with
us both, Mattie, but it.might come right still,
While there is life there is hope.”

- Yes, Sylvia,” I said, thinking she alluded to
tue prospect of my father’s recovery,

She put her arms round my neck and kissed
my face all over—my forehead and cyes, my
cheeks and lips,

«] am sorry I ever tormented you, Mattie,”
she said, " will you let us be true friends ?”

« I do not understand your humours, Sylvia,”
I said, “but I have no objection to be your
friend. I wish you nothing but good.”

And here my story narrows itscif down to ore
keen point, A day arrived when two great
events came and clashed togethor: the day of
my fathet’s death,

I had been sitting with him all the forenoon,
as usual, and ho had been talking tome ina
manner that was guite new with him. He had
become very gentle and chastened, His mind
was quite clear, and he looked at me with love
in bis poor oyes, held my hand, and called me
his % good child!” The change wrung my heart,
but it was very sweet. I did not remenfber
that these holy spells of peace camo sometimes
before death, as it enough had been suffered, and
the tired body rested a little, while the soul
awaitod the heaveuly order for release,

In the afternoon I felt ill, over-excited, and
over-fatigued, and Miss Pollard having come
and taken my place, I went away at her desire
to rest awhile in the quict of my own room.
Coming out of the darkencd chamber to the
bright daylight on the lobby, I looked out of
the window and noticed what a clear brisk fros-
ty day it was. The wheels were plunging on,
as usual, with their sturdy song of work. It
was a superstition of mine that their sound had
different tones and meanings at different times,
and at this moment it struck me that they were
holding forth to the cold smiling sky and the
bracing air about how people can live very well
withiout sunshine if they have only their liberty
and a strong will. And Iadmitted the hope
that when my father should be quite recovered
be might help me to break my engagement with
Luke, and we two might go away to some quict
corner of the world where no onc should know
us, and we might spend our lives together in
peace, .

I had just drawn my white curtains between
me and the world when my door opened, and,
starting up, I saw Sylvia come in. Sho was
equipped for out of doors, and looked splendidly
beautiful, all dressed in grey silk and black
velvet, with a swansdown ruff round her neck,
and some bright berries under the brim of her
bonnet. .

“1 am going for a drive with Luke, Mattie,”
said she, smoothing a wrinkle, out of her glove
as she spoke, and clasping it round ber wrist,

4 Are you, indeed ?” I'suid, looking at her in
amazement.

¢ Yes” she said. I thought I had better tell
you. Have yo'1 any objection?"

#No,” said I, ¢certainly not, if you have
none yourself.” .

¢ Remember, I asked you,” she said, “and
that you told me I might go.” And then she
disappeared.

I have said before that I had growa so accus-
tomed to Sylvia's oddities that I could hardly
bo surprised at anything she might say or do;
nevertheless, I wondered 8 good deal about this
new freak, and in wondering about it I fell
asleep, and slept soundly till the mill-bell, ring-
ing at'six for the workpeople to go home, wak-
cned me, It was quite dark, and Miss Pollard
came in and stirced up my fire and lighted my

a8,
o Dinner is ready, my dear,” sho said; ¢ but
Mr. Elphinstone has not come in, nor can I find
Miss Ashenhurst?

« Havo they not come back yet 7” I asked.

¢ Qomo back |” cxclaimed Miss Pollard.

4 Yes,” said I. #Sylvia came in here beforo I
went to slecp, and told me she was going fora
drive with Luke.” .

 You must havoe dreamed it, my dear,” said
Miss Pollard. .‘¢ She could not do such a thing.”

¢

“Idon't think T dreamed it,” snid 1.

Wo went down to the drawing-room and sat
by the fireside, waiting. Six o'clock was our
dinner-hour ; Miss Pollard and I waited till half-
past seven, and still thero was a0 news of Sylvia
and Luke. Then we dined together, and
when it grew later yet I begged Miss Pollard to
send nway the maid who came with her cloak
and wmbrella, and to remain with wme all the
night,

Early in the evening it had come on wet and
windy, and towards midnight there was a per-
fect hurricane battering about the windows.

“You may as well go to bed, my dear,” said
Miss Pollard, when one o'clock had struck.
“ They are not likely to return now. Wherever
they are, they must stay under cover to-night.”
And she looked very white and horrified as she
spoke.

But I could not go to bed, and we sat over
the fire. We did not talk much; our thoughts
were too strange to be put into words. Miss
Pollard glanced feacfully at me from time to
timo, aud averted her eyes as if dreading I
should read her mind. Every now and again
she made some ingenious suggestions as to what
might have happened to keep Luke and Sjlvia
abrond. Two or three times I slipped up-stairs
and listened at my futher’s door, and once I stole
into his room, and saw that he slept peacefully.
That was the last time I saw him living, 1
came down again, aud found that my faithful
little friend had fallen aslecp on the sofa by the
fireside, I covered her np with shawls, and then
I pasgsed another Lour walking restlessly about
the room, racked with a thousand bewildering
thoughts. At last, I threw myself into an arm-
chairin a state of utter exhaustion, and remem-
bered nothing more till I wakened with a sud-
den shock, and the conviction that something
strange and awful had occurred. The fire had
died out, and Miss Pollard was gone., There
were confused sounds outside the door, hurrying
feet, and smothered exclamations, I flew to the
door and opencd it, cxpecting to sce Luke or
Sylvia lying dead in the hall. But it was not
that which had sont this paunic throngh the house,
1 rushed up-stairs, crying, * What?—what?
Tell me, for God's sake!” But people met me
on the lobby and deagged me into my room. I
heard Dr. Strong's voice on the lobby, and &
feeble sound of Elspie wecping. By-and-by Miss
Pollard came to me, and then I learned it all.
My father was dead. A second stroke of
paralysis had come upon himn in his sleep, and
he bad died on the instant.

Later on in the morning they allowed me to
go iato his room, which was allhung with black
and white, and kuoeel down close by the poor
grey head that lay so stiff on the pillow, and
have out my passion of grief and forlornuess,
no cye being there to see. Oh, the poor grey
head ! the straight meek figure, the hand that
could never more receive a benefit from me 1
What mute, piteous reproaches I suffered in
those hours, looking at the silent lips from
which I could not now remember to have eser
heard a hard or angry word. I could nnly re-
collect my own bitterness and rebellion against
his will, and the sole comfort I had was in the
reflection that my enforced obedience had saved
him in the day of his tribulation.

I had wearied mysclf out with weeping, and
was kneeling with my face buried in my arms,
half stupified, when the door opened, and Sylvia
came in softly, a streak of sunshine creeping
after her into the gloomy room. It did not
shock me to see her. I had so forgotten her
absence that it required her restored presence
to make me remember all that had occurred
before my father's death had stunned me. She
came slipping in, gathering her silks about her
for fear of noise, knelt and kissed the peor dead
hand, while the tears came down her face.
sontly she was weeplog' convulsively, quivering
aud sobbing ; I had never seen her so before,
But after she had done, itsecmed that it conld
not have been grief that had shaken her, but
rather that she.bad been casting off with these
showers of tears the last of a héavy load with
which her heart had been burdened for many a
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day, She looked more bright and lovely than
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ever, when she came and put her arms round
me and said :

“ Poor Mattic! poor Mattic! Come away, I
must speak to you,”

Sho drew me out of tho room with her, As
soon as we were ottt on the lobby sle stopped,
ind looked in my fuce,

¢ Mattic,” said she, * there is onc thing I
must spenk of before anything else. I am
marriod to Luke.” And sho laid her pretty
hand on mine, showing the ring shining on her
finger.

% You chose a strange time and o strange
manner for your marriage, " said I.

% It was accident, ” said she ¢ but you are
worn out, your head burns,” She almost lifted
me in lher arms, and carried me into my 1oom,
covered me up on the bed, pulled down the
blind, bathed my heard in cold water, and then
she sat down beside me,

* Now you must listen to my story,” said
she. ¢ I shall not fatiguo yo1 by making it
long. I am not going to ask your pardon for
what I have done, It will be as much for your
bappiness as for mine. ”

“ Let that pass, Sylvia ” T said,
sulted your own bappiness.
mine, *

% You are ungrateful, Mattie, for I did think
of you, " she said. « Butthis is how it happened.
We drove very far away to a village—I do not
know its name—quite close 10 the sea. The
furious rain and storm came on, and we had to
seek shelter in & cottage on the roadside. The
night got worse, and worse, and the peoplo in
tao cottage assured wme that I could not go out-
side the door beforo morning. I went up to
Luke and asked him whatI should do. He
said, ¢ Remam, * and Idid notsay another word
against it, I knew then that my fate and yours
were both sealed, The poor woman of the
house, who was a respectable widow, made me
a bed in her own little room, and I was com-
fortable enough, but I hrard Luke walking up
and down the kitchen all night. In the morn. -
ing, however, when I came out to look about
me, he was not to be s=en. I put on my bonnet
and walked out, asking my way to the village
church. Some marringes were going on, and I
sat down in a pew and witpessed them. By-
and-by I saw Luke come iu and stand waiting
beside a pillar. When the other people were
ready to go away, ho beckoned to me, and I fol-
lowed him up to the altar, and we were married.

I think it was the oddest marriage I ever
heard of,

1 said T dared say it was, and I felt Sylvian
greater puzzle than ever as I looked at the glow
of intense feeling in her face, contrasting
curiously with the coolness of her matter-of-
fact recital. But some one came in at the mo-
ment to tell that Mrs. Hatteraick had arrived
and it was a long time after that before I had
another conversation with Sylvia Elphifistone.

Mrs. Hatteraick remained at the Mill-house
till after the funeral. I did all I could to
mollify her exceeding disgust at Sylvia's con.
duct, but her joy at ber son's freedom, and I
think at mige, too, did more to move her to
forgivencss than anything I could say. Luke
was very sheepish in my presence at fiest, If I
had been Sylvia, I should have been ashamed of
him, bat Sylvia was too happy to be distuarbed
by any mortal annoyance.

Mrs. Hatteraick carricd me off with her to
Fldergowan, I was obliged to go; I was not
allowed to bave any will in the matter. And
indeed, I found mysclf without a home in which
T had aoy claim to stay. Before I left the Mill-
house, I went through a little ceremony with
Luke. I mado hin take with his own hand the
diamond ring from my finger and give it to
Sylvia, who hung it to he~ chain.

Two quiet months passed, during which all
the happy charm of the Eldergowan homestead
gatlered back about my heart with moro than
its old force. All around me secemed doing
overythin, in their power to make it the most
difficult thing in the world for mo ever to leave
Eldergowan ngain, I soon saw that Mark
Hatteraick was resolved to make it impossible,
if that might lie in his power, I said thatit

# You con-
Never mind
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should not lie ir his power, for I was !crribl_yl
jenlous of his short engagement to Sylvia. But
the keeping of this 1csolution was such sore
work that it nearly wore me to death, nnd,'
lying on a sick-bed, I eame at last to the con-
clusion thatit is the merest folly for strong love
to think of heaving malice in a womau's heart, |
The first day 1 was able to walk out, Mark
acked me to go for n ramble with him and the
children to the Eldergowan woods. A h'gh
wind was sweeping through the trees overhead |
with a graud ronr, and we conld hear the
children’s voices in the distance shouting tol
each other sbout the dry cones, for which they
were seavching i the urderwood.  On that day
Mark and I had a long, long talk. Tamonly
going to tell & few words of what hie smd,
 Mattic, " he said, ** did Sylvia ever tell you |
anything of how iny strangs engagement to her
came about?” l
1 remembered her words, * Do not blame
him , it was all .ay fault,” and I seid : ’

« She told me sownething—that 1t wag lher
doing.”

“1 am glad she was so gencrous,” he said.
# I thought her happiuness depended upon we,
and I was stung by your conduct, which I then
judged unfuirly in my ignorance. After I had
given my promise, I would have forfeited half
my life to recal it, for I knew I never could love
Sylvia Ashenburst. Shali I say any more upon
this subject, or shall 1 let it drop for ever-
more ¥

“ Let it drop,” I said.

After that he said a great deal more in quite
a different maner, but I am not going to write
it dotwwn here for everybody to read. He finished
by asking me to be lus wife. I do not know
what I answered, but I know that I am his wife
now. And this was the way that my year
ended.

I have been out in India with my husband,
leaving my two litle cluldren at home with
their grandmother, and now, on my return, I
find many things changed. Mrs. Hatteraick 1s
well, and still the dearcst mother that ever o
hushand gave to his wife, but Polly and Nell are
quite grown-up girl,, Miss Pollard has vanished
from the village, but Mrs. Strong is flourishing
in the doctors home. FElspie, who hves, of
course with me, is very feckle, and I do beheve
it i3 ouly the sight of my cinldren that keeps
her alive. She is peaceful now in ber mind,
she says, beeause the bairn is bappy, and the
mistress takes her rest. It may be that T ought
to have kept this part of miy story, about my
mother's spirit, to myself, but it 15 wntten
down netw, believe it or not, who will,

In the Mill-house those many changes are
made which I have described in the beginning
of my story. Yecsterday I drove over to sece
Sylvia. She met me with a baby in ber arms
and two curly heads bobbing about her knees, a
beautiful buxom matron. She filled the Lands
of the little ones, mine and hers, with cakes,
and hushed them out into the sug, like a flock
of chickens, to play, wiule she and I kad our
cup of tea and our chat. Luke came in and
joined us. " I think he is greatly improved, much
better and happier than ever he would have
been with a wife who had loved bim less than
Sylvia. He is pretty well as a man, excepl
when be stands beside my Mark.

I lay down my pen and go to the window to
look out on the dear familiar woods and fields
of my Bldergowan home. I fancy I can sce the
smoke from the Streamstow Mills hanging
faintly among the clouds in the distance, and
the old purring of the wheels comes across my
heart like the murmy= of memory’s voice which
bias been whispering « ack to meall the incidents
of this little tale which I have been tclling.
Very solemn thoughts come and go about my
father and mother and Dick, and I search alorg
tho horizon fur the trees of the graveyard. But
solean thouguts are soon scattered in this
house. Here 58 grandmamma comivg roind
the geblo with two little trots seattering guain
to the pigeons. Here, too, is Mark coming
ncross the lawn with his gun., How brave and
beaming hoe looks, He will come into this room
in & mioute, and then I sball have finished the
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last word of this story that he asked me to
write; and I shall put the manuseript in his
hands.

I'rangdatens from Vietor Hngo  No. .

MADELEINE.

—

List, oh! hst sweet Madeleine,
Winter now hath tled the platn
‘That the snow so late o’crspread,
Come within yon woodland stray,
Wheuce iy vassald hasto away
8y the wand'ring bugleled.

Come, methinks, sweet Madeleine,

That the spring, whose breath d i stain
Roses with their blushing uyos,

Shakes, this eve, in feagrant showers

From lhier robes that teemn with flowers,
Blossoms to enchiant thiue eyos.

Would I were, ol ! Madeleine,

But tiie lamb whose flceces gain
From thy handg a soft caress:

Would I waroe the bird that floats

Through tho azure, white the notes
Of thy voice its wand'rings bless.

Would I were, oh? Madeleine,
That Recluse, afar from vain
Worldlings in his safntly cell,
To whose eara thou dest betray
AR thy petty sins each day,
Sins taat virgin lips may tell.

Or, keen.visioned I would fain

Bo the night-moth, Madeleiue,
That ero thou dost sink tosleep,

Near thy chamber hoverivog,

Beats the casement with his wing,
Sceming covetous to peep;

When thy bodice, Madeleine,
With its velvet doth restrain
Now no more thy bosom wiuite,
And thy modesty’s oxcess
Veils thy naked loveliness
From thy very mirror's sight.

If thou willest, Madoleine,
Soon thy dwelling shall contain
Vassals brave and pages fair;
Gorgeous tapestries shall hide
Dull grey arcles, else descried
Iu thy secret shrine for prayer

If thou willest, Madeleine,

Nevermore shall floswery chamn
WWreathie thy hood of rustic girl:

Richly clad as Countess fair

Thou a coronet sbalt wear,
Blossoming witl sprays of pearl.

If thou willest, Madeleine,
Thou shalt sway yon wide domain
As my Bride and Baroness;
Quit for mo thy calm retreat,
Or, if so thoun willest, swect,
I will don a shicpherd’s dress.

MONTREAL. G.

ON WORDS.

It. wealth, good sense and closeness of strue-
ture no language at present spoken deserves to
be compared with tho Englich tongue: it has
been computed that it contains above sixty thou-
sand words. English, as every one knows, is a
compound language, made up from words taken
from almost every nation under heaven.

The present Atchbishop of Dublin, says, that
if the language were divided into ono hundred
parts, sixty of them would be of Saxon origin,
thirty of Latin (including, of course those Latin
words and terms which come to us through the
Hrench), five would be Greek, and the remaining
five parts would represeat the words which we
have adopted from all other languages. The
old Saxon is the foundation and besis of the
wonderful structure which we call tho English
tongue, and not oaly is it the foundation, but
nearly the whole framework of the huilding is
composed of it, while the porticocs aund the pil-
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larg, the cornices and the frescoes, and nearly all
the ornaments and aticles of veriu with which it
is beautified and embelljshed are borrowed from
other sources, from the Latin, the Greek, the
Spanish, the [alier.  As the learned French
say 8, “all the joints of the language, its whole
articulation, its sinews and its ligaments, the
great body of articleg, prosoung, conjunciions,
prepositions, numerals, all smaller words which
serve toknit tegoether and bind the larger into
sentences, these, not 10 speak of the graminatical
stracture of the Janguage, are exclusively Saxon.
The Latin contributes its tale of bricks, yes,of
guodly and polished howau stones to the ss'\ri\u:\l
Luilding, but the mortar which holds and binds
the different parts of the louses together is Sax-
on.” The Saxou is the lunguage of the people,
of thic home, of the fireside , in it we give utlerance
to tha feelings-of the heart, while when we soar
into wie cold, lofty and serene regions of plut-
osophy, science and art, and ceaging to be or-
dinary mortals become sages and Solomons, we
talk grandiloquently and cuphoniously in Saxou
words and Greek terms.

According to one of the most learned living
philologists, a well educated person in England,
who has played foot-ball and cricket at Rughy
or Fton, and has loitered about the baunks of
the Isis or Cam, who reads tho Bible, his Shake-
speare, his Z%¥mes, and all the books of Moodic's
Circulating Library, scldom uses more than
three or four thousand words in actual conversa-
tion. Accurate thinkers and closo reasoners, who
avoid vague and general ¢-pressions, who are
able to split hairs and hit the exact nail on the
head, and stammer and stutter, hum and baw,
until they find the word that exactly to the most
infinitessimal portion of tho fraction of an inch,
fits their meanirg, employ a larger stock ; elo-
quent speskeis ‘who can pour forth ccaseless tor-
rents of words by the hour together, as the
Burkes, the Foxes, the Sheridaus, may bave com-
mang over some ten thousand. Shakespeare, the
hundred-souled Bard of Avon, who displayed a
greater variety of expression than probably any
writer in apy language, produced the Joves of
Rowmeo and Juliet, the friendships of the Two
Gentlemen of Verony, the wickednesses of Mac-
beth and Richard the Third, the contortions of
Caliban, the eccentricities of Falstaff and all his
other plays, with about £fteen thousand words,
Milton, in rearing those mighty works of his,
used but cight thousand ; while the Old Tosta-
ment reveals Lo us the history of the Church for
forty centuries, and records the sweet carols of
David, the hearselike airs of Job and Jeremiah,
the terrible denunciations and the glorious fore-
tellings of the Prophets, together with all that
was necessary for salvation, in five thousand six
hundred and forty-two words,

How few think of the rcal meaning of the
simple words they use; with words, as with
everything clse, familiarity breeds contempt ; we
find them so easily, that wo rarely, if over, think
about them; butif we pause and examine the
most comneon word, we will find in it & mine of
wealth, more valuable, more lasting than cven
the Richardson gold ficld. Thero are few modes
of instruction more useful, and few amusements
more rational or more pleasant, than seeking
into the true meaning of a word, its origin, and .
its history. They are fossils, containing ¢ beau-
tiful thoughts und images, the imaginations and
the feelings of past ages, of men long since in
their graves—of men whose very pames bave
perished.”

The great Lord Chatham, whose name is the
representative in our language of whatever isbold
and commanding in cloguence, went twice
through the folio dictionary of Bailey, cxamining
every word with the greatest attention, dwelling
on its derivation, and weighing its peculiar im-
port, aud its different modes of construction,
thus cndeavouring to bring the whole rango of
the language completely under his control; and
the same advantages that this giant in elpquence
obtained are within the reach of every young
man who will take similar trouble. There is
scarcely a word in the whole Ianguage that will
not repay the most careful cxamination, slthough,
perbaps, one may not often come across such &
treasure as Johnson’s definition of that very com-
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mon amusemcat of ladies, network, which, he
says, “is anything reticuled or decussated, at
equal distances, with interstices between the
intersections.,”  Neither will one often find such
a rich specimen of the derivtion of words as the
following, by Dean Swift: ¢« Alexander the
Great was very fond of eggs roasted in hot
ashes,  As soon as his cooks hieard he was come
to dinner or supper, they called aloud to therr
under officers, “all cggs under the grate,” which,
repeated every day at noon and ovening, made
strangers think it was that prince's name, and
they therefore gave him no other; and posterity
hins been ever s'nce under the same delusion.”

Take and examine, for instance, the fellowing
simple scotenco: ¢ This is written on tho first
Tuesday in March, on a piece of foolscap paper.”
Here the studeat is carried from the old Anglo-
Saxons as they were long ere Gregory took com-
pazsion on the pretty children in the slave war-
ket at Rome, and sent his missionaries to convert
them, to the still more ancient inhabitants of the
Seven-hilled City, when they were but a gang
of robbers, like birds of prey in nests of mud; he
is hurried from the time of Cromwell and his
Ironsides, with their closely cropped hair, and
the gay cavaliers of Charles with their long,
flowing, curly locks, to the days when the
Pharaol's had their thousands and tens of thou-
sands of workuen making their daily tale of
bricks, and toiling at those gigantic pyramids,
and# thosce.temples, palacesand pjles stupendous,
of which the very ruins are tremendous.” The
word Tuesday tells us that as on this day our
Saxon forefuthers worshipped their God of war,
begrimed with paint and blood, ¢ Tuisco” by
nome, while on the following day they bent the
knee and sacrifice in bonor of * Woden,” their
chief deity; and on Thursday * Thor” was
called upon ; and ¢ Freya,” Lis lovely and beauti-
ful wife, the Venus of the northern climes, on
Friday. ¢ March” recails the sunny memories
of those wonderful stories so firmly believed in
our sohool-boy days of the twins suckled by the
wolf and fightiog each other over the mudwalls
of their infunt city, when we know that Romulus,
who gave the names to all the months, save
January and February, called . 's one Martiug,
in bonor of his reputed father, the terrible  Mars,”
the god of war and driver of the dreadful and
awe-inspiring horses ¢ Terror” and * Flight,”
and who, in return, carricd his son up tobleaven
in his brazen chariot. (How these tales of an-
cient Rome, so long believed io, have been swept
mto a coraer along with fables, legends and use-
less lore, in this prosaic age, by heartless Ger-
man critics, who are almost as cold blooded as
the physician of Wordsworth, ¢ who would pecp
and botanize upon his mother's grave.”)

“Foolscap” repeats the tale of the exccution
of Charles the First, and the usurpation of Crom-
well, and of tho attemps made during the days
of the Commonwealth to bring royalty into con-
tempt, for up to thattime on every sheet of paper
of a certain size the arms of the sovereign were
stamped ; but the far-famed Rump ordered that
thereafler a fool's cap and bells should be the
distinguishing mark,

“ Paper” lets us know that it is the legitimate
successor of the papyrus, swhich grew so pleati-
fully on the banks of the Nile, and whose large,
flat, flag-like leaves afforded one of carly sub-
stances on which the poet or tho pbhilosopber
could inscribe his soul-stirring verses or his pro-
found and learned meditations, in Egyptian
hieroglyphics, or in the letters Cadmus gave.

Then again, sit down at the dinner table to a
quiet ordmary family meal, and before you
satisfy the cravings of hunger by demolishing
the outspread wiands, partake of & mental foast
aud meditate on the derivations and the natign-
alities of the names of the various articles of
food and uze on the board. That worthy old
gentleman, the Spectator, says that no fruit
grows 0.7 -inally in England besides hips and
haws, acorns and pig-nuts, with other delicacies
of a like nature; that the climate itself and
without the assistance of art, can make no
further advances towards the plum than toa
slo¢, aud carries an apple to no greater perfec-
ion than a crab, and that nearly everything
“atis good for food and pleasant to the taste
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liag been imported from other lands fur the bene-
fit of the rich epicurean, Jotm Bull; 80 it is with
the names of the various srticles of the table,
and for table use, very few are indigenous or of
Saxon origin, but the great majority have been
gathered from the East and from the Weat from
the North and from the South, toincrrage the
riches and swell the vocabularies of the Buglish
language. The table was borrowed frum the
tabula of the ancient Romang, the turcen upon
it came all the way across the Alps from Victor
Emmanuel's beautiful and refined city of Turin,
though the beau-soup is made up of equal por-
tions of Saxon and Frencli: the knife at your
side was made from the canif of some frog-eat-
ing Frenchman, while the spoon was introduced
into England by the old Horse Sea-kings under
Guthrum or Canute: the plate, if you are a
poor man and canonly affurd common delf, came
from the old fashioued town of Delftin Holland,
but if you are rich you catoff a present from the
celestinl pig-tail inbabitants of China. As for
the liquors they came from the fertile plains o,
Frauce or Portugal, or the far-fiuned banks of
the Rhine, unless you are a bard drinker and
then you will obtain your toddy and your punch
(wkich meaus five, being composed of five in-
gredients,) from the Hindus, or will manufacture
your whisky from the Irish usquebaugh (pro-
nounced whisky-bay) the water of life: the grog
will come from #n Euglish sailor, as we would
very aaturally expect, the beverage being called
after Admiral Edward Vernon, whobeing in the
habit of walking the quarter deck in o rough
grogram coat obtained the soubriquet of Old
Grog, from his men, and whea heintroduced the
mixture of rum and water into his fleet, his jolly
tars relished *he drink so much that they honored
it with the name they bad before bestowed on
their gallant commander, As for the edibles the
sir-loin of beef, comes from across the channel,
and is simply the portion above the loin (sur le
loigne,) notwithstanding the interesting aud ro-
mantic story of Charles the Second, the merry
king, having in one of his revels struck that
picce of meat with his sword, bidding it ¢ rise,
Sir Loin ” the pork comes from old Rome, where
it should be allowed to stop until it parts com-
pany with its Greek friend Trichina, for evil
communications corrupt good pork as well as
good manners ; the mutton comes from the mou-
ton of the French, and the potatoes from the
West Indies, althongh our Irish fellow subjects
lay claim to them by cbristening them murphies.
The vinegar (vinaigre, sour wine,) and the salt
come, also, from the land of the frog-caters,
although originally born in Italy, while the cur-
rants in the pudding journcy all the way from
the old city of Corinth, But enough, your din-
ner will be cold, and the readers of the §:ror-
DAY READER are not, as yet, sufficiently ethereal
to exist upon meditation and fasting. V.

BIRDS OF PREY.

BY THR AUTHOR OP *‘ LADY AUDLEY’S SECRET,” &e.
Continued from page 216.
Book the Filth.
RELICS OF THE DEAD.

To me thisletter iz almost conclusive evidence
of a marriage. Who can this little M. be, of
whom he writes so tenderl except & child?
TWho can this woman be, whose i1 health causes
him such anxioty, unless a wife? Of no one dut
a wife could he write so freely to his sister, The
place to which he asks her to ¢¢steal a visit”
must needs be a home to which & man coald in-
vitg his sister. I fancy itis thusmade very clear
that at this period Matthew Haygarth was
secretly married and living atSpotswold, where
his wife and son w¢ e afterwards buried, and
whence the hody of the son was ultimately re-
moved to Dewsdale to be laid in that greve
which the father {e]t would soom be his own
resting-place.  That allusion to the Ullerton
talk of London roysterings indicatey that Mat-
thew's father believed him to be squsndering the

paternal substance in the metropolis at the very
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time when the young man was leading o simple
domestic life within fifty miles of the paternnl
abode. No man could do such a thing in these
days of wapid locomotion, when every creature
is more . less peripatetic ; but in that benighted
ceutury, the distance from Ullerton to Spotswold
constituted a day's journey. That Matthew was
living in one place while he was supposed to be
in another, is made snfliciently clear by several
passagesin his letters, all more ot less in the strain
of the following :

# I was yesterday——markett-day—at G., wear
I ran suddennly agenst Peter Browne's eldest
Indd. Ye Loy openn'd bis eycs wide, stearing
like an owle ; butt I gaive tum bakk his looke
with interrest, and tolde him if he was curiouse
to know my name, I was Simon Lubchick, far-
mer, at his servise. Y¢poresimpet1idd arsk’d my
pardonn humbly for having mistok me for »
gentleman of Ullerton—ag frend of b fucher ; on
wich I gaive him a shi.lin, and e parted, vast-
Iy plesed with eche othier - ~wa tng is nott the
fust time the site of Uller.on fokes ha: putt me
into & swett,”

Amongst later letters are very sad ones. The
little M. is dead. The fathers poor aching
heart proclaims its anguish in very simple
words.

“ Nop. 1751, T thank my dear sister kindly
for her frendlinesse and compachin ; butt, ah, he
is gone, and their semes 0 be no plesure or comn-
forte on this erth without bim1 onlic a littel
childe of 6 yeres, and yett so dere a creetur to
this harte that the worlde is emty and lonely
without him. M. droopes sadly, aud is more
ailing cverey day. Indede, my dere Ruth, 1 see
nothing but sorrow before me, and I wou'd be
right gladd to lay down at peece in my littel
Ms grave.”

I can find no actual anuouncements of death :
only sad allusions here and there. I fancy the
majority of Matthew's letters must have been
lost, for the dates of those confided to my hands
arc very far apart, and there is evidence in all
of them of other correspondence.  After the
letter alluding to little 3.3 death, there is o
biatus of cight years. Then comes a letter with
the pest-mark London very clear, from which [
transcribe an extract.

“ October 4th, 1759, Tle toun is very sadd;
everry body, high and low, rich and pore, in
morning for Gennerel Wolf: wot a nobel deth
to die, and how much happier thanto live, when
one considers the cairs and miseries of this life ;
and sech has bin the oppinion of wiserfokes than
y° humble servent. Being in companic on
Thersdny sennite with that distingwish'd riter,
Dr. Johnson,—whose admir'd story of Raseless
I seat you new from ye press, but who Iam bound
to confesse is less admirable as a fine gentlemann
than as an orther, lus linning siled and his
kravatt twisted ary, and his mabners wot in a
more obskure persoun wou'd be thort ungenteet,
—lie made a remark wich impress’d me much
Some one present, being almost all gentlemenn
of parts and learning except y* pore ustuter'd
Lrother, observed that it was a saying with the
ainchents that y¢ happiest of mea was bim wich
was never born ; 3¢ next happy him wich died
the soones}. On wich Doctor Johnson cried
out verry loud sud anggy, ¢ That was a Paggann
sentyment, sir, and I am asbam’d that a Xtian
gentelmann shou'd repete it a3 a subject for ad-
merashun. Betwene these heathen men and y¢
followers of Christ their is all ye differenc be-
tweno a slave and g servent of a kind Master.
Eche bears the same burden; butt y* servent
knows be wil receive just wages for bis work,
wile y¢ slave hopes for nothing, and so conkludes
that to escape work is to be happy!” I could
but aknowlego the wisdomn and pyety of tius
speche, yett whenn I see y° peapel going bye in
there biack rayment, I envy the youg Genuerel
bis gloreous deth, angd wigh { was Jaying amongst
the slane on the hites of Quebeck, I went to
look aty° old house in J, St,, but I wou'd not
go in to gee Mr. F. or y° old roomes: for I think
Ishoul'd sce the nparishions of those tbat once
liv'd in them. C. thrivs at Higate, wear the
aire is fresh and pewer, I go to see her offen,
She is nerely as high a8 ~ou. @ive my servig to
Mrs. Rebecka, sinse you say it will plese my
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father to do 8o, and be is now dispos’d to think
more kindly of me. Buttif he thinks I shal everr
arske her to be my wife he is mityly mistaken.
You know wear my harte lies—in y® grave with
all that made life dere. Thank my father for
the Bill, and tell him I pass my time in good
companie, and neether drink nor play ; and will
come to Ullerton to pay him my respeckts when
he pleses to bid me. Butt I hav no desire to
leeve London, as I am gladd to be neare C.”

Who was C., whom Matthew visited at High-
gate, and who was nearly as tall as Ruth Jud-
son? Was she not most likely the same C.
mentioned in conjunction with the little M. in
the earlier letters? and if 80, can there be any
doubt that she was the daughter of Matthew
Haygarth ? Of whom but of a daughter would
he write as in this letter? She was at High-
gate, at school most likely, and he goes to see
her. She is nearly as tall as Mrs. Judson, This
height must have been a new thing, or he would
scarcely impart it a8 a piece of news to hig sister.
And then he has no desire to leave London, as
he is glad to be near C.

My life upon it, C. is a daughter.

Acting upon this conviction, I have transcri-
bed all passages relating to C., at whatever dis-
tance of time they occur.

Thus, in 1763, I find— C. has grone verry
hansome, and Mrs. N. tells me is much admir'd
by a brother of her frend Tabitha. She never
stirs abrorde but with Tabitha, and if a dutchess,
cou'd be scarce wated on more cairfully. Mrs.
N. loves her verry tenderly, and considers her
the sweetest and most wel bredd of young wo-
men. I hav given her the new edishun of Sir
Chbarles Grandisson, wich they read alowde in
y© evenings, turn and turn about, to Mrs. N. at
her spining. C. has given me a wool comforter
of her owne worke, and sum stockings wich
are two thick to ware, but I hav not told her
80.”

Again, in 1764: ¢ Tabitha Meynell’s brother
goes more than ever to Higate. He is a clark
in his father'’s wearhouse ; very sober and esti-
mabel, and if it be for ye hapiness of C. to marry
him, I wou'd be y* laste of men to sett my
orthoritty agenst her enclinashun. She is yett
but ayteen yeres of age, wich is yoang to make
a change; so I tell Mrs. N. we will waite.
Meanwhile y¢ young peapel see eche other off-
en.”

Again, in 1766 : ¢ Young Meynell is still con-
stant, expresgsing much love and admirashun for
C. in his discorse with Mrs. N. butt sattisfide to
wait my plesure before speking oppenly to C.
He semes a most exempelry young man; his
father a cittizen of some repewt in Aldersgait
Street, ware I have din’d since last riting to you,
and at hoose tabel I was paid much consideras-
hun. He, Thomas Meynell ye father, will give
his son five hundred pound, And I prommis a
thousand pound with C. and to furnish a house
at Chelsee, a verry plesent and countriefide vil-
age; 80 I make no doubt there will soon be a
wedding.

“ I am sorrie to here my father is aleing ; give
him my love and servise, and will come to Ul-
lerton immediate on receiving his commands. I
am plesed to think Mrs. Rebecka Caulfeld is so
dutifull and kind, to him, and has comfortedd
him with prairs and discorses. I thank her for
this more than for any frendshipp for my unde-
serving self. Pray tell her that I am much at
her servise. :

 QOur new king is lov'd and admird by all.
His ministers not 80 ; and wise peopel do enter-
tain themselfs with what I think foolish jokes a-
bout a Skotch boote. Perhapps I am not cleverr
enuff to see the funn in this joke.”

In this letter I detect a certain softening of
feeling towards Mrs. Rebecca Caulfield. In the
next year—'¢6—according to my notes, Mat-
thew’s father died, and I bave no letters bear-
ing the date of that year, which our Matthew no
doubt spent at home. Nor have I any letters
from this time until the year of Matthew's marri-
age with Rebecca Caulfield. In the one year
of his union with Mrs. Rebecea, and the last
year of his life, there are many letters, a few from
London and the rest from the manor-house at
Dewsdale. Butin these epistles, affectionate and

confidential as they are, there is little positive
information.

These are the letters of the regenerate and
Wesleyanised Matthew ; and, like the more ela-
borate epistles of his wife Rebecca, deal chiefly
with matters spiritual. In these letters I can
perceive the workings of a weak mind, which in
its decline has become a prey to religious ter-
rors; and though I fully recognise the reforming
influence which John Wesley exercised upon the
people of England, I fancy poor Matthew would
have been better in the hands of a woman whose
piety was of a less severe type than that of
Wesleyan Rebecca.. There is an all-pervading
tone of fear in these letters: a depression which
is almost despair. In the seme breath he laments
and regrets the lost bappiness of his youth, and
regrets and laments his own iniquity in having
been so ignorantly and unthinkingly happy.

Thus in one letter he says—

‘“ When I think of that inconsideratt foolish
time with M., and how to be nere her semed the
highest blisse erth cou’d bistowe or Heven prom-
mis, I trimbel t0 think of my pore unawakea’d
sole, and of her dome on wich the tru light never
shown. If I cou'd believe she was happy my
owne sorrow wou'd be lesse; but I canot, sence
all y® worthyest memberrs of our seck agree that
to die thinking onely of erthly frends, and clin-
geng with a passhunate regrgtt to them we luv
on erth ig to be lesse than a tru Xtian, and for
sech- their is but one dome.”

And again, in a still later epistle, he writes—
" On Toosday sennite an awakning discorse
fromm a verry young man, until lately a capp-
penter, but now imploid piusly in going frém
toun to toun and vilage to vilage, preching. He
says, that a life of cairlease happyness, finding
plesure in ye things of this worlde, is—~not being
repentied of—irretrevable damnation. This is
a maloncally thort! I fell to mewsing on M.,
with hoom I injoy’d snch compleat happyness,
tel Deth came like a spekter to bannish all com-
forte. And now I knowe that our lives wear
vainity. I ashure you, dear sister, I am prodid-
iusly sadd when I reffleckt upon this truth—
ashuredly it is a barde saying

Anon comes that strange foreknowledge of
deatb—that instinctive sense of the shadowy
hand go soon to lay him at rest; and with that
mystic prescience comes a yearning for the little
child M. to be laid where his father may lie down
beside him. There are many passages in the lat-
ter letters which afford a clue to that mysterious
midnight burial at Dewsdale.

¢ Last nite I drem't of the cherchyarde at S.
I satte undeér the olde yewe tree, as it seemed in
my dreme, and hurd a childes voice crying in a
very pitious mannerr- The thort of this dreme
has oppress'd my speritts all day, and Rebecka
has enquierd more than wunce wot ales me. If
little M. but lay nere at hande, in y° graive to
wich I fele I must soone be carrid, I beleive I
shou’d be happyer. Reproove me for this folley
if you plese, . I am getting olde, and Sattan
temts me with seche fooleish thorts. Wot dose
it matter to my sole wear my vile bodie islaid?
and yet I have a fonde fouleish desier to be ber-
rid with littel M.” :

And in these latest letters there is ample evi-
dence of that yearning on Matthew's part to
reveal a secret which Rebecca’s own correspon-
dence betrays. )

“ We tawked of manny things, and she was
more than ordinnary kind and gentel. I had a
mind to tell her about M., and aske her frend-
ship for C.; but she seemed not to cair to here
my sekrets, aud I think wou'd be offended if she
new the trooth. So I cou'd not finde courrage
to tell her. Before I die I shal speek planely
for the saik of C. and M. and ye little one. 1
shal cum to U. erly nex weak to make my Wille,
and. this time shal chainge my umour no more.
I have bvrnt ye laste, not likeing it.”

This passage occurs in the last letter, amongst
the packet confided to me. The letter is dated
September 6, 1774. On the fourteenth of the
following month Matthew died, and in all pro-
bability the will here alluded to was never exe-
cuted. Certain it ia that Matthew, whose end
wag awfully sudden at the last, died intestate,
whereby his son John inherited the bulk, and

ultimately the wholé, of his fortune. -There ar
many allusions to this infant son in the last fe®
letters ; but I do not think the little creatureob-
tained any great hold on the father’s heart. NO
doubt he was bound and swaddled out of eved
such small semblance to humanity as one may
reasonably expect in a child of six or seved
weeks old, and by no means an agreeable being:
And poor weak-minded Matthew’s heart Wa8
with that player-girl wife whom he never 8¢
knowledged, and the little M.

And thus ends the story of Matthew Haygarth
so far as I have been able to trace it in the nd-
fathomable gloom of the past.

It seems to me that what I have next to d0
will be to hunt up information respecting that
youngman Meynell, whose father lived in Alders:
gate-street, and was a respectable and solid
citizen of that ilk ; able to give a substantis!
dinner to the father of his son's sweetheart;
and altogether a person considerable enough,
should imagine, to have left footprints of som®
kind or other on the sands of Time. The id-
scrutable Sheldon will be able to decide in whét
manner the hunt of the Meynells must begin.
doubt if there is anything more to be done iB
Ullerton.

I bave sent Sheldon a fair copy of my extract
from Matthew’s correspondence, and have retars”
ed the letters to Miss Judson, carefully packed i#
accordance with her request. I now await mf
Sheldon's next communic¢ation and the abate
ment of my influenza before making my ne
move in the great game of chess called Life.

What is the meaning of Horatio Paget®
lengthened abode in this town ? He is still
here.  He went past this houe to-48Y
while I was standing at my window in that b
ject state of mind known only to influenza 8"
despair. I think I was suffering from a toud!
of both diseases, by the bye. What is that ms®
doing here? The idea of his presence fills
with all manner of vague apprehensions. I ¢80
not rid myself of the absurd notion that the
lavender-glove I saw lying in Goodge's parlovf
had been left there by the Captain. I know tb°

idea is an absurd one, and I tell myself agsis

and again that Paget cannot have any inkling"{
my business here, and therefore cannot attemp
to forestall me or steal my hard-won inform‘;
tion. But often as [ reiterate this—in that sile?
argument which a man is always elaborating
his own niind—I am still tormented by s nervo!
apprehension of treachery from that man. -
suppose the boundary-line between influen
4nd idiocy is a very narrow one,
Horatio Paget is such a thorough-paced sconnd:
rel.  He is lié with Philip Sheldon too—ano
thorough-paced scoundrel in a quiet gentlems®”.
ly way, unless my instinct deceives me,

October 12th. There is treachery somewher®” -

Again the Haygarthian epistles have been 8.
pered with. Early this morning comes an in #
nant note from Miss Judson, reminding me

I promised the packet of letters should be **
stored to her yesterday at noon, and infoﬂl}”‘
me that they were not returned until last ”'ﬁ:r
at eleven o'clock, when they were left at
back garden-gate by a dirty boy who rang
bell a3 loudly asif he had been giving the ald®
of fire, and who thrust the packet rudely ¥
the hand of the servant and vanished immedl‘w
ly. So much for the messenger. The pa¢
itself, Miss Judson informed me, was of a df
and disgracefal appearance, unworthy the nas?’
of a gentlewoman, and one of the letters wst
missing.

And thed .

Heedless of my influenza, I rushed at oncé ': '

the lower regions of the inn, saw the wxiterg:lf,
whose hands I had confided my packet at ed
past ten o'clock yesterday morning, and 88 b0
what messenger had been charged with it. ¥
waiter could not tell me, He did not remeﬂ’b‘;{
I told him plainly that I considered this was}
memory very extraordinary. The waiter 188
ed me to scorn, with that quiet insolence ¥

a well-fed waiter feels for a customer who %
twenty shillings a week for his board and 107
ing. The packet had been given to & 20
respectable messenger, the waiter made on®
doubt. As to whether it was the ostler; 0F .
of the boys, or the Boots, or & young womé®
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the kitchen who went on errands sometimes, the
waiter wouldn't take upon himself to swear, be-
ing o man who would perish rather than inad-
vertently peyjure himsclf, As to my packet
buving been tampered with, that was ridiculous,
What on carth was there in a lump of letter-
paper for anyono to steal?  Was there money
in the parcel? 1 was fain to confess there wus
no woney ; on which the waiter laughed aloud.

Failing the waiter, I applied wysclf severally
to the ostler, the boys, the Boots, and the youug
woman in the kitchen; and then transpired the
curious fitct that no one had carried my packet.
The ostler was sure he had not j the Boots could
take his Bible oath to the sawme cfivct ; the young
woman in the kitchen could not call to mind
soything respecting a packet, though she was
able to give me a painfully circumstantial ac-
count of the cvents of the morning—swhero sho
went and what she did, down to the purchase of
three-pennyworth of pearlash and a pound of
Glenfiold starch for the head chawmber-maid, on
which she dwelt with a persistent fondaess.

1 now felt assurcd that there bad been treach-
ery here, as in the Goodge business ; and I asked
myself to whomn could [ imputo that treach-
ey ?

Aly instinctive suspicion was of Horatio Paget.
And yet, was it not more probable that ‘Theo-
dore Judson sear. and Theodore Judson juar.
were involved in this business, aud were watch-
ing and counter-checking my actions with a
view to frustrating the plans of wy principal ?
This was one question which I asked myself as
1 deliberated upon this mysterious business. Had
the Theodore Judsons some knowledge of a
secret marriage on the part of Matthew lay-
garth 2 and did they suspect the existence of an
Leir an the descendant of the issue of that inarri-
age. These were further queations which T ask-
¢d wyself, and which I found it so much more
casy to ask than to answer.

After having considered these questions, I
went to the Lancaster-road, saw Miss Judson—
assured hier, on my word as a gentleman, that
the packet bad been delivered by my hauds into
those of the waiter at cleven o'clock on the pre-
vious day, and asked to sce the envelope. There
it was—my large blue wire-wove office-envelope,
addressed in my own writing. But in these days
of adhesive envelopes there is nothing easier than
to tamper with tbe fustening of a letter. I re-
gistered o mental vow never agaw to trust any
wportant document to the protection ofa mor-
¢l of gummed paper.  Icounted the letters, con-
vinced myself that there was a deficiency, and
then set to work todiscover which of the letters
ked been abstracted. Here 1 failed utterly.
Formy own convenience in copying my extracts,
1had numbered the letters from which lintend-
ed to transcribe passages before beginuiog my
work. My penciled figures in cousecutive order
were visible in the corner of the superscription
of every document I had used. Thosc number-
cd covers I now found intact, and I could thus
assure myself that the missing document was one
from which I had taken no extract.

This inspired me with a new alarm. Could it
be possible that I had overlooked some serap of
information more important than all that I had
transcribed ?

1 racked my brains in the endeavour to recall
the contents of that onc missing letter; but al-
though I sat in that social tomb, Miss Judson's
best parlour, until I feit my blood Lecoming of
aa arctic quality, I could remember nothing
that scemed worth remembering in the letters 1
biad 1aid asideas valueless.

1 asked Miss Judson if she had any suspicion
of the person who had tampered with the packet,
She looked at me with an icy smile, and answer-
od in ironical accents, which were even more
chilling than the atmogphere of her parlour:

“Donot ask if 7 know ypho bas tampered
with thosg letters, Mr. Hawkehurst. Your
affectaltion of surprise bas been rermarkabiy welt
puton; but I am not to be deceived a second
ume, Whea you came tomein the first instance,

my suspicions; but you came furnished
with a note from my brother, and as a Christian
I repressed those suspicions. I know now that
1 bave been the dope of an impostor, and thatin

THE SATURDAY READER.

intrusting thoso letters to you [ intrusted them
to an emissary aud toot of Theodore Judson.”

I protested that I bad neverto my kuowledge
sot ¢yes upon cither of the Theodore Judsons:
but the prejudiced kinswoman of these gentle-
nmien shook her head with o smile whose icy
blanduess was aninently exaspemting.

¢ L am not to be deceived a second time,* she
said. * Who else but Theodore Judson should
huve employed you? Who clse but Theodore
Judson is iuterested in the Haygarth fortune?
0, it was like him to employ a stranger where he
knew his own efforts would be unavailing; it
wag like him to hoodwiuk me by the agency of
a bireling tool.”

I had Leen nddressed as a @ young mau ¥ by
the reverend Jonah, and now I was spoken of
as & * hireling tool by Miss Judson. 1 searely
knew which was most disagrecable, and I be-
gan to think that beard and lodging in the pre-
sent, and a visionary three thousand pounds in
the future, would scarcely compensate wme for
such an amount of ignominy.

. T went back 1o my inn utterly crestfullen—a
creature so abject that even the degrading in

fluence of influenza could scarcely sink me any
lower in the social scale. I wroten briefand suc.
cinct account of my proceedings, and despatched
the same to George Sheldon, and then I sat
down in my sickucss aud despair, as deeply hu-
milinted ns Ajak when he found that he had
been pitching into sbeep instead of Greeks, as
miserable as Job amongst his dust and ashes, but
I am happy to say untormented by the chorus of
one or the friends of the other. In that respect
at least I bad some advantage over both.

October 13th. This moraiug's post brought
me & brief scrawl from Sheldon.

¢ Come back to town directly.
the registry of Matthew Maygarth's marnage.

Andso I turn my back on Ullerton; with
what rejoicing of spirit it is not in language to
express.

1 have found

(To be continucd.)

A MYSTERY STILL.

EARLY half a century ago, a young fellow
with o smartish air, though of 4 small
ill-proportioned figure, Janded at the Cape of
Good Hope, bringing letters of introduction to
the Goveruar of that calony frow a well-hnown
cceentric Scottish nobleman. This fair-faced
slender youth held the humble rank of an
assistant-surgeon in the army.

He soon showed that he possessed the power
of self-appreciation to such a degree as required
a little taking down, Bat this wasfoundte be no
casy task. He bad the faculty ealled, in French,
I'audace, often a good substitute for ability |, but
when the two go band in hand, they carry all
before them, in onc shape or other. and as the
young surgeon was as clever as he was impu-
dent, he made a position for hiwsell, nud, what
is more, he kept it.

Wactor James—rwe give part of his name ag it
stdod in the Anny Listin 1865—was a physician
by Edinburgh diploma. As we shall show by-
and-by, ke never bield any regimental mak, pass-
ing, contrary 1o all precedent, to his full sur-
geoncy on the staff.

By dates from unqguestionable records, lic
seems to have received his dipluma at the early
age of fitecen. Whether these dates correspond
with his certificate of baptism it is impossible to
say, as, under all ciccumstances, it may be
doubtful whether such a dogument ever existed.

Whatever might have beea the statas of mili-
tary mcdical men fifty years since, James liKed
his calling, nnd, socially speal ing, was a gen-
tleman every inch of him. twough this is not
literally saying very much tor him, sccing he
was but a little man,  He aad « faic allowance
from some source or othes, but hie ncver spoky
of any rclatives or fricnds out of the military pro-
fession. Iis habits were too expensive to be
met by his mere pay and allowances, He kept
a horse and private scrvant, and, 88 a strict
vegelarian, would touch nong but the most deli-
cito fruits of the carth, DPotatoes and apples
were, to him,  filthy roots ;" the odour of cab-

.
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bage turned him sick ; but he liked peas, and
craved for asparagus, sea-kale, peaches, grapes,
melons, figs, custard apples, and, above all,
mungoes.  Joflee was the only stimulant he
could bear, except when ill, and then he would
sip diluted clinmpagno or brandy, medicinully.

Some called him s toady : but his letters of in-
troduetion placed bim at once in the best society
of the colony. Neither had he health for general
visiting, With those among wlhom ke lived, he
wmade friends, and kept them, is testiness was
harmless, his abilities wero unquestionable ; and
it having been intimated to the governor that the
young wedico's dutics were to be made as light
a3 the rales of the service would permit, hie was
installed as 1onorary pYysician to his Excellen-
cy’s family, and soon obtained such a reputation,
both as physician and surgeon, thatprivate prac-
tice came to him without his secking it. His
queer ways and irritable temper rather increased
then diministied his prestige, he held his own
through good report and evil report.

When first called into a patient, he would
have the room cleared of everything previously
prescribed, and would almost invariably order,
as preface to his course of tréatment, a bath of
Cape wine! Happen what might, he claimed
the whole credit of & cure, or blamed other’s for
fuilure. e was, to be sure, sent for at times.
143 a last resource. If the patient recovered
Doctor James had all the merit; if death ensued.
¢ Doctor James had unfortunately Y.2en sutnmou-
ed when the case was hopeless.”

His Excellency spoiled him, He became a kind
of tame imp, encouraged as amusing and harm-
less enough ; but, like such imps, he took advan-
tage onc day ofhis position, and was impertinent.
He bad the entreé¢ of "the governor’s private
cabinet. One morniog, sauntering in, bo had
the assurance to make some guerulous remarks
on an oflicial document lying on the table,
Finally he worked himself into such an offensive
pet, that his Excellency resolved to give himw
lesson ; sosnatching the litdefellow up by the col-
lar of his uniform, he swung him over the win-
dow sill—a few feet above the grassy garden—
and shook him. James screeched and cried pe-
cavi. He was forgiveu and never offended thero
in the same way again, Still every one was per-
sunded that such unwarrantable bumours as he
exhibited, were only tolerated by reason of certain
iuflucnces that remain a mystery at this day.
Ilis next adventore might bave ended bis carcer.
The story from Government House got bruited
abroad, and much fun was raised at Dr. James's
expense.  Sows laughed about it, in such away
13 that Jawmes could not but be aware of the
fact. He had been looking out for a chance of
checking the sauciness of some of the young ful-
lows in the garrison, and here was the chance at
last, Onc morning, a tall cornet, whose con-
temptuous manner had much ircitated him, was
sauntering along under the trees of 2 most charm-
ing walk, in one of the most public parts of
Cape Town—rwhere, to this day, the people are
wont to sit upou the stoops, men smoking,
women kuitting, and grave littlo Dutch children
toddling up anddown—when James strutted up
to the young dragoon; a member of the Gover-
nor’s stafl. James stopped the way with a de-
fiant air, Somc ill-conditioned person had made
the most of the corne's disparaging jests. James
was glad of thisopj.ortunity of asserting hiroself.
High wonds ensued, the doctor's shnll voice
piercing the air, and thus dmwing attention (as
he inzended it should) to the crcounter, wluch
cnded in o challenge, Next morning a .quiet
little duel took place. It ended well. Haads
were shaken, and the cornet and doctor became
good filends for life. If tho afluir ever came to
the cars of the governor, he thought it best to
ignore i, according to the fashion of the day.

Doctor Jarnes afforded & good illusteation of
the triumph of mind over matter. Tetchy as he
wns bt never cxcited any professional jealousy,
albeit, in defance of all precedent, he was pro-
motcd on the staft as full surgeon withount doing
& day's regimental duty.  Frail in body, unique
in appearance, and cccentric in maaner, he en-
sured respect by b.s capacity ; and, as be could
be courteous when lie pleased, his oddities were
cxcused by bis colleagues. e must hiave realis-
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ed at this period considerable sums by bis private
praciice, but he never changed his mode of liv-
iag. He kepta black servant, a serviceable
pory, and a small dog called Psyche. Most of
Peyche’s successars bore her name. This queer
quartett usually took their walks abroad in com-
pany, and were a well-known group at Cape
Town.

On Doctor James’ return to England, he was
odered an appointment at another colonial sta-
tion. Here owing to the climate, or possibly to
non-appreeiation, he grew discentented, and
without making any official application tor leave
of absencee, on plea of sickness or ‘‘ urgent pri-
vate affairs,” took his departure for England.

He would chuckle as he related the story of
bis unlooked-for reappearance before the direct-
or-general of the medioal department in London.
“ Sir,” said the director, ¢ I do not. understand
your reporting yourself in . this faghion. You
admit yon have returned without leave of ab-
sence. May I ask how this is ?”

“ Well,” said James, cooly running his long
white fingers through his crisp sandy curls, « 1
have come home to have my hair cut.”

He more than once defied the rules of the ser-
vice witlr impunity, and invariably boasted that
he could have his choice of quarters. And he
had. He was counted a lucky fellow; but who
he was, or what he was, never ceased to be a
question of debate among his brethren less for-
tunate than he.

It'would scarcely be sapposed that he would
submit to the banishment of St. Helena, but he.
thought it might suit him very well, and he ac-

- cepted it. And it did suit him veryjwell until he
made it too hot to hold him:. The climate pleas-
ed him. The fruits and delicate vegetables were
strong considerations with him. His health was
more settled than in former days, his reputation
was high, and he brought his usual letters of in-
troduction. Despite his shuffling gait, he might
have boen no more than thirty, althéugh he kad
been M.D. nearly twenty four years ! His smooth
face, his sandy bair, hig boyish voice, and a tol-
erable set of teeth, contributed essentially to his
juvenile appearance.

He was mow principal medical officer. He
installed himgelf in a pretty cottage at the head
of Jumes Town, and revelled in the tropical
fruits, a8 many who read this account will re-
member. A certain mango-tree was his favorite
bower. He paid well for all he had, and those
who had the best opportunities of knowing him
asgerted that, selfish, odd, and cranky as he was,
be had kindness for the poor, and was charitable
without ostentation. He would go about, bes-
triding his pony in strange fashion, with an um-
brella ovar hishead. His saddle was a curiosity,
It was so comfortably padded and so safely
shaped, that, onee wedged into it, it was a mar-
vel how he got out of . In uniform he was a
caricature, His boot heels were two inches
above the grbund, and within the boots were
soles three inches thick, Add to these boots
very long spurs, crown the sandy carls with a
cocked-hat, and eomplete all with a sword big

- enough for a drageon, and you have the doctor
complete. The pony was enveloped in a net
from ears to heels, and swung the tassels about
impatient of the-gear. The black man attended
st the beast's. head, and Psyche tripped after
them, the dootor's treble waking up the hot
silenee of the one narrow street shut in by bar-
ren rocks, and Psyche’s bark making discord at
intervals. )

He established himself in the old fashion at
Government House, where he was suffered to
talk of his aristocratic acquaintance, sometimes
atludimg to those of other days in a manner sof-
fidiently puzzling. As at Cape Town, he became
the family physician, or considered himself sueh,
and gave himself his usual airs when called in
to & private family. He effected some great
cures, and gained the confidence of his patients.
His presence at the hospital was a signal for the
juniors to be all on the alert. The soldiers liked
him and trusted in his skill; but woe betide the
laggard medico Who was not there to receive the
P. M. O., or who had swerved one hair's-breadth
from his instructions. ’

All went on harmoniously enough for upwards

of a year, when the doctor, in an evil moment,
picked a quarrel with an offfeer of the garrison,
The affair led to a challenge, which the doctor
declined in no dignified way, and it was followed
by his open expulsion from the garrison mess as
an honorary member. Finally, the governor
called for a court of inquiry, which resulted in
James being sent home under arrest. C

The writer of this article witnessed, his exit
fromrJames Town. Ou one of those still saltry
mornings peculiar to the tropics, the measured
step of the doctor’s pony woke up the echoes of
the valley. There came the P. M. O, looking
faded and crestfallen. He was in plain clothes,
He had shrunk away wonderfully. His blue
jacket hung loosely abont him, his white trou-
sers were & world too wide, the veil garnishing
his broad straw hat covered his face, and he
carried the inevitable unbrella over his head so
thatit screened him from the general gaze. The
street was deserted, but other eyes besides the
writer's looked on the group through the Vene-
tian blinde. No sentry presented arms at the
gates, and the familiar quartet proceeded unno-
ticed along the lines to the ship’s boat if wait-
ing. '

His influence had been at work for him before
he landed. He was released from arrest, outra-
geous as his conduct had been, and again had
hig choice of quarters, He went to other stations,
in the tropics, to Greece, and the Mediterranean,
He retained his taste for Government House so-
ciety, and as he grew older got less testy. He
began to think of death and sepulture, and would
have had a friend in the West Indies take an
oath that, if e (James) died there, he should be
buried in the garments he wore at the time.
The friend declined to swear, but James did not
quarrel with him.

His last voyage was made as an amateur.
Our winter drove him to the West Indies again,
where he gave out “confidentially ” that his
reasons for leaving England were very sad: “a
broken-off engagement with a young and beau-
tiful creature, and some trouble in money mat-
ters. He had lost documents, jewels, and family
records, on board a vessel which had foundered
at sea. He was unhappy, and he wanted solace.”
His former opponent in the duel was commander-
in-chief, and he and James were capital friends.

The summer of '64 brought him back to Eng-
land, with Black John and a little dog, whose
name was not Psyche, As the creatare is pro-
bably living, she shall be nameless. Doctor
James must now have been quite seventy years
old. His friends of former days held by him to
the last; he was often ailing; and the kind
ladies of his Cape patron’s family would take
him out driving in the park, and would have
him to dinner, with provision of suitable fruits
and cakes and ‘coffee,

It was asserted that he aspired to the honour
of being & K,C.B., and that his new uniform was
ordered for the last levee of the season. No
doubt, his service entitled him to some distinc-
tion ; and his influence still existed somewhere,
One day he returned to his lodgings from a car-
riage ride, shivering and feverish. He went to
bed, and despatched Black John with his excuses
from a dinner engagement for next day, Sunday.

On that Sunday morning Black John went
into his master’s room, as ;usual, to lay out his
body linen. Six towels were among the invari-
able items of his toilet, and though Black John
never assisted at it personally, he was aware
that his master wrapped these cloths about him ;
whether he did so for warmth, or to conceal any
personal defects in his emaciated form, was a
mystery. No wonder the form was emaciated,
for James had accustomed himself for many years
to periodical blood-lettings, either by leeches or
lancet. . ,

On Black John's retarn to the room, he found
hig master worse, but nothing would elicit his
permisgion to send for the medical friend who
had been in attendance on him previously, for
bronchitis. The faithful valet was alarmed, but
he and the dog were the only watchers on the
sufferer throughout the sultry July day. James
lay dozing and powerless. It was after mid-
night when he rallied.

He sat up and spoke to John, wandering at

Y-

times, and expressed concern at his long attend

"ance through so many hours; he would have

had John take some slight stimalant, which the
faithful soul declined. Suddenly James fainted
on his pillow. The valet used restoratives, which
revived him, ‘

“ John,” gasped the invalid,  this must be
death.” But Jehn did not think so. -

“ You are only weak, sir,” he said: ¢let mé
give you some champagne and water, or ﬂ’?
least drep of brandy in a wine-glags of water.
For James would take such stimulants in grest
extremity, and he was now in great extremity:
He sipped a little from the glass, and said, more
gently than usual -  Have some yourself, Johni
you neéed it, and you will not mind drinkit§
after me.” ‘They were his last distinct words
John again declined refreshment, fearing b

‘might falt asleep, but, at his master's requesh

went to lie down in an adjoining room ; thiok*
ing that “the general,” as James chose to b¢
designated by his valet, would get-some rest.
Always considerate to his dependents,  th
general” had been almost tender to John, H?
had spoken to him of his lonely life. ¢ It Wb
not always so, John," he had said : “ oneé I
many friends. I have some still, and those 8%
very good to me ; but they are not the friend&d
early times ; they will think of me, though, &
if you want help, they will remember you for B
sake, Now go and lie down. I think I BM“
sleep.” )
He never wolce again. At-daylight, John €%
tered the sick-room. The curtains were clot
80 he took the night-light and approached
bed. «The general” had died without & struggi®
Bis eyes were closed. Theé-worn features Wef
calm. There had been apparently no pain. |
John drew the sheet over the face, and 4%
scended to the kitchen for o charwoman, ¥
he knew would be there at that hour. He so
moned her to assist at the last toilet of the deM
“ general.” As she closed the door of the roo®
he retreated to his own, and laid‘ himself dow?
tired out. He was clositig Hid eyes, when %
charwoman hurried in. ‘* What do you me
she gaid, ¢ by calling me to lay out a gener
and the corpse is a woman’s "
John was utterly unprepared for this, altho'ﬁl'{. :
like many others, he had fancied the  gene!
to be ¢ diffrent from other people in some WN -
or another.” There had been floating suspicid® -
respecting the sex of the doctor, but John b’ .
ctared he had never thoroughly shared in theP:
He had lived with the “genaral” three yoSf
and, whatever doubt he might have had at M
he had latterly dismissed from his mind,
According to John’s account, the poor ¢ A
tare—the “old girl,” as the ghastly adep! i
her calling terms her—was not treated inl, :
last toilet with the courtesy she had n@ﬂ,,‘
wanted daring her military career. Before %5
poor corpse was laid in its grave, news rea o
the registrar-generat of the discovery, and he#
once called for a report from the proper autt
rity. The report was, that after a post ™
tem examination, it was found that D‘W”,I
James, of her Majesty’s service, was not oplf,
woman, bat had at’ a very early period df.)
been a mother I )
The deceased's effects were taken posu#'i
of by accredited agents. Notwithstanding o
large sums of money she must have receif ot
fees during her long course of private pra¢ e
she died penniless. The question arises, &)
had she spent the fortune she had made?
hush-money, or in support of the child wh%
still living, must be an elderly person? ]
James left no will. There was nothin8 ¢
leave, but the poor dog. A-nobleman’s f:y,a
came for the animal; settled accounts "
Black John, even to giving him the returs ‘,d
sage-money to the island whence he cnme;.‘o,,.
no one has since Mppeared claiming any fel”u«'bﬂ
ship with the ectentrlc being, who was ¢*
more mysterious in death than in life. ret®
Doctor James was buried at Kensal Of
late in July, 1865, and is registered ‘andef
name borne from the time of his entering ~
army as hospital assistant. '

A TasreLess Frurr.—The apple of the eye
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“FISH FOR TIE IIALL.”

wNow, then, which of you i3 going to get me
& big fish?  Don't alt speak at once. Come,
one of youmust.  Which is ittobe?  Joe'll go,
{ know; won'tyou, Joe? I must have one be-
fure to-morrow night for the squire.  You nvedn’t
Jouk so black, all of you?

Jenny Cooper, the speaker, was the pret.iest
et in Shippon, and certainly she lovked un-
comnonly pretty now, as she stood with her
face flushed and her bright hair rufiling in the
beeeze in the middle of a knot of admirers at the
gangway which cnded the prineipal street of
the village, It was a slack time in Shippon,
The herring-fishing was just over—such a fish-
wy as there had not heen for years. The fish-
crmen spoke of one shoal of herrings twenty
wiles long and ten broad, anad so thick that their
nets were torn with the weight of fish,  Many of
the boats had had to run into Harmouth deep
loaded after a single haul,

The only boat that had not dunz well was
ouc belonging to old Tim West, Jenny's grand-
father, and the Squire, which hud been put in
charge of young Joe¢ Crask. She had run
aground the night before the great haul, and
had bad toput in for repairs, which had cost
1 good deal of money. The consequence was
1aat poor Joe, instend of having to receive u
bundred pounds or so for his share of the fishing,
found himselfactually out of pocket, and worse
ofthan all his neighbours and rivals. flis oldmo-
ther had not a hundred of coal to begin the win-
ter with, aund his own chances of Jenny, which
had looked so bright as he started, seewsed more
distant than ever.

It was *aggrewating,” as be said, poor fellow,
and it was not unuaturai that he should have
tistened to the two pairs of bauns which had
been put upin church for the first time last Sun-
day very much as if they had been intended for
personul insults to himself.

The big boats had come in to land their tackle a
week ago, and then, what with noisy fish-sales
v the beachand shouting men and women haul-
ing in the lines and heavy ropes, and crab-boats
pulling backwards and forwards through the
vreakers, Skippon for a time Lad been all excite-
ment andlife.  Now the bustle was all over.

Ouly o few of the crews were back from Har-
mouth, and the weather hnd been so unsettled
that nope of the small boats had ventured out,
and the beach was slmost deserted. It happen-
cd that when Jenuy broke into the group on the
cliff they bad just been discussing the horizon,
and had come to the conclusion that it was going
10 be an uncommonty ugly night, aud the conse-
quence was that there was by no means the com-
petition she considered there ought to have been
for the honour of going to sea to catch her a fish,

 Xow, come, auc of you zmust go. Come, Joe,
vou will, won't you, that'sadear? Idow't kuow
how many people there anin't a-coming to the
Hall. There was the squire hisself come down
this morning, and says ¢ Jenny,” says he, ¢ if you
dop’t get me a fish, I dont know what { won't
dotoyou. IdoubtI havetohave you cooked
sourself.” You wouldn’t like that now, Joe,
would you "

Bat for once'blandishment and satire ( and
Jenny was o good hand at both ) were thrown
away, and not even the last terrible suggestion
of the Squire's turbot-kettle conld win ber point,
so the pretty girl tossed her head and said, in
ber most contemptuous tone, ¢ You ain’t none
on you fit to catch a dog-fish. I won't bave no-
thin' more 10 say to you,” and went off in a haff,

Joe Crask had been standing with the others,
but except to answer Jenny when she appenled
directly to bim, he had taken nopart in the con-
versation.

He watched her light figure tripping up the
street till she turned & corner out of sight; and
then, with his hands in his pockets, be sauntered
down the gangway and over the breakwater,
11l he came to a gap in the ¢liff whero a little
stream of fresh water rans down a hollow-and
loses itself among the loose shingle on the beach.
A narrow plank bridge crosses it abont a hun-
dred yards or so from the shore, and there Joc
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stopped in the bopes of meeting Jenny, who
lived with an old grandfuther in & cottage on the
opposite clif. It was beginning to get dusk al-
ready ; snd he had not waited many minutes
before ho caught a glimpso of a print dress flutter-
ing down the winding path and she was beside
hun.

% Stop nminute, Jonny dear,” he said,  ( The
plank wus only broad enough for oune, and he
stood on it.) “ Wait a minute, Jenny. [ brought
this for you from Harmouth, Youw'll have it,
wou't you " [t was a few yards of blue ribbon,
“1 woultl ha' brought something better, Jenny,
unly you know [ wasn't luck,.”

Now Jenuwy, like most pretty girls, was u bit
of wtyrant; and, Yike all tyrants, was not foml
of being thwarted.  Shoe had set her heart on get-
ting a fish for the Hall, and as it was not to be
had, she felt personally grieved, and was not at
ull sorry foran opportunity of snubbing peor Joe,
who, she know, would cuare for it.

“ Thank you, I'm very much obliged; but I
don’t want agy ribbons. When I do, I'll buy
them myself.  Good-night! please let me come
by, I must go howe.”

“] bought it o purpose for you, Jeuny; I
thought that you'd ha' liked it. Do stop a min-
ute Jenny ; 'l come with you. Itaiw't sufe to
o to sea, Jeuny ; it ain't indeed, or I'd go out
in & minute.  You know I would, Jenny.”

#Thank you. I dont ask nobody to go if
they’re afraid ! Please let me come by ; I'm late.”
She pushed by him ; but he held her.

“ Jenny ! Jeuny ! don't speak to me like that.
{ hain’t scen you once since afore the fishing,
and 1 can’t gbide to have you gpeak tome ¢
that manner, Jenny.  Stop sinute, do ; Jenny !
dear Jenny 1"

She was gone, und Joc was supremely miscra-
ble. It was dark before he lett the bridge.
“ [lankering arter that gall again,” thought his
old mother, as she gave him his supper, before
he wentofl to bed atseven o’clock. * Them galls
dont know when they be well off, Higgetty-
Jigging things they be, soaggrewatin’! She ain’t
wuth him.”

. * * . *

A* halfpast eight o'clock punctually the next
mornin Squire Lindon came down into the di-
ning-room at the Hall, and raug the bell for
prayers.

He was o fine tall man of fifty-six; tho ageat
which Mrs. Norton maintains that a handsome
man is most picturesque.

He had a pleasant, opep face, abroad forchead,
thin, curly hjir, and 2 colour which smacked
unmistakably of sea-breezes and exercises in the
open zir. Shippon had belonged to his family
sinee 1370, when a Lindon (if tradition speaks
true, no better than he should bave been) had
reccived the beiress in payment of a bad debt
fromn Edward L.

The cstate was exteusive, though anything
but arvich one. The greater part consisted of
heathy bills, and the land which was under cul-
tivation was very poor. Though, however, there
were many wealthicr men in the country, noue
hield their beads higher than Squire Lindon. He
was proad of his fine 0ld house, with the family
motto and * Laus Deco ” in vezerable groy stone
letters running, as abalustrade, the whale length
of the front; proud—(will wiscr readers smile at
him ?)-—of the sacred inheritance of family tra-
dition aud a good old nawe; and all the more
fondly proud of his only daughter Edith, a bright
girl of nincteen, because her laughing brown
cyes and fair waving hair were preciscly those
of a beautifal picture by Leij, which held an
honoured place among the family portaaits that
hung over the black oak staircase and covered
the panclled walls of tho great stone hall. She
came into the room and held up her face to be
Kissed, just 25 he had Snished reading his let-
ters and was cutting his newspaper.

“«I'It tell you what it is, Miss Paleface,” he
said, as he took the little upturned face in both
bis bands and kissed it tenderly; © T'1l tell you
what it is, we must not havo any more dancing
if we can't get our roses back fortwo days after
it. Hadn't we better mako mamma write and
tell the stepid peoplo not to come on Thursday ?
Eb, miss ? what do you say ?¥
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“ Ob, papn! how it has been blowing. It
woke mo at half-past three, and I could not get
to sleep again atall, Jane says Holland was
up bero just before shie came to me and told her
more thun fifty trees were blown dowa betweon
four aud five. Ob, I do hope, all the bouts aro
safe at Harmouth before now.,”

¢ IUs off ghore, darling, nmd I don't think iy
will have done any mischicf here except to my
trees; but go and look on the table, and see it
you can't find avything to lring back thoso
roses.”

The wiszing roses did come back in a minute
as Edith snatched up a letter, It was from her
brother's college chum, Sir Arthur Hamlin, the
fortunate hieir of some seven thousand a year in
a ring feuce not thirty miles from Shipjou:
more fortunate still in his own estimation in
having won the love of the sweotest girl in tho
county, and being engaged to Edith Lindon.

# Well, dear, when is he coming?’ asked
Mrs. Lindon. A large party was expected at
the Hall the next day, for & week's shooting and
a ball, and Sir Arthur, as a matter of courw,
was to be one, * Will he wait to pick up Henry
at Cambridge, or will he come over to-night?”?

“ [ don't know, mamma; I expect he'll very
likely be here to-night.  He says, ¢ My new
yacht, the ¢ Edith,” is at Wellport. Ifit's very
fine indeed, perhaps I sball bring her round to
Shippon for you to see. [ bave had some alte-
rations ade in the cabip, aud I know you will
like her. If the weather i3 in tho least bad, I
shall look out for Henry at Norborough, and
drivo over on ‘Tucsday night or Wednesday
morning! e'll be here to-day, 1 know he
will! It was so windy yesterday morning that
he would not have gone down to Wellport at
all, so he'll be sure to be over with Henry this
afiernoon. 1 must go down to Lower Shippon
this morning.”

% My darling, indeed you mustn’t do any such
thing ;" said Mrs. Lindon; #1I can't thiok of let~
ting you go out at all in such weatber. Why
it ruining hard, you would eatch cold and be
laid up all the week, if you were not blown away
over the cliff. You know you would.”

¢ Oh, mamma, please; I've got ever so many
thing I must do, and I shan"t-have another chance.
Please do let me, mamma.

% Well, dear, we will sec how it looks after
lanch ; you must take a book and be quict till
then.- You haven't got rested after the Hurton
dance yet, so give me another cup of coffte,
undI dthon finish your own breakfast, like a good
child.”

The sun bad found its way through the rolling
clouds, and the wind had dropped before Edith
had finished her book, and luncheon was ready.
So her ponies were ordered, and she drove off,
armed with plenty of wrappers and a basket of
jellies and soup. About baif way down from the
Hall to the village, & fisherman stopped her to
say that old Susan Crask was in trouble again.
Her boy Joc had got up carly in the morning and
gone out to sea alone, without saying a word to
anyone, just before the squall.

They had missed his boat on the beach, and a
man coming along-shore some bours after bad
picked up one of his oars, and a bailing-tin which
was recognised as his ; and #I ax your pacdon,
miss,” the old fellow went oo, ¢ bat I was jast a-
coming up to tell you, Susausbe takes on ter-
rible about it, and I thought, mise, as how may-
hap you wish to bo a-coming to sce herif you
knewed.”

% Ohl I'lt go now at once. I am so sorry.
Whatever could have mado him go ous sucha
morning ?—and all alone, too. Ob, how shock-
ing itis! Poor old Susan.

The old man shook his head mysteriously, snd
said in s lower tone, “ They do say, miss, as
how it was Jenuy Cooper made him go to get
her & fish. They do say so. They was askeepin’
company, you know, miss.”

In a very few minutes Edith was st the cot-
tage. She tspped quietly, and went in. The
room into which the door opened was low and
dark; but the floor was ncatly sanded,
and cverything, from the bottles of differcnt-
colored sands and the model ship on the chim-
ney-piece to tho old-fashioned walnut drawers
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against the opposite walls, was carcfully dusted
and scrupulously clean.

In o low chair, in front of the little fire which
burat in a corner of the grate, eat Susan Crask,
rocking herself slowly backwards and forwards,
and moaning every now and then. Beside her
stood Jenny, pale and silent, with a toucling
wistful look in her cyes ; but the old woman took
no notice of lier, and scarcely seemed to Know
‘he was there.

When Edith came in she made a slight ove-
wment of recognition, but said nothing, nd went
on rocking hergelf as hefore.  Bdith's own oyes
were so dim that she saw nothing of the hopeless
look in poor Jenny's face as she handed her a
chair,

“ Poor dear old Susan ! she said as she took
the old woman's Lorny hand in hers, “ Poor dear
old Susan t”

There was a« silence, bivken only by Susans
moans, which were deeper than before, and the
hollow tickings of the old upright clock 1 the
corner. At lust she spoke.

“ I knewed how 'twor—I kenwed low 'twor
when I beard his voice come in at the window.
I knewed what that meant.  Father, brothers,
husband, and now my boy! Oh! Joe, Joe, Joe!
to forget old mother for a pink mucdeesns hissey !
The flood-gates were open, aud the old woman
sabbed like a chitd,

Poor Jenny! Her punishment hnd come quick-
Iy, a bitter punishment it wag, poor girl. What
nught have been, and what was; how ditlerent
all seemed now, now that it was too Inte—now
that his mother had called her bis murderess.
Poor child! She dared stay no donger, and too
miserable to care where she went or whut she
did, she stoie noisclessly to the door and out in-
to the street,  The men and women looked at
her and whispered ns she passed ; but she took
no notice of anything, and burricd through the
little narrow turnings which Jead out past the
preventive  houses into the ficld beyond the
village. There she was alone. Forthe length
of a ficld or two the cliff above Shippon gets
gradually higher, till at the ¢ Sugar-loaf” it tow-
crs up three hundred feet above thesea. A httle
beyoud the highest point » huge mass of the
upper soil and turf, loosened probavly by the
landsprings, has become detached, and shpped
bodily down, and rests suspended between sea
and sky, a hundred feet from the top of the chif
and 2 hundged and £ty or more frum the beach
below,

There is a great cbarm about the * Gull's
Nest,” as the spot is called.  You scem to over-
hang the sea. Wherever youlook is sea, nothung
butsea. To the Jeft is sen, stretching away toa
low liuc of purple shore in the din distance,
fringed at all times with a hazy line of white
foam. At Uwes, when the sun s sctting over a
full spring-tide, you may sec ships in a stream
of gold behind the line of purple. That is
Rakeston Harbour—ten miles off. To the right,
beyond the sharp chalk needles which hen in the
Guil's Nest on that side, you look over sea un-
limited—sea which scems to tise up aud mix with
the sky.

But the view had no charm for Jenny. She
scrambled down the cliff, and threw herself down
out of ol ght, out of hearing of the village, ainong
thic damp grass, and straned her cyes all over
the waste of waters,

It was low tide, and the breakers were growl-
ing surlily among the nakcd rocks, a couple of
hundred yards from the foot of the chiff A
single little schooner was tossing about far out
beyond tho sand-bank, almost hidden at times
by the white crested waves, but not a sign of Ais
boat. She hid ber face in her hands, and cried
as if her heart wonld break.

The wind had veered round since the morn-
ing, and was blowing nqw in short, uncertain
gusts from the ser.  Jenny had nothing on her
head, and wascold and shivering, when some-
thing colder even than her own poor little wet
cheek, touched it fora moment. Edith's pet
white and yellow setter bad found her, and look-
od at her with a puzzled expression in his great
hazel eyes as she started up, jast in time to sce
his mistress climbing down to her.  Edith had
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heard which way she had gone, and had como
to look for her.

“ Come home, Jenny,” she said, geatly ; ¢ don’t
stop out in the cold any longer.  How wet you
are! Yowll make yourself ill, and then what will
become of poor old Tiw,”

% Ob, miss!=—oh, miss! that's all my fault. 1
wish [ was dead, [ dot” and she threw herself
down again, choking with a fresh burst of
tears.

There is something wonderfully soothing and
strengthening in sympathy. It seews alinost as
it every sorrow, small or great, brought n certain
appointed weight of pain with it—weight which
mast be carried somehow or other. No friend
may relieve us of vur share altogether, buta kind-
Iy helping hand may ease the weight as surely
as if the burden were materal,

Jenny, like old Susan, found it su; and both
felt their hearts a Jictle lighter before Edithdrove
away.

She hat not started a minate tow svon , her
pounics were not long in whisking her howme, but
the wind begun to blow hard, and she had only

just time to run down to the greenlouse for

buach of blue Russian lackspur fur ber haire be-
fore it began to min again.

Dinner was Inid at half-past six for five, but
Edith and her Lither and mother sai down by
themselves, half expecting every minute to hear

and then as she rose for a moment on some
giant wave they could see her blnek hull and
spars against the sky. Sho had cleared the
shoal, and was driving straight in for he
¢« Needles."
l “1r she strike there,” said a coastguard man,
as the wind dropped for o few seconds, « thas
. will be all over very quick.”

If only she could round the point (but who
! on board was to kuow that) thero was a chauee
cof saving the crew, if the mortar arrived in
time. A chance; but a2 desperate one, It
| would be hopeless to attewpt to got the lite.
| boat oft’ in such a sea. [t was ouly in the
momentary lull that the crowd of eager watch.
ers on the clift’ could hear one another spenk.

“ What is she 77 shouted the Squire. ¢ Can
you make her out?”

“Not altogether, sir, sho seemed a'wost as
i though she was a stauding in this arternoon
| afore the wind changed. She appear more like
a big yacht nor anything,  1doubt that's what
she is.”

A gentle hand was laid on the Squire's arm,
He started as he looked round and saw his
daaghter.

« My child, how could you——=2"

“ Papa, papa, its the * BEdith' ! and she felt
helpless into his atms.

Edith had not gone to bed when she left the

the sound of wheels on the geavel in front, and | drawing-room. She bad sent her maid away,
sring at the bell, but they were disappuinted, | and sat down in an easy chair in front of her
aud at eleven o'clock Mr. Lindon got up and | fire, and had fallen aslecp and was dreaming

put down his book, and stretched himselfin front
of the drawing room fire, and said,—

“ Well, [ don't think these boys will turn-up
to night nuw, If they had caught the six o'clock
train they would have been here before now, so
[ think we had all of us better go to bed. What
# noise the wind does make, tobe sure; we have
not had such a gale all the year.  Come, missy,
put down your work and trot off, Hese isa
candle for you. I sha'nt be long T know before
I'in asleep for one.  Give me akiss, my darling
child, and say good-night.”

The wind shricked among the gablesand chim-
ney stacks, and the windows rattled tll «n stean-
ger mighthiave thought that the whole place was
coming down ; but the old hall had stood every
storm for a good many hundred ycars, and was
likely to stand for a good many hundred more,

The Squire was too much accustomed to the
noise of a ¢ north-caster” to Iet it disturb him in
the least ; but he had not been many minutes in
bed, and was only just settling into his first sleep
when another sound caught bhis attention, and
he started up to listen.  He had not time to b
his eyes befor it came again. A bang and rattle
at his window. Some one below was throwing
gravel against the glass,  Mr. Lindon knew well
cnough what the noise meant, and jumped out of
bed and threw up the window.

“ Hullon, is that you, Tim? What is it ?”

Anold man in n long oiled coat and a sou'-
wester stood in the garden beneath.

« Whatisit, Tim?”

“ Skewner, sir, in agin the Gull’s Neest.”

¢ Stop there, 1'H be down in a minute,
there.”

Unfortunately a shipwreck was only too com-
mon an event at Shippon. Ia a very few minutes
Mr. Lindon was dressed and had knocked up the
butler and given orders.

¢ Wake George, and tell him'to put the brown
horse in the omnibus, and to take plenty of rugs
and coats and wait at the Lindon Arms, to be
ready if he is wanted. Tell him to send one of
the boys on “ Lady Grey™ as hard as he can ride,
to Captain Janes for the mortar, and be sure
there is 2 good fire kept up in the kitchen.

Squire Lindon and Tim fought their way as
best they could against the hurticane, Tt was
slow work, and the *“bus" was at the village
almost before they reached the Gull's Nest by a
short cut. :

There it was no easy matter to stand atall,
tho huge waves were thundering half way up
the cliff, and the sea, wherever they could
catch a glimpse of it through the blinding
shower of foam flakes which blew in their
faces, was black as ink. A single light showed
the direction of the doomed ship, and cvery now

Stop

when the noise in the house roused her. Her

first idea was that Sir Clarles and her brother
- iad come; but very soou she understood that

it was a wreck; and, scized witha horrible in.
! definite dread, such as she had never felt before,
she suatched up her hut and o thick cloak nad
veil and ran down-stairs just as the “’bus”
was starting, and jumped in.

The first words which caught her ear on the
cliff were,  She appears more like a big yacht
nor anything; I doubt that’s what she is.”

The fatigues of a duy of unusually painful
y excitement, the solitary night drive from the
Hall, and the last crowning agony of finding
hier warst fears realised, bad been too much for
the shght delicate girl, and overtaxed nature
brought its own relief.  Her father lifted her up,
and carried her, fainting, to the village. A
hght in widow Crask's window showed that she
was still up; be pushed the door open, and
Iaid Edith down on the old woman’s bed, and
kunelt beside her, holding up her head, while
Jenny, who had followed them down i{rom the
cliff, and Susan bathed her temples with
vizegar and chafed her cold bands ang feet. It
was some time (to her father it seemed ages,)
before she showed any sigos of returning life;
but at last she opened her eyes and looked
dreamily round her. As soon as Jeany had
scen her move, she pulled her sbawl over her
head, and left them noisclessly to learn the
worst. Her band was slmost on the latchet of
the door, when it opened. A confused sound
of voices reached ber from the street,and a tal],
dark figure, with dripping hair and clotbes and
naked fect, stood in front of her. Fora mo-
ment Jenoy thought she saw a ghost; the next,
she gave a scream, burst into tears, and threw
ber arms round Joe’s neck. They were no
ghost's lips which met hers. The breath on ber
forchead was warm. It was Joe himsclf, alive
from the dead—alive and well.

“ All on ug safe!” Squirc Lindon and Edith
beard it.  “ A1l on us safe, thank heaven!”

How Joo came there issoon told. The squall
in the morning had cuught him as he was haul-
ing in his line. He bad lost one of his oars,
aud had drifted out to sca, and had tessed about
helpless for hours. The wave which carried
away his oar had half-filled his boat, and behad
been obliged to keep baling with his sow-wester
as best he could. He had almost given up
altogether when, from the top of a wave, he
sighted a ship close by him; in & minu.e he bad
stripped off his red bandkerchief, and hoisted it
as a signal of distress on his bat hook, and in
less than bslf-an-hoar, by one of those provi-
dences which we call lucky chances, fonnd him-
self on board Sir Arthur Hamlin's yacht, just
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about the time that Edith was driving hovw
10 tho Hall. As Jenny had noticed when she
feft the ® Gull's Nest,” the wind had chopped
quite round, and was blowing hard, with a
strong tide on shore. The sen, whick had becu
high all the day, was still making fast, and by
(he time he had had a mouthful to eat and drink
below, it was almost pitch dark. Joe had been
vorn and bred at Shippon; he had been out in
vig boats aud little boate, rough and smooth,
tight and dark, titl ho kuew cvery yard of the
coust for ten miles, as well as hie knew the vil-
lage itself. When b came on deck againa
signal glance was enough to show him that the
tdith was on the shoal. Another minute, and
she would be hard and fast aground, ¢ Port
vour helm 1" he shouted, at the top of his voice,
and sprang to the wheel. The storm jib, the
only canvas she was carrying, flapped empty for
a moment ; the next, a huge roller lifted her
high out of the water. There wasa hollow
prating sound, and the vessel shook from stem
tostern, In another moment she was in deop
water tnside the bank.

« Touch and go, sir. Better cast outa couple
of anchors, or we sball be on the Needles afore
we know where we are.”

At halGpast eleven the storm was still increas-
ing ; the hatches were down, and everything
wade snug. The yacht still rode head to the
wind ; but the waves were awful. Sir Arthur
aund Joo were togather on deck, holding on as
best they could.  Five minutes before the cliffs
had looked through the darkness like black ua-
certain clouds resting on the water. Now they
could sce the ¢ Sugar-loaf” frowning, hugeand
sharp, out against the sky. The terrible truth
fashed on them both at the same moment. The
anchors held no longer, and they were drifting
in.
t Gut her free, for heaven's sake!” shouted
Joc. “If we can get her round the* Needles’®
we may get a rope ashore; if not we are done
for.”

A very few minates after the Squire left them
tho watchers on the cliff saw the vessel give a
lurch and spring in. Another bound and the
point was cleared, and the “Edith” lay a
wreck, with the spent waves breaking over her
wedged fastin the littic bay at the foot of the
% Gull’s Nest.”

There was & pause for a minute ortwo, To
thoso on deck it scemed ages. Then came a red
flash from the land, and & roar that was heard
above the sca. A shot whizzed far out over
their heads, and a rope fell across the vessel's
bows. Inbalf an hour’s timo the lnstsailor was
safe on the cliff.

Our readers must picture for themselves the
happiness which changed tho old woman's
wmble-down cottage into a palace that night.
We will not ourselves attempt to describe with
what humble, grateful tears the widow received
back her boy from the dead; nor even how the
pretty Jenny forgot her coquettishness for once,
and clung round Joe's neck before half tho vil-
lage, like an April-day sun and showers to-
gether. Above all we will not ventare to in-
trude into tho little inuer room. Mr. Lindon
himself did not, and Edith was alone when she
met her lover.

We have only orc thing moreto tell, and that
will not surprise our rcaders, perbaps, much
more than it did any one in Shippon. The Sun-
day after the storm thres pairs of bsans were
put in church instead of two. The naines of
the last couple were # Josoph Crask and Jane
Cooper.” T.D. P.

A new comic Journalhas made its appearance
in London. Itis called Judy, & name adopted
by another rival to .Punck, bronght out many
years ago, in the young days of the Flect-strect
wit. We should doubt if Judy the second will
o any more succeasfal than Judy tho first. The
new journal,-says tho London Review, isan ex-
ceedingly dull imitation of Punch, with & cover
which closely copies that of its great excmplar,
and with an exact reproduction ofall external
characteristics, Tho illustrations are very poor,
and the letterpress is inexpressibly dreary. We
shall not greatly miss Judy when she retires.

A STORY OF THE RHIINE.

PROM THE GRRMAN.

Tug flsher-boy is in his boat, n dreary look hins ho,

Lis love is dead, yot thinks he not so grest 4 griefcan
be,

Until the #tars are twinkling and the moon begiug to
shine,

He's waiting for his maiden dear o tako her on the
1thine.

e has not waited long bofore tho maiden ix in sight;

Her knees aro weak and tottering, and her garb ix thin
and white;

Tuto the boat she lightly steps, and down the stream
they go— .

“My lovo thou sure art chilly or thou would'st not
tremblo so,

‘The wind sports with thy garmont, and tho mght is
clear and cold.

Tho boat s gliding switlly on—my cloak around thee
fold,*’

Uplifted towards the mountain-tops her thin whito
arms aro spread,

Ho's glad to seo the full mgon pierce the clouds above
her head.

She greets the castloon thie heights, and deep into
tho stream

She dips her stender fingors—she would clutch the
mmirrored beant.

+ Kcep quict in tuy place, my love—~heep quict, maid-
cn wine,

The current is so rapid thou mayst perish m the
Rhineo.”

Ason they go, along the shore, town aflter town ix
flung,

In overy town that rushes by the bolls are loudly
rung.

And now the maid is knceling, and she lifts hier bright
bluo oyes,

skics.

« Rock not thyself so recklessly; keep quict, maiden
mine,

Ualess thou would’st o'crturn the boat and sink us
in the Rhine.””

The nuns in yonder convent sing with voices sweet
and clear,

T¥hile shining through the painted glass the tapers’
lights appear.

Thomatden sings her mating too morosweetly far than
all;.

Sho looks upon her fisher-boy, and then her tears
must fall.

Tho fisher-boy is singing too, with tears upon his
cheok,

1fo gazes on the maiden, but to her ho dares not
speak. 4

Boneath the glare of waking day, red, reddor _is the
stream,

And paler, palor growsthe maid bencath the morn.
ing’s beam.

The moon is melted into air, 10 star is in tho skies,

And vanished with them is thelight of that dearmaid-
en’'s cyes.

« Good-morrow to thoe, maiden mine, the sun has
risen at Iast;

Thou'lt surcly sleep no longer, now tho hours of night
aro past.

The mountain-tops in gold aro clad, tho woods are
green and gay,

Tho birds aroall awake to sing their early rounde-
fay.”

Ho soeks to move her from her sioep, that she his joy
may sharo;

3o kocels to ga2e upon her, but no longor is tho
thera.

TWeeping, upon his faoce ho falls, then sleeps amid his
tears,

T, hurrying onward, to the ses the boat its burthen
bears.

Tho biltows wildly rage and roar, andlike & worthless

toy .

They hither, thither toss tho boat, yet cannot wako
the boy.

And when large ships upon tho soa aro sailing in the
night, -

The youth and maiden, wath tho boat, 'tis said are oft

in sight. JORR OXREXFORD.

Her hands are clasped together as she looks into tho N

PASTIMES.

—

ANCIENT GEOGRAPHICAL REBUS.

A town in tho Peloponnesus.
A town in Magna Grecia.
A river in Hispania.
A promoutory ot Uispania.
A town in Africa,
A town in Gallia,
A sea south of Fhracta.
A province of Italia,
The initi ‘A t;nivln lnbAsln Mlm}r.
10 initials of the abovo read forward will ng
celebrated ancient philosopher. name 8

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.

milt' J}u cmblem; s vowel; au interjectionand to pers

2. A grain; threo fifths of i H

ad u“;g ains hs of a musical cntertainment;
3. Two thirds of an animal, an article; and donial.
4. A sack and a tubo,

6. A musical instrument; a preposition, a ;
and an juterjection. prep .8 rostraint;

LOGOGRIPH.

3y ichole an article of furniture we greatly admire,
No housc is complete without its attire;—

1ts comtort and beauty may muko a good thema
As you complacently view it by the Hive-side gleam;
Behead and transpose mo, the subject will auge,
To talk careless 1'r.t bound, by effect of the chango:
Repeat the abore, P'm then made to appear,

As a visiblo sign of joy, sorrow, or fear;

When beheaded again, 1'm a sensitive feature,
That's seen upon cvery human creaturo;

Eutirely restore, then twico curtail me,

A tish i3 seen, onough to'regale thee,

Supposing, of course, you'd nothing but that—
Butit’s a morsel most dainty to give to a cat;
Behead aund trausposo once more, then you'll sco
‘1hat a state of equality I'm rockoned to bo;
Restore me, aud then just sover in twain

(My dexible nature endurctl no pain),

QOno half will revoal a light travelling conveyance,
From us, thoe other exacts, implicit obeyauco,

T. W. PHILLIT,
CHARADES.

m:. )li\;é;‘r.lsz isa part ;f tlllzo t:'od‘)il 3 my second is what
n o aro; and whoro
not like ml; whole. fe thioro @ Indy who doos
2. My sirstis a country in South America; Iadies
do my sccond; aud you are now in tho act of doiung
my tchole,
S. %Iau} :oinp;:iccg 0“198 lc;ttcm.
y 14, 17, 11, 4, 7, 18, i3 opcn, ingenious.
My6,10,1,1,12,isa dcvxx)ee. gento
Aly 2, 10, is an interjection.
}Ihy 1186. 11555 Gi 36 ‘gxls! \vt;&n‘x‘st bﬁ gained by
o 16, , 3,5, 8, which wil
when it hasa lc'g existanco. oceupy my whale

SQUARE WORDS.

?mmm"rfs't f1and
quan of 1and.
Part of thg eye

An abode.

GARDE,

ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

1fseven clerks add 1,000 columns of figures in ¢
days, of six hours cach, in how many days oP rofxl:-
hours cach, will five clerks add 2000 ¢olumns?

ANSWERS TO DgUBLE ACROSTIC &ec.
o

Double Acrestic—~Jucques, Cartier—1. Jar-
nac; 2. Atma; 3, Crater; 4. Quart; 5. Uri; 6.
Scar.

Transpositions—1. Amethyst; 2. Winifred ; 3.
Mahogany.

Places in New Brunswick—1. Sackville; 2.
Fredericton; 3. Cbatham; 4. Waterloo.

Charades—1. Meteoric Shower; 2. Pass-age.

Jdnagram—Adelaide Ristori.

Problem—Ten Dollars,

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

Double Acrostic~Bericus, B. N. C., Argus, H.
H. V., Geo. B, Niagara.

Transpositions—Argus, B. N. €., Geo. B,
Bericus, Camp, Ellen B. Violet,

Places in New Brunswick.—B. N. C., Bericus,
H. H. V., Violet, Niagara, Ellen B., Argus,
Camp.

Anagram.—~Bericus, Ellen B, Niagara, B. N,
C., Cgam:g, \’iolgt,NG%o. g., J.W.

rades.—B. N. iagara, Geo. H. A
J.W., Violet, X, X. 2. T

Problem.—Bericus, Argus, B.N.C,, J. W,,
Geo. H., Niagara,

Received too late to be acknowledged in our
last, J. Wislon, B. N. C., Alpha.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Jatters addiessed for the Editor sbould be addressed
+ baditor of Saturday Reader, Drawer 4ul;'* uand com.
municativns on business to * R. Worthington, pub-
lishier.”

F. W.—In English law o culprit is a pri-
sutier accuaed but not tried,  After trial, of not
acquitted he beeomes o convict.

Misnie Wo—A daughter of Charles  Dic-
kens’ is said to be the anthor of ¢ Mabel's Pro-
yress.”

Sazon.—We cannot answer the question.
Write to the editor of the New York Herald.

W. H. C.—Alectromancy is the anchent
practice of forctelling  events, principally by
weans of a young winte coch. The plan pur.
stied was to descnibe a circle and dwvide it into
us many equal parls as there are letters in the
alphabet.  Upon each of the spaces marked by
its respective lettar a grain of corn was placed,
the fowl was then permitted to pick up the
grains, and the letters unuer the graias selected
when formed into words were supposed to fore-
tell the event desired.

X. Y.—As Mr. Toots would say & Its of no
couscquence,”

Przziep.—We must acknowledge ourselves to
be as much puzzled as our correspondent, but
we think the decision given on the first question
a correct otie ; the second we should deaide 1n
tavour ot the pesson who beld the aflicmauve i
the first.

Bericus.—Much obliged,
question in our next.

Coxstance,—We do not undertake as o rule
to return rejected contributions.

Laroxs.—Eversince the chemical composition
of the dizmond hus been known, attempts have
been mude to reconstruct it in the laboratory.
There are at present however no reasons for
believing that diamonds of any appreciable size
will be formed artificinlly.

Backwoons.—Psyche is pronounced sy-kee.

Epwarp J.—The Mcnai Tubular Bridge is
1600 feet long, 30 feet wide and 100 feet above
the level of the water.

A. Y.—The porch or chapel placed at the en-
trance to a4 church beyond which the women
were not permitled to pass was called the
¢ Galilee.” In abbeys the monks came to the
galilee to sce their female relatives.  Sometimes
a portion of the nave was marked off by a step
or by a line of blucmarble to mark the boundary
to which women were limited. There are fine
specimens of galilees remaining in severnl of the
English Cathedrals.

B. U, C.—Please accept our thanks.

Grozce E.—We are unable to supply the re-
quired information.

Evcrip.—Thanks.

Will reply to your

MISCELLANIA.

The Paris papers arc announcing that the
Qucen of England has just completed a work
of travel, to which they , “ve the title ¢ Feuilles
d'un Jourval daos les Ha.ies Mountagnes,’ add-
ing particulars respectirg it which will prob-
ably be new to the ittustrious aunthor.

A maosufacturer in Massachusetts baving ob-

served that his workmen lost 12 per cent, of
their time in screwing up and unscrewing the
vice at which they worked, haginvented & vice in
which that defectis obviated, and the jaws canbe
opencd or closed with a single pull or push, and
the article operated on is held as tightly as
in an ordinary vice.
» DisTaNCE or e Eartz vrox ruc Sox.~—To
make the distance of the earth from the sun in-
tclligible, M. Guillemia stetes that a railway
train leaving the carth and going at the rate
of thirty wiles an hour, would require more than
347 years to reach it, so that if soch a train
had started on January 1st, 1867, it would be
A.D, 2214 before it arrived at its destination.
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Innico.~—This substance is obtained from an
Asiatic and Awmerican plant, which is bruised
and fermented in vats of water. During the
process a blue powder is deposited, which is
cullected and dried, so ag to form the cubic cake,
known in commerce, The indigo plant was
brought into Europe by the Portugeese, after
the discovery of the passage to Indin by the
Cape of Good lHope, and is ficst noticed at
Antwerp in 1560, when its value as a dye-stufl
came to be appreciated.

CHESS.
PROBLEM, No. 72,
v ork LATE 1 B o Buinronr
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WIITE,
White to play and Mate in three moves.

SOLUTION OF PROBLEYM, No. 70

BLACK WINTE.
1 Ktto K BT, KtoBSor(ab)
2 Btoke?, ¥ moves,

3 Q to B3 Mate
(@)1 K to Q5.
2 QtoQ 3(ch,) htolid,
3 Qto Q6 Mate
Wl —_— KtoQ4.
2QoK B5(ch) KtoQ5(c)
3 Q to K 5 Mate.
()2 KtoB3.

Gameo betneen Neumann and Anderssen.
EvaNs’ GAMDIT.

wante, (Newmann ) BBrack, (Anderssen )
1 Ptok 4, 1Pt K4,
2K Ktto33 2QKttoB3.
3BtoQ 4 SBto(QB 4.
1 PtoQhtd 4 B takes Kt P,
S5PtoQB ! 5BtoQ B4,
G Castles. 6 Pto 83.
TPtoQ4. 1 7P takes B,

$ P takes I, i 8BtoQKtS.
9 QKttoB 3. 9 QKtto i 4.
WRBtoQ3. IOREtto K2,
11 Q Bto Kt 2, 11 Castles.

12 Qh'.tt.oh.Zja.) 12 Ktto K Kt3.
13 ¢ Ktto Kt 3. 13QBtoQ2
HaRet,., | HReQEs
5 0 QB to Q Ktd.
16 ﬁt to K B5. 16 I3 takes B.

7 Q takes B 17 KttoQ 883,
18 K to K It sq. 18 Pto Q4.
BLWOKS 19Q to Q2.

20 PloK Kt4. 20 Q Kt t0 Qsq.
21 K Ktto Ktaq(b) 21 QRtto K 3.
2L Ktto Rk 2. 2110Q B4,
23 PtoK B¢ 23 P takes V.
A BQR3 mI\Rw%Bsq.
25 Ktto Q6. 25 R takes K.
26 B takes k. 26 Pto KB3.
27 Qo QKt3. 27 Qto QB 3.
28 Bto QR 3. 28 V¥ takes 1.
20 Rto Q@ Bsq. 29BtoQ B4.
30 P takes P 3) Kt takes P.
31 Kt takes Q Kt P 3l Rto QEBtsq.
R Qto X Kt3 32 R takes kit,
33 Q takes kt. BPtoQ6(c)
3% Btakes B 3{1'&005*::31.)
35 K to K Ktsq | 85 P takes Kt.
85 Qtakes K 1. 36 Ktto K B5 (d.)
T QoK Bsq. ' 2; R1oQ Kt 7.

Andorssea wins, Jusiast sDuie crawis victory.

{a) Rather pushon Q P,

() In order to play ¥ to K B4.

{¢) His Iawns will'be served.

(d) Tho_best move; in fact, Anderssen generally
plays te best more.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL,

Waxstep To Kyow.—1f a at refusal Was ever
given in & natural tone? ' -

Wuart 1s It 2—As the steeplo of a church was
being painted recently, the atiention of a little
girl was attracted by the seaffolding put about
it, She appeared unable to comprehend it but
finally, after a moment's reflection, said, * It is
the crinoline.”

EroQuent.—A Yankeo orator, warming with
his subject, exclaimed, “ I guess thero ain't a
man, woman, or cbild in tho house, who has ar-
rived at the age of fifty years, but what has felt
this truth thundering through their minds for
centuries.”

Prosapry the reason why so little was written
in tho dark ages was that the people couldn’t
sco to write.

A mexpeckep hushband says that instead of
himself and wifo being one, they are ten; for she
is 1 and he 0.

A AN who bumps his head aguinst that of his
neighbour isu’t apt to think that two heads are
better than one.

% Minp your eye !” as the threud said to the
nc~dle,

Wny does gold resemble bitter beer 2—Becauso
it is frequently contained in quartz,

Ax Irishman, baving read that * Romo was
not built in a day,” came to the conclusion that it
was bailt at night. .

AX cminent spirit-nerchaot in Dublin 2onoun.
ces, in an Irish paper, that ho has still a small
quantity of the whisky on band which was drunk
by George IV. when in Dublin. B

Tue man who was ¢ filled with cwotion,”
hadn't room for his dinner.

Not To st LAuGHED AT.—An author, who bad
given a comedy into the hands of Footo for his per-
sual, calling on him for his opinion of the picce,
Foote returned the play with a grave face, soy-
ing, “ Sir, depend upon it, this isa thing not to
be laughed at.”

Evrs axp Laups.—A shoemsker with one eyo
complaiued that onc of his lamps did not burn.
One of his shopmates, who was & genuine son of
the Emerald Isle, with astonishment exclaimed,
“ Faith, and what do you want of two lamps?
Ye baven't but one eye.”

CurTing.—A young lady, possessing more
vanity than pérsonal charms, remarked, in 'a
jesting tone, but with an earnest glance, that
“ she travelled on her good looks.” A rejected
lover being present, remarked, be ¢ could now
account for the young lady’s never having been
found far from home.”

WaxteED.—~A pair of spectacles to suit the eyes,
of potatoes. The club with which an idea struck
the poet. A stick to mcasurc narrow escapes.
The ideatical hook and line with which anangler
caught a cold. An umbrelia used in tho reignof
tyrants. A koot from the board a man paid
twenty shillings a year for,

A rriExD, dining with Dr. Maginn, was com-
plimenting bim on the fine flavour of his wins,
and begged to be informed of the merchant’s
name. * Ob, I get it from a house close by, just
as I bappen to want ity replied the host the
London Tavern.’—%Indeced !’ said tho other—~
“a capital cellar, unquestionably, Buat have
you not to pay rathor an extravagant price for
it 7"— 1 don’t know—1] don't know,” replied the
doctor, I belicve they put down sometbing in
a book I”

A reRrsON in Paris noticed o poor man with-s
wooden leg walking past his hiotel, and gave him
a franc. The next day he saw tho supposed
beggar, but he had changed the wooden lég
from the right to the left. Enraged ot the do-
ception, ko went up to the man, and exchaimed,
% You rasca], you had the wooden ieg on tBe
other sido yeaterday ! You are not dame atall??
— Monsicar,” was the response with dignity,
« T never said I was. [ wear & wooden lef for
cconomy, $o a3 1ot 10 Wear ontmy trousers,and
I change the leg to provent ono leg of the trod-
sers wearing out before the other.”



