
J O S E P H U S  C O A T .
BY DAYID CHRISTIE MURRAY.

e g is te r e d  in  a c c o rd a n c e  w i th  t h e  C o p y r ig h t  
A c t o f  i875 ]

“  I  am  n o t to  be d« b arred , M ister Jo seph ,” 
h e  said , very picked and  precise in  every 
sy llable, as  m en  only educated  la te  in life are 
ap t to b e ,—*• 1 am  n o t to  be debarred , Mr. 
Jo seph , from  doing m y d u ty  by any pretend 
ed  oontem pt you m ay assum e. I t  is m y b u s i 
ness to  w arn you and  I  do it w ithou t fear. 
I f  m y w arnings a re  d isregarded by you I  snail 
carry  th em  elsew here. I  have already 
to ld  you  th a t  I  have w atched you c losely , 
w itnessed you r p a rting  la s t n ig h i from  th a t 
unhap p y  g iil whom  you are endeavoring  to  
en i ra p .’*

“  E h  ?”  saidyoung Jo e , an  octave h igher 
th a n  h is  com m on speech, a n d  very softly .

“  I  spoke to  h e r ,”  paid the  R -verend  Paul 
and  adm onished  h e r. A nd I sh a ll m ake i t  

m y businees now, for b e r  soul’s  safely  and 
yo u rs , to  te ll your p a r n ts  and  h e rs  w hat L 
know  abou t th is  m a tte r .”

“  You will, will y o u ?”  said th e  o th e r in  the  
sam e soft key.

“ l e a n  te ll..a lready ,” sa id  th e  Reverend 
P a u l, “  th a t  it will be useless to  appeal to  any 

' honorab le  in s tin c t in  you. A nd I have seeu 
enough of th e  g irl whom  you have endeavored 
to  m ake th e  v ic tim  of jo u r  a r ts  and wiles, to 
know  th a t  only co n stan t w atching  could en 
su ie  h e r safety .”

A t m a t in s ta n t th ree  peo pie were trem en  
dously su rp rised . And I  c an n o t tell who wus 
th e  m ost profoundly am azed am ongst them  
I  record th e  fact. Youug Joe  s tiu c k  the 
R everend  Paul and  knocked h im  headlong 
in to  th e  a rm s of B ushell senior, a t t h u  m o
m en t in th e  act of en tering  th e  room  F a th e r 
an d  son regarded  each  o th e r across th e  sem i 
p ro s tra te  figure of tb e  m in is te r w ith  blank 
am azH m ent, for young Joe  was as wildly 
aston ished  a t h is  ow n deed as even th e  R*v 
erend  P au l h im self could be. Yet having  done 
th e  deed, he m u s t abide by it.

* Why,  w u a t’s all t h i s ? ” dem anded the  
old m»D stern ly .

*• T u is  fellow,”  said young Joe. scornfully  
ind ic ting  th e  m in iste r, who hold a  white 
handkerch ief to  h is  m ou th , “  has th e  inso*- 
ence to  te ll m e t h u  he  h as  been watching 
m e th is  l»ng tim e p a st. H h says he saw m  
kiss a  p re tty  girl last ni* h t ,  and  th a t  heV 
going to  te ll her m o ther and  my m >ther, and 
have u s looked a fte r an  i ta ta n  care of. Aud 
he  h»s ihe  audacity  to  te ll me th a t  no th ing  
bu t close w atching can save m y -  m y sweet 
h e a r t’* v irtu e .”
. О d isingenuous and  cow ardly young Joe ! 
I t  was no t too la te  even th e n , aud  one honest 
word m ig u  h ave  saved you, b u t you would 
n o t speak it

“  An ’ becos a  m in is te r o ’ G od’s word, as 
ів a  old m an  likew ite, speaks a  h o n est word 
o ’ w a rn in ’ to  you, you yo a n ’ knock him  
down 1 A n’ you do i t  in  y ou r fa th e r’s house, 
of a  Sunday 1”

“  H e in su lted  a  lad y .” said young J o e ,“  for 
w hom  I  have a  g rea t respect and  regard . I 
never m ean t to s in k e  h im . I  tr ied  to leave 
th e  room , an d  he stood in  th e  doorway, and 
w ouldn’t  le t m e pass. Suppose a  m » n h * d  
attacked  m y m other’s rep u ta tio n  before you 
m arried  h e r, wouldn’t  you have knocked him  
down ?”

Old Joe  had  been a little  too h andy  at 
knocking  people down in h is  own y o u th , 
on s lig u te r provocation, to  feel th a t  he had  
any grea t rig h t to  be severe ab o u t th is  m a t 
te r . Yet he te lt keenly th a t  an  ou trage  had 
been com m itted , an d  th a t  i t  m u s t in  som e 
way be at*>ned for. He was angry , bu t he 
was puzzled , and , as h is  read iest refuge from 
bew ilderm ent, he looked ang rie r th a n  he was 
As for youog Joe, he  began io feel th a t he 
was dangerous and  incend iary . H e had 
knocked down two m en  in  one day, and  he 
was now b itte rly  asham ed  of th e  achieve 
m e n t. O ne of th e  m en  was h is  c losest friend, 
and th e  o th e r was elderly and laid  under pro 
fessional obligations no t to  fight. B u t the  
more ashamed he  grew, th e  m ore  sham eful 
h is  last misdeed seemed likely to  appear in 
tbe eyes of others, and th e  m ore necessary  it 
b* came to  shroud himself in  a so rt of cloak 
oitaoit scorn of everybody, and be sulky in  as 
dignified a wav as cam e easily.

T b e  ru - tle  of a  b ils  d ress was h eard  “and 
M rs B ushell stood in  th e  doorway, by her 
h u sb an d ’s bide. A t th e  b i r e  s igh t of h i 
m o th e r  young Joe  recognized th e  hoi elessuess 
of an y  defense, and  th rew  h im self up  ш  the 
sofa.

“  W h a t’s th e  m a tte r? ” asked M rs BusheU 
“  Y our son ,” sa id  th e  R everend Paul 

Screed, rem oving th e  handkerchief, “ has 
answ ered th e  so lem n word of w arn ing  you 
desired m e to  add ress to  him  by blown.”

“  N ot blow s,” said  th e  cu lp rit from  th e  
sofa, harden ing  him self, “ a blow.”

“  I  do n o t know ,”  said  th e  m in iste r. 
“  w hether I received one blow o r more. J 
am  s till a  little  shaken  by hi* v iolence.”

“  Jo seph , ’ said M rs. B u-he ll, advancing , 
41 leave th is  house, an d  never com e back to  ii 
agam.”

“  V ery w ell,” said th e  young  m an  rising . 
E v e n  a t th a t  m om en t th e  m o th e r's  h e a r t 
yearned  over h im , b u t she m u s t a cqu it her- 
seif of duiy first a n d  be ten d er afterw ards. 
Sbe knew h e r h u sband  would in te rfere , and 
she never dream ed  th a t  her only child  would 
leave her,even ihougb  she ordered  h im  away 

“  R ot a n ’ nonsense 1”  said  th e  old man 
ang rily . “  If  i t ’s anybody’s business to  order 
m y  son o u t o’ tb e  house, i t ’s m ine. F a ir 
p lay ’s a  j-w el. Jo e ’s done wrong, bu t we do’ 
know — (m eaning do n ’t Know) —th e  rig h ts  о 
th is  bneiuess )e t .  Now, paroon, i t ’s your 
tu rn . Say thy  say .”

Mr. Screed answ ered n o th in g , an d  Mrs 
B ushell, s till confident in  her h u sb an d ’s in 
terference, tu rn e d  again  upon her son.

*• L eave th e  house, Joseph  ”
“  Y eiy well7 said  >oung Joe  again , and 

passing  trom  th e  ro> m  w eut u p sta irs , and  
began to  pack h is  belongings toge ther. M ean
w hile th e  m iu is te r to ld  І.іч sto ry , a n d  from  
h is  own point of view to ld  it fairly .

“  Mr. B anks,” said  Mrs. Bu*hell, ‘‘ a in ’t  a 
godlv person , but I ’ve Known D inah  ever 
since h  r  was a baby, a n ' h e r’s as  good a  gell 
as  ever lived, I  believe. I ’ve вееп as Jo e  an 
b e r  was fond о each o ther, a u ’ I  a lw ajf 
th o u g h t som e h in ’ ud come of i t . ”

"С и з  it all, p a rso u ,” said old Joe in  g rea t 
h e a t, •* why sh o u ld n ’t  the  lad k iss h is  sw .e t 
h ea rt, a n ’ wby shou ld  y o ’ go and  black her 
ch arac te r to  h im ? ”

4-1 did my d u ty ,”  said  Mr. Screqjl w ith  
d ign ity .

“  Forgiveness is a  C h ris tian  d u ty ,” said 
M rs. Bushell, a la rm ed  by the  sounds which 
oam e f om  above, w h tre  young Joe was vigor 
ously  cording a box. “  I  n eed n ’t  te ll you 
th a t ,  sir. B u t Jo seph  shall beg your pardon 
on h is  bended knees, o r out of th is  house he 
goes.”

“  I  am  willing to  accept h is  apology,”  said 
th e  R everend Paul, w iih  a real effort towards 
ch arity , w hich cost h im  dear.

M rs. B u-hell m ounted  the  s ta irs  and  e n 
te red  her son ’s bed-room . H e was hastily  
search ing  th e  pockets of an old ligh t over 
coot, and  tfben h is  m o ther en tered  he threw  
th e  g a rm e n t upon th e  bed, where i t  lay  wiih 
a ll ite  pockets tu rn e d  inside  ou t. W hatevei 
he  searched for was no t found, for he  tu rn ed , 
and , d isregard ing  h is  m o th e r’s pres 
ence, took a  h asty  look th ro u g h  a num ber ot 
docum ents —old le tte rs  scraps of new spapers, 
and  w hat n o t—in  a n  open draw er, and  th e n , 
as  if p u ttin g  off th e  search  to  a  m ore  con
v en ien t m om ent, tum bled  tb e  p ip e rs  loosely 
toge the r in to  a  p o rtm an teau  w hich he 
s trapped  and  locked. H is m o th e r watched 
h im  with a  cold dem eanor w hioa belied the 
longing  of her heart.

“  Jo seph  I” she said  h a rsh ly , y earn in g  ovei 
h im .

“  Yes m o th e r,’ sa id  he, looking  up  for a 
m in u te .

“  Come dow nstairs  a n ’ beg M r. ScreedV 
p a îdon , or ou t o ’ th is  house  you  go .”

“  Beg h is  pardon for in su ltin g  m e 1” sa^d 
young Joe b itte rly , “  No, th a n k  you, m »ther. 
As for leaving  th e  house, I ’ve been ready and 
Willing to  do th a t  ih is  m any  a  day. I t ’s beei 
none  too happy ea  hom e for m e, w ith  its  p a r
sons and p rayer m ee tings.’’

“  W here do vou th in k  y ou ’ie  going ?” asken 
M rs. Bushell веѴгГ' 1 y ,wounded by th i^ la s ta llu  
eion. “ A wise son m ake th  a  glad fa th e r, bu 
h e  th a t  is foolish desp iseth  b is  m o th e r, b* 
th a t  re fu s tth  in s tru c tio n  despise-h  h is  own

soul, bu t he  th a t  h-*areth reproof g " tte th  I 
unders tand ing . You com e dow n and  Ьѳ§ 
Mr. Sceed’s p a id jn ,  or o u t o ’ th is  house  you
go.”

“ V ery well m o th e r,” said  young Joe ; and  
Mrs. B ushell, h e r  m ission  h av ing  failed , 
w ent down B ta ir s  again . . *

“  Jo se p h ,” she  said, add ress ing  h e r  h u s 
band, “ I  can  do n o th in ’ w ith  h im . W ill you 
speak to  h im  ? ”

T h e  old m an  called  h is  son from  th e  foot 
>f the  stair* , and  Joe cam e down w ith a  box 

on h is  shou lder an d  a  p o rtm an teau  in  h is 
hand . H e set them  down ou ts ide  th e  parlor, 
door, and  stood there  sulkily .

“  I've heerd tb is  th in g  th ro u g h  o’ one s ide ,” 
said  old Joe, s triv in g  to  d^aL honestly  with 
th e  case. “ W hat h J  you got to  say ? ”

“  I  have said a ll th a t  I have to say ,” young 
Joe answ ered. “  He was inso len t, an d  I  losi 
m y tem per. I  to ld  h im  once t h i t  he was my 
fa th e r’s guest, and  th a t  I  had no r ig b t to 
quarre l w ith h im . I  bad h im  g >od afternoon, 
out he s topped  m e, and was m ore in so len t 
th a n  ever.”

“  Now, look here , Jo sep h ,”  said  th e  old 
m an  : “ you ask  Mr. Screed’s pardon , and 
ta k ’ th em  th in g s  u p s ta irs  again , and ba a 
good lad, and  let s h ea r no  m ore abou t i t .”

“ I  w ouldn’t  forgive Mr. Screed,”  said 
vouog Joe, feeling h im self to be a very plucky 
m arty r now, “  if he asked my pardon fifty 
tim es, and  th a t  I shou ld  apologise to  h im  is 
ou t of the  q u estio n .”

“  T hen  leave th e  ho u se ,” said  Mrs. B ushell, 
s till belying herself and  th ink ing  i t  righ teous 
to do so.

“  I  can send for these , I suppose ?” said 
youug Joe, in d ica t ng  th e  chest and  p o rt
a i in teau . “ G o o d b y e , fa th e r. Good-bye. 
m other. W hen n ex t you feel inclined  to  be 
inso len t, віг, rem em ber tb e  deserved cbas 
tis m en t you once m et w it ; a t my h an d s.” 

W ith  tb a t  final defiance, young Joe was 
gone. He wes very m iserable, and  very 
m uch asham ed  ; b u t th e re  was n o t one of 
the  th r^e  who rem ained  beh ind  wbo did not 
confess lh a t  be had  a t  least a shado v of r ig h t 
on h is  side. Indeed  tu e  w hole of th is  poor 
quarre l was conducted by people who were 
asham ed  of the ir p a rt in  it. T h e  H.ev. Paul 
telt th a t  he had  gone lu r th e r  with th e  lad 
th an  du ty  im pelled  h im . T he  n io th e r re 
pent<d of h e r cruel u ltim a tu m , and  cried to 
th in k  she had  not used softer m eans. T be 
fa th e r was a n g ry w ith  h im s e f  for hav ing  a l 
layed  youug Joe  to go T he lad h im seif, as 
*’e have seen already, was h eariily  asuam ed 
Of сош ѳѳ each  m em ber of th e  q u a rte tte  
would have fought the  q u a rre l th rough  « g tin , 
ra th e r  th a n  ad m it ju s t tu e n  a s h a ie  of wrong 
ou h is  or h e r ow u side.

Young Joe could scarcely ana ly ze  h is  own 
eensatious a t th a t  tim e. He was very food 
of his fa th e r and  very p»oud of him , in sp ite 
of an  educa tion  which h id  done m uch  io 
weaken all fam ily  ties . F o r h is  m o the r he 
had an  affection m uch  less keen. 
There hed never been any  sym pathy 
between th em , so fa r as young Jo -  
knew ; and  a lth o u g h  h is  negative  know
ledge was necessarily  incom plete, i i  
was a  b a rrie r m ore th a n  sufficient ag lin st 
love’s p rogress. I  reg re t tb a t  we shall see 
but little  of th a t  h a rd  old C alvin ist, for to 
one who knew her well she was a  wom an well 
w orth know ing. She had m ore affection in 
h e r th a n  anybody gave h e r  c red it for, and 
she loved her only child  w ith so passi m ate  a  
tenderness th a t  she prayed every n ig h t and 
m orning  th a t  she m ig h t not m ake an  “  idol ” 
of h im . In  th is  wise she succeeded in  d is
guising  her love so perfectly  th a t young Joe 
bad grow n up in belief th a t  h is  very presence 
was d istaste fu l to her.

So, w ith  a  si.re h e a r t a n d  with som e b u r  
dens of conscience, th e  young  fellow dawled 
away from  th e  house in  w hich he was 
born, resolved never to re tu rn  to i t  T he  fu 
tu re  looked b lank  enough , for he had  no 
business or profession, and  had discovered 
in  h im self no  special a p titu d es  w hich were 
likely to  be profitable to  h im . H e  had  ten  
pounds in  Lis pocket, a n d  m igh t be able, 
perhaps, on  h is  personal possessions of 

sjewelry and  w hat n o t, to  realise  fifty. The 
prospect was a ltoge ther dreary , and  in  sp ite  of 
hie resolve no t to  re tu rn , he was conscious of 
& very defiu ite  longing  th a t  bis fa th e r would 
ru n  a fte r h im  and  tak e  fo cible possession ol 
h im  by ea r o r shou lder. H e would will 
ingly have gone back —even ignom iuiousiy  - 
so th a t  th e  ignom ny had  no t seem ed 
vo lun tary . B u t nol о iy ra n  a fter h im  ; no 
re s tra in in g  voice called him  ; and  young Joe 
went b is  way to sham e and  sorrow, as  m any 
m any a  th o u san d  worse and  better m en have 
gone before h im  ; lo r th e  w ant of one wise 
courage in  h io iself, or, fa i ing  th a t, one 
W o r d  of friendly  reso lu t on from  ou tside  him .

T here  was no th in g  to inv ite  or encourage 
h im  in th e  blank S abbath  s treet, where one 
cu r lay in  th e  su n sh in e  snapp ing  a t th e  flies 
Young Joe had upon h im  an  impuli-e to  kick 
ihe cur, bu t res ra ined  him self, and  w ent 
m iserably and  moodily along. I t  was counted 
uighly im proper aud  even im m oral to  smoke 
in  th e  s tre e ts  on  S unday in  th a t  q u* rte r of 
ihd world ; b u t Joe, feeliug th a t  he was leav 
ing  th e  town and  coutd aff >rd to  despise its  
edict, lit a  c igar and  ha rdened  him self. He 
chose a way w hich led h im  across certa in  
m ourn fu l m eadows, where th e  g rass was 
poisoned by th e  exhalations of a  cbdm icat 
factory n ear a t  hand , and  ram bled on th rough  
frowsy verdu re  u n til be reached a canal. Tne 
artificia l h ills  rose h igh  on  each  side of the 
c a tn n g , and on  one side ran  clean  in to  the  
w ater, wooded to th e  very edge. O a tbe  
o ther, th e  tow ing p a th  was green except for 
oue little  s ireak . T he  w ater was M thou t 
m otion, o r th e  place m igh t have pass* d  (o< 
tn  unusually  favorable scrap  of E ng lish  live r 
scenery. Tho a rtificia l bluffs were bold 
and  precip itous, and  th ey  had  the 
m -r it  of h id in g  th e  d e f i e d  country  
which lay beyond th em . U p and  uown 
the tow ing path  young Joe w andered with 
tbe  ніг i f a m a n  who bad appointed  a  іеп 
dezvous H e w aited f »r perhaps an hou r, 
*hen  round th e  corner of th e  fa rth e s t bluff 
саш е a  figure in  flu ttering  w bite m uslin  aud 
a straw  bat. H is back was tu rned , and  tbe 
new-com er, w ith inn-»cent m ir*htul m ischiel 
in h e r fice , ra n  tip toe al >ng th e  sw ard, aud 
clapped bo th  h an d s  »cross b is eyes.

“  G uess who i t  is ,”  sa id  th e  new -com er 
b lithely.

Youug Joe  re tu rned  no  answ er. T be  ex 
pression in  th e  g irl’s face changed. Sue 
moved h e r bands, an d  saw —w hat she had 
on iy felt b e f o r e - th a t  they  were wet wiih 
te rs. She threw  one a rm  a round  h is  neck, 

and  seeking h is  left h a n d  w ith he rs , asked 
with ten d er so licitude,

“  W hat is it, Joe, d e a r?  W h a t’s th e  m a t
te r? ”

Young Joe, facing a bou t, kissed h e r, and 
to« <k bo th  h e r  bands in  his. T h e  te a rs  still 
g listened on the  lashes over h is  gloom y eyes, 
aud  the  g irl regarded him- w ith  a look of fear 
and  anx iety .

“  I have bad news for you, D in a h ,”  said 
young Joe  a t la s t. “  I am  tu rn e d  ou t of 
bouse aud  hom e, an d  I  sh a ll have to  go away 
som ew here and  face th e  w orld .”

“  T urned  ou t of house and  hom e *” ques 
doned  D inah , w ith  brow n frigu tened  eyes 
wide open.

“  T u rned  ou t of house and  hom e,”  young 
Joe repeated  som brely. •* B u t d o n ’t  be afraid, 
D inah. I  shall be able  to  take  care  of m y
self and you. I  shall c as t a b o u t for som e
th ing  to  do, and  I ’ll work m y fingers to  the  
boue ra th e r  th a n  see you w ant an y th in g  ”

“ T u rned  away from  h om e ? ’’ D inah  again 
asked. “ Wb o  tu rn ed  you away ? ”

Joe  re la ted  the  inci len ts  of th e  a fte rn o o n , 
v ith  som e little  n a tu ra l bias 

“ And you f-ee, dear, th e re ’s no th in g  for it. I 
but to go away and ” — w i.h  a  b itte r little  
iaugh —“ and seek my fo rtu n e .” ■ • -

“ B ut, Jo e ,’ said D inah, “  you h a d n ’t  ough t 
to bave h it  h im  an d  him  a  m iddle-aeed m an 
Wou d n ’t  i t  be better, darling , to go back, and 
say as you was s o r r y ? ”

“  Good heavens, D inah ! ” said young Jop*
“ do n ’» say h ad n ’t  ou^h t. How can I go Ьась 
and  say I 'm  sorry? I ’m no t sorry ; aud even 
if I w eie, I  cou ldn ’t  go b»ck and  say so, to 
nave them  th in k  I  was a fra id  to  face the 
world.”

D iuah  s to o l grave an d  th o u g h tfu l for a 
u inu ie . and  then  said.

“ i  suppose I  m u sn ’t te ll you r fa th e r ан 
we’re  a going ? ”

“ M y d arlin g ,” said  young  Joe, “ you

m u stn ’t  th in k  of com ing w ith m e. N o t a t 
first you know! I  m ust go away and  get в о т«  
th in g  to do, and  m ake a  hom e to r you. W e 
c an ’t  ru n  away like two babes in  th e  wood, in 
th a t  fashion. I t  won’t  he long, D inah , d o n ’t  
cry, my darling , do n ’t cry. W e sh an ’t  be 
long a p a r t I ’ll take care  of th  t . ”

“  I  do n ’t  see any  u se ,”  said  D inah , s i t t i rg  
d isconsolately on the  side of th e  spo il-bank  
an d  wiping h e r eyes w ith h e r  little  m uslin  
apron  — I  d on ’t  see any use  in  being m arried  
if a  wife can ’t  go along w ith  h e r husband  
when he’s tu rn e d  ou t of house a n ’ hom e, an d  
h a s n 't  got anyw here  to  go to  0  Joe, you 
can’t  leave m e behind  -  you c an ’t  be so cruel 
No Joe, no, you cou ldn ’t  have th e  h e a r t to 
leave m e.”

Joe sa t down beside h e r on the  g rass erew n 
baok and soothed h e r, feeling h im se  f very 
fciUilty a ll tli4 while. D n ah  refused  to  be 
com forted, and ye t found bis proffered com 
fort ' p leasan t. B u t by and  by a certain  
coquettish  little  petu lance took th e  place of 
grief, and  young Joe  knew th a t he  had  half 
won h is  c iu se , w hich he  ad m itted  was a  poor 
one to  win.

*• D o n ’t  te ll m e, Jo e ,” said p re tty  D inah . 
“ as your folks a re  going to  drive  you away 
for alw ays - 1 know better. If you take ’em 
a t th e ir  word, and stay  away a week, th e y ’ll 
be glad to  have you back a g a in .”

Youn^ Joe recognised the  tru th  of th is  
observation , b u t i t  p layed such  havoc with 
tb e  heroics of th e  case th a t  he re sen te d  it 
and pooh-poohed it w ith a som bre gloom.

“ I t  is n ’t very  k ind  of you. D n a h ,” said 
Joe, glad to  ap p ea r ав th e  in ju red  person of 
thei two, “  to  m ake lig h t of euch a  serious 
m a tte r. And I  would n o t lower m yself in  m y 
own esteem  by beggimz m yself back again for 
an y th in g  th e  worl i  could give m e. 1 cou ldn’t 
do it, darling , even fo r your sake. No, I ’ll 
work fo r you, an d  Rtrugsle for you, bu t I 
won’t  do a m ean  th in g , even for you .”

H e said  “ even for yo u ” so tenderly , and 
there  was su ch  an  obvious self accusation  in 
h im  when he  said it ,  th a t  th e  g irl threw  her 
arm s abou t h is  neck and  kissed him .

‘ I  know you 're  noble a n ’ ’igh sperited , my 
d e ar ,” she sa id  “ and I  shall never say a  word 
to ask you to be n o th in g  e b e  for me, no  no t 
a word, Joe. And I ’ve been a very th an k less  
girl, Jo e , to m ik e b d ie v e  as i t  was m y troub le  
when i t  was yours all tb e  tim e. W by, 
d ear m e ! i t ’s no g rea t m a tte r  for m e to  go on 
liv in ’ a t hom e with my fa th e r a n ’ m o th er, 
t ill you с in  afford to  send  for m e, is  it ,  Joe '#  
No, d a rlin ,’ I  s h a n ’t  fre t no  m ore ab o u t my 
self.”

H e read  th e  devotion  a n d  th e  affection 
in h e r h eart, au d  had  a d im  uo tion  th a t  
be could no t be a lto g e th er a b id  fellow 
*ince she gave h im  suob unstin ted  
•ove. I t  s tirred  a vague com fort in  him  
an d  s tren g th en ed  him  to  approve of himeelf. 
He bullied h is  conscience in to  qu ie t, th e re 
fore, aud  began to take  quite  a  h ign  tone  w ith 
it.

“ I t ’B perhaps a  good th in g , a fte r a ll,”  he 
said. “  A m an  o u g h t n o t to be dependen t 
upon anybody. H e ought to be able to  take  
care of him self. And I  sh a ll go in to  th e  
world aud  tigh t for you, D inah, and  th a t  will 
help m e And w hen I  have m ade a  place for
y o u  ”  He sm iled in  ap p recia tion  of th e '
work a lready  done  —in  fancy.

“  D on’t  m ind abou t its  being a fine  place 
a t first, d ear ,’’.said D inah , nestling  to  h im  
and  adm iring  him  w ith  a ll her h e a r t—his 
Courage, h is  m isfo itu n e , h is  love.

“  Not too fiae  a p lace a t first,” sa id  Joe, 
“ bu t la te r on a palace of a  place.”

H e said i t  ligh tly , and  she laughed a t  th e  
badinage, b u t in  a  m om en t they were grave 
a^ain . I t  was a b itte r business, a fte r all 
W hen th e  tim e for p a rtin g  cam e, Joe s tr lin e d  
her to h is  b rea s t, an d  she h u n g  abou t h im  
sobbing

‘• G ) ,” . s h e  said, strugg ling  to  be brave. 
“  Go, a u ’ God b ess you, m y ow n dear„ dear, 
ever dearest Joe  ”

At tb is  courageous sorrow  young  Joe 
m elted.

“  Yes.”  be said, “  I  will go. I ’ll go hom e 
and beg o^d Screed’s pardon ,and  I ’l l—I ’ll tell 
my fa th e r tb a t  we’re m arried , D inah , and  if 
he likes to  cu t up  rough  about i t  he can , but 
I  can a t lease feel th a t  I ’ve acted  like a m an. 
and no t a  coward. Aud if he likes to  send 
me away tb e n , I  can work with a  c lear . con* 
science, aud  I  shall know th a t  I  have done 
my d u ty .”

Now, women have always been  puzzles to 
me, and  I  un  «erstand very little  of them , bu i 
I have noticed iu  them  one co n sis ten t pecu« 
liarity . if  you once succeed in  aw akening in  
a woman th a t  sense of pro tecting  stren g  h 
and  te n ie rn e ss  wbich th e  m ost helpless of 
women are  capable of feeling over even the  
m ost helpfu l of m en, she will pro tect you, a t 
the co^t of serious w mrids, from  th e  m erest 
scra tch  of any little  th o rn . D inah  would have 
uooe of th is  wholesom e and  h o n est sacrifice 
for ber sake.

“  N o,”  she said , fa irly  yearn ing  over 
him  and  w orshipping h im  for h is  bare  pro 
m ise of bare justice . “  D on’t vex h im  with 
anv ta lk  abou t m e yet, m y d ear. W hy, you 
know, d a rlin g ,” she w ent on, s tran g lin g  ber 
own hopes with tb e  bows ring  her su ltan  had  
sen t her a  m ontn  before, th a t  if you h a d n ’t 
know n as io ’u i  vex him  y o u 'i  h a ’ to ld  h im  
uf it Ion*: a^o. A nd now  you w ant to  tell 
h im  when he ’s vexed a ’ready  ”

*• t  d o n 't  c t r e ,” said Jo*, feeling heroic. 
“ H e c an ’t  do an y th in g  w orse th a n  h e  has 
done. I ’ll do th e  rig h t th in g .”

B ut D .u ah  clung to  him  
“  N she said . “  You sh an ’t  ru in  y o u r

self fo r m e, Jo e .” Aud she clung to  h e r 
point with such  vehem ence th a t  Joe  yielded, 
and  had  all the  satisfac tion  of seem ing heroic 
w ithout in cu rrin g  an y  d a u g e r—a joy w hich I 
have m yselt experienced.

f h  у kissed and  em braced again , and  .Joe 
wiped her eyes, an d  prom ised brokenly to 
wri e of en.

•• You’re n o t a-go in ’ fa r aw ay, m y d a rlin ’, 
are y o u ? ” said  D inah , try ing  to  be brave 
again

•‘ No, dear, n o ,”  said he  in  answ er ; “  no t 
fa r .”

“  Aud, Joe, d a rlin ’,” she  said  a fte r a te a r 
ful pau^e, relieved by m any sad kisses, “  will 
you let me keep m ? m arriage  lines ? ”

Sbe w hispered th e  question  a t  h is  ear, and  
he uent over tenderly  tb e  while.

“ Yes, yes, m y d e a r ,” he an sw ered ; “ I  
m ean t to  bring  them  to  you th is  afternoon , 
but I was in  such  a  h u rry . * T hey are  packed 
up  in  my p o rtm an teau , but I  will Bend them  
to y o u .”

•• You d on ’t  m in d  m y ask in ’ for ’em , do 
you. Joe  ? ”

“  I was w rong all th ro u g h ,” he  said  ; “  we 
ought to  h iv e  been m arried  openly. B ut I 
sh a ll do you ju s tice , D inah . You know  th a t, 
do n ’t  you ? ”

A nd so, w ith p ro tes ta tio n s, caresses, an d  
hopes, and  w ith som e repen tances on h is  
side, they  parted . Joe c lim bed th e  bank 
again, and  waved adieu from  th e  top. She 
answ ered w ith a  m otion  o f th e  h an d , an d  he 
was gone.

w ith  an en orm on g p alm . “  I ’m in  a peck  o ’ ' ow n d esires, b u t he waB afraid of th a t  experi 
troub le  My Rebecca h as b een  an d  ‘Ordered m en t.

C h a p t e r  I I I .

M rs. BusheU did w hat she could to  atone 
to  th e  m in is te r for th e  te rrib le  in su lt which 
had  been pu t upon  h im  by h e r son; Old Joe 
sa t aw hile and sm  >ked in  silence, and, bein< 
g rea tly  exercised by th e  w hole business, 
d ran k  ra th e r  m ore w hiskey and  w a ter th a u  
was good for h im . F in a lly  a  s treak  of ligh t 
appeared , an d  he  w ent, a  little  flushed 
tow ards it. I t  led h im  for a  while by th e  
road young Joe  bad  taken  an  h o u r o r two 
before, b u t ^ e  stopped sh o rt of th e  m angy 
m eidow  and sounded, a heavy ra t  ta t a t  the  
d >or of a sm art looking house, w hich stood a 
little  back f<om th e  lane. A n ea t servan t 
т а -id responded to h is  sum m ons.

“ Is B ro ther George in ? ” a s k e l  th e  old 
m an.

“  Yes, s ir ,” said  th e  dam sel, and  led th e  
way in to  a  gaudily  fu rn ished  parlor, where 
in black broadcloth sa t an  in tensely  respect 
able m an  in an  a rm  ch air bv th e  fireplase.

‘•Joe z ip h ,” said  the  in tensely  respectable  
m an, d iv iu ing  tb e  nam e in to  two balanced 
syllables, “ how are  y o u ? ”

“  G eorge,” said  old Joe, sea ting  h im self.
“ I ’m in a hit. o ’ tro u b le .”

“  You dou’c say so J  >e»ziph,”  said  the  
respeciable m an , wi h  a wooden w ant of in 
te rest.

“  Y is,”  said old Joe, ru b b in g  h is  grey  h a ir

m y Joe  ou t o’ m y house, a n ’ h e ’s took h e r  a t 
a word, a n ’ h e ’s gone.”
•  “  D ear m e,” said  B ro th e r George, as  wood- 

enly as before.
Yes,” said old J«m again , “  h e ’s took h e r 

a t a  word a n ’ h e ’s gone.”
“  W u at did ber order h im  off for ?”  asked 

B ro ther George.
Old Joe  to ld  th e  sto ry , w ith rough-hew n 

brevity, and b is  b ro th e r nodded now and 
th en  to  signify a tte n tio n . In  p  >int of fact, 
it iu te rested  h im  m ore th a n  i t  seem ed to  oo. 
He was p re tty  nearly  as wooden as he  looked, 
bu t he had a  very rem arkab le  eye for the 
m ain chance. He saw monev w ith an  eye a t 
once telescopic and  m icroscopic, and  he 
scented  it ,  or seem ed to  scen t it ,  as  a  s leu th  
hound scents his gam e. Joe  B ushell had 
m ade b is  m oney by a rem srkab ly  
profitable p a ie u t, w as w orth  a  q u arte r 
of a  m illion if a  penny , and  lived on  les* 
th an  a  iw eu tie th  p i r t  of b is  incom e 
George had  borrowed tr^m  h is  b ro th e r to 
s ta r t life as  a  ch arte r-m aster , h a d  worked 
hard  and  Jived h a rd , and  screwed dow n all 
u uder h im  to  th e  u tte rm o s t fa r th in g , and 
having m ade b is  m  >ney chiefly by h a rd - 
fi-'tedness, v»as h a ted  by his workpeople, and 
knew it, and  ra th e r  rejoiced in  i t  th a n  o ther 
wise, as  being in  som e sense a  tr ib u te  to  b is 
business capac ity . H e was a  m -a n  and 
g rudging c reatu re , w ith no  in s tin c t of active 
d ishonenty . He had  a  dull, slow, wooden 
d islike for Joe, because young Joe would one 
day in h e r it  old Jo e ’s fo rtu n e . N ot th a t 
George had  ever hud a hope of i t  h im self, 
but he grudged w ealth  to  anyb >dy, and could 
have nu rsed  a  sp ite  a gain st th e  very walls 
of a  bank 's  s trong  room  for hold ing so m uch 
m oney. And now  for th e  first tim e in  his 
life daw ned upon h  m  som e dim  fancy scarcely 
a hope, th a t  he  m ig h t haud le  B ro th e r 
Jo sep h ’s m oney as h is  own som e day. I t '  
was tb a t  dim  fancy w hich m ade  old J o e ’s 
sto ry  in te res tin g  to h im .

“  Now,” said  the fa th e r, w hen h is  n a rra  
tive was fin ished , “  w hat I  w an t thee  to  do, 
G eorge, is ju s t th is . Thee go a n ’ find Joe, 
a n ’ fe tch  b im  h u m . Т ак no  so rt o ’ denial. 
He can stop  wi’ th ee  a  day o r two, a n ’ th en , 
when i t ’s biowed over wi’ R ibecca, h e  can 
come back to m e. D ost see ?”

“  A h ,”  said B ro th e r George, “  I  see .” And 
he saw  m ore th a n  he confessed to
Seeing. H e  in ten d ed  no w rong to
anybody, b u t was i t  likely  th a t  young
Joe would lis ten  to  h is  so lic ita tions?  He 
th o u g h t n o t .1 And if th a t  ungu ided  young 
m an declined to lis ten , m igh t n o t h is  absence 
become a  so u f ce of profit to  b is  uuc le  ? 
u W here is  he ?” th e  uucle asked, a fte r giving 
these  reflections tim e  to  form .

“  W ell, th ee  seest,” said old Joe, rubb ing  
h is  h ead  perplexedly , “  we do’ rig h tly  know 
wheer he is. B u t h e ’s bou n ’ to  send  fo r b is  
luggage ."

“  A h ,” said  B ro ther G eorge again , “  I  see .” 
“  I  th in k ,” «Id Joe  resum ed , “  as h e ’s 

likely to send  fo r i t  to -h ig b t. O ur Jo e  s 
a llays  in  a  b it of a  h u rry , a n ’ does every th ing  
h o t-foo t.’

“  T h en ,”  said George, “  I ’d b e tte r com e up 
to ty our place, eh  ?”

“  J u s t  w hat I  w an ted ,”  answ ered  old Jo e  ; 
and  th e  tw o set ou t to g e th e r. “  N ot a  word 
to the  m issis, m in d .” G  orge nodded in reply, 
tu rn in g  over in  tb a t  stiff jo in ted  m in d  of his 
th e  question— Shall I  break  o r keep th a t  p ro 
m ise ? W hich  is likely to  pay ? He- would 
n o t have robbed young  Joe— he would no t 
have robbed anybody. T heft was “  agen the  
law .” B u t a lthough  any  s tra ig h t forw ard 
m ethod  of tra n sfe rrin g  a  ne ighbor’s coin to 
his pouch was a th in g  to  be reprehended , th e  
construction  of any crooked schem e for th a t  
purpose was p ra isew orthy , and  th e  carriage 
of th e  sam e to  triu m p h a l effect was afth ing  to 
be p roud  of. In  sh o rt, B ro th e r George was a 
d ip lom atist, and  had  som e personal ad van  
tages in  th e  d ip lom atic  w ay—singu lar as  th a t  
e ta tem en t m ay appear. H e could  lie, for in 
stance. w ith a  sto lid ity  w bich  defied scru tiny  
Practice bad  done m uch fo r h im , b u t the  
first g rea t g ift was N a tu re 's . H e was in  
scru tab le  enough  to  h ave  realised  a  Tory 
jo u rn a lis t’s idea  of a  p rim e  m in is te r. H is 
respectable coun tenance , c lean  shaven but 
for its  respectable tu f ts  of grey w htsker, was 
scarcely m ore шоЬіІб th a n  a  m ask. Since 
be never lied a p a r t  from  s tric te s t necessity , 
he was com m only regared  as a  veracious m an 
He is n o t the scoundrel of th is  s tory  - w hicn. 
ludeed, scarcely asp ires to  tb e  p >rtraiture ol 
a real rascal —an d  nobody who knew  him  
th o u g h t of h im  as being an y th in g  bu t a  very 
respectable self m ade m an  who did unusual 
credit to his o rig inal s ta tio n  in  life. T he  
rem arkable w oodenness of b is  m an n e r, and  a 
certa in  so lem n draw l be b ad , were m ainly  
responsible for th e  fam ily  belief in  b is  wis 
dom . Ho was tb e  final a u th o rity  oh  family 
affaire.

T he  Reverend P a u l h ad  le ft th e  house 
w hen th e  b ro ihers h id  reached  i t .  M rs. 
B ushell was Bitting in  tb e  k itchen  w ith  a big 
Bible before her, e arn estly  and  believiogly 
seéking com fort in  th e  u tte ran ces  of H abak- 
kuk. T h ere  a re  people who find  C hris tian  
philosophies in  Solom on’s Song and  suck 
satisfac tion  ou t of E cclesiastes ; and  M rs 
Bushell was of th em . B u t a t  th is  
sorrow ful ho u r, a  philippie  ag a in st |th e  C hal
deans, “  th a t  b itte r and  h a sty  n a tio n ,” had 
little  power to  soothe.

“  B ro ther G eorge,”  she  said, as th a t  r e 
spectable person en tered , “  h a s  Jo sep h  been 
a-aek ing  you r advice ?”

“  Rnbecker,” B ro ther George rep lied  w ith  
weighty so lem nity , fa r be i t  from  m e to  
deny an y th in g  as is tru e . T h a t ’s w ha t 
Joe-z ip h  come to  see m e for, a s  fa r a s  I  can 
see.’

“  W hv ,” read M rs. B ushell w ith h e r  finger 
trackir g the  denouncing  lines in  th e  great 
Bible, “  why dost th o u  show  m e iiaiquity 
a n d  cause m e to behold grievances ? for 
spoiling  an d  violence a re  before m e ; and 
there  a re  tb a t  ra ise  strife  and  co n te n tio n  
I herefore th e  law  iu slacked and  ju d g m en t 
d o th  never go fo rth  ; for th e  wicked doth  
com oaee abou t th e  rig h teo u s ; therefo re  wrong 
ju d g m en t proceedeth  ”

“  W ell, well, R ebecker,” sa id  B ro ther 
G eorge w ith a  p rop itia to ry  accen t, “  boys 
will be boys, you know , a n ’ a llays w as.”

“  T hey w ouldn’t be boys if they  w a sn 't ,  
sa’d oid Joe, w ith  a  touch  of th e  local 
hum or.

“  Jo seph  1” said M rs B usneli w arningly . 
“  Becky, my geil Г s a i l  old Jo e , le an in g  

abovre h e r ch a ir  an d  lay ing  a  heavy h an d  
upon h e r shou lder.

She felt »he appeal th u s  conveyed, fo r she 
was by  n a tu re  a w om an of m uch tenderness. 
B ut she on ly  s tra ig h te n ed  herself an d  laid 
her finger onoe m ore upon th e  w arn ing  tex t 

“  T here ’s m y guide, Jo83ph,”  sh e  m ade 
answ er, w hen she could tru s t  h e r voice, fo r 
she was sore  d is tu rbed , an d  h e r  “  wordly 
long ings ,” as she  called th em , m oved s tro n g 
ly in  h e r  h eart.

Old Jo e  moved aw ay from  th e  baok of her 
ohair, a n d  B ro ther George s a t  dow n w ith  a n  
a ir of w is io m  on h im ,an d  looked as one who 
is p repared  to  proffer counsel. T here  was 
silence fo r a tim e ; th e n  Mrs. B ushel! tu rn ed  
h e r head  away an d  asked :

“  W hat do vou advise, B ro ther G eorge ?”
“  W ell,”  said  B ro ther George, ven tin g  an  

e laborate  and  prolonged wink u p o n  old Joe, 
“  I  should  advise as no th in g  shou ld  be done 
n o t to say  p rec ip ita te .’

“  Y 8,” sa id  old Joe, nodd ing  a t h is  bro 
th e r, “  give h im  a day o r tw o a n ’ he ’ll come 
ro u n d .”

“ Joseph .’’ said Mrs. B u sh e ll,w ith  unfortu»  
na te  so lem nity , “  if you look for a n y  h e a lin ’ 
of th is  breach ap art from  h is  re p en ta n ce , ycu 
will w ait in  vain . If y oy m ean  as I  shall com ' 
round, you are  m istaken . In  th is  case, Jo seph  
there  is d u ty  to  be done, a n ’ I ’vd spoke my 
last word a ’ready .”

Joe  shook b is  head  a t  B ro th e r  G eorge 
m ournfully  and  George shook h is  head  in 
answ er. M atters were growing ra th e r  b righ t for 
B rother George, aud  if th e  b rig h tn ess  were 
only nebulous as yet, i t  m ig h t rev ea l th ings 
pleasant to  look a t  by and.-.by. N o tw ith 
s tan d in g  tb is  cheerfu l inw ard  know ledge, 
however G  orge looked upon h ie b ro th e r  w ith 
a s u e m n  countenance. He would fain have 
appealed seriously to h is s ib te r-in -la  w’s fo r
bearance, au d  so have d raw n  from  her a 
m ore em phatic  an d  forcible den ia l of h e r

B ecky,”  said old Joe, being  perhaps a 
little  m ore accessible to  em otion  a t  th a t  m o
m en t th a n  he  com m  only # w a s , “ th e  lad  was ; 
h a rd  p u t on . T he  parson  go’s a n ’ says 
th in g s  to h im  about h is  sw eetheart, a n ’ it 
s tan d s  to  r ’ason as Joe got hum ped  a t  it. 
He axed m e. Becky, afore you come in to  th e  
room , w hat I ’d h a ’ done if any  m an  had  said 
th in g s  to  m e ab o u t y o ’ afore we got m arried . 
I t  w ouldn’t  h a ’ m ade m uch  differ to  m e, I 
th in k ,” said old Jo e , driv ing  one g rea t h and  
in to  th e  palm  of th e  o ther, “  who is’t  w as a 
said it .  I  d b a ’ floored b im , if h e ’d h a ’ killed 
m e th e  n ex t m in u te .”

B ro th e r George nodded gloom ily in  assen t 
to th is , for it seem ed to  him  an  unansw er
able  are-um ent in  young Jo e ’s favor. B u t 
Mrs. B ushell held firm .

“  I've  ьроке m y last word Joseph . He 
s tru ck  a m ijie ie r  o ’ G od’s « o r d , in  h is  own 
fa th e r’s house, of a  Sunday ; a n ’ if tb a t  
a in ’t w orth say in ’ ‘ I ’m  sorry  fo r ,’ I ’ve got 
no m ore to say .” v

B ro ther George nod  led again  in  acquies
cence, for th is  view of th e  case also seemed 
unanswe rable.

“  G i’e th e  lad tim e ,” u rged  old Joe.
“  L e t h im  tak e  his ow n tim e, Jo sep h ,’’ said 

th e  m o ther staunch ly . “  W h en  h e ’s tired  o ’ 
tbe  husks  o’ th e  P rodigal, he ’ll com e Ь а с к  
again. B ut I fear h e ’ll sup  sorrow  by spoon
fuls i ’ th e  w ay.”

S he left th e  room , and  old Joe  w ith  a 
troub led  face, set tobacco a n d  a glass of 
whiskey before b is  b ro th e r. T h e  p a ir sa t in 
gloomy silence for a  w hile w hen a knock 
cam e to  th e  door. Old Jo e  answ ered  th is  
t-ummons.

“  W ho’s th ee r ?”  he  asked.
“  W ell,” said a voice from  th e  dark  outside, 
as fu r as m y ap in ium  go’s, i t ’s a young  fel

ler o’ th e  nam e o ’ Bow ker.”
“  Come in. W illiam ,” said old Joe  in  a shaky 

voice. “ W b at be you com e fo r ?”
“  W hy. your son ’s a t D udley  A rm s,”  said 

Mr. Bow ker en te ring  th e  k itchen , “  a n ’ h e ’s 
sen t m e up  here  t ’ ax  fo r h is  box. H e’s 
a gooin’ iu to  B rum m agem  to -n ig h t, a n ’ on  to 
L ondon i ’ the  m o rn in ’.”

“  Goo a n ’ say a word to  h im , George,” said 
the  fa tn  r  D o’t  let th e  lad go fu rth e r ’n  
B rum m agem . M ak’ h im  send  word to you 
wheer he is, w hen he gets theer, a n ’ we 11 tek 
care on b im . B ut, George, don’t  go to  let 
h im  know as I a in 't  angry  w i’ h im . Mind 
j;hat. Do i t  all as if i t  was cornin’ from  your 
se.f like. D ’ye see ?”
• “ I  see,” said B ro ther George. Could any 
th ing  have been designed to  play b e tte r in to  
the  h an d s  of a  respectable  m an  who desired 
to secure an  advan tage an d  w*s a fra id  of 
crim e. He would n o t in  th is  case have even 
the  shadow  of a  lie upon  h is  conscience. All 
th a t was to be done was to tell th e  tru th , and 
obey in s tru c tio n s —in  b reak ing  th em . Mrs 
Bushell, w ithout an  apologv, was im placable, 
and her h u sb an d  w ished to have i t  supposed 
th a t he  also was very ' angry . George knew 
very well th a t  b is  nephew  would ten d er no 
apology ju s t  th e n , aEd began to  look com pla- 
cen tly  on  th e  prom ise of the  fu tu re,

Young Joe  sa t m oody and  a lone in  th e  
sm oke room  of th e  D udley A rm s, aw aiting  
th e  re tu rn  of his em issary , w hen  U ncle 
G eorge en tered , and  w ith a  so lem n aspect 
took a seat before b im .

“ T h is is a bad job, Jo e -z ip h ,” said  he, 
shak ing  h is  head . “  I ’ve heard  a ll abou t it 
from  your m o th er and  fa th e r. I  do n ’t  say 
you was in  the  wrong, no t to  say  a ltoge ther, 
b u t you know  as i t  was a d readful th in g  to  do 
—a  d read fu l th in g . B u t look th ee  here  
m y  la d ,” he  con tinued , w ith  a wooden as 
sum ption  of gen ia lity  w hich w ent, howsoever 
un rea l i t  m ig h t be, cl#an to  th e  lad ’s sore 
h e a r t, “  blood’s th ick e r th a n  w ater, a n ’ when 
a ll’s said  and  done y o u ’re m y  nevew and  I ’m 
y o u r uncle . Now, w hat d ’ye m ean  to  d o ?  
T hey’m  bard  on  you at hom e, fearfu l h a rd .” 

“  I  sh a ll go o u t an d  face th e  w orld,”  said 
young Joe  “  I ’m n o t a fra id  1”

•‘ Of course you a in ’t, a  fine b u ilt young 
fellow like you ! I t  a in ’t  likely  as you would 
be. B u t look here, m y la d —you c a n ’t  face 
th e  w orld on  n o th in g . Оал you, now  ?”

“  I  have som eth ing  to  begin  w ith ,”  said  
Joe  in  answer. “  I  am  n o t a ltoge ther w ith 
o u t m oney. A nd th e n , I  have a  little  owing 
to m e .”

“ Ah, dear m e. W ell. I  can  see a s  y o u ’re 
ju s t  as ho t-foo t as y ou r fa th e r and  m o the r 
B u ', com e now, w heer do you  th in k  o’ goin 
to 1”

•* I ’d go to  A m erica,” said  young  Jo e , “  if I 
only had  th e  ch an ce .”

“  М е т к у  ?” echoed U ncle  George. “ I f  
a  long way th e re .”

“  T b e  longer th e  b e tte r ,” said Joe  bitterly . 
“  No, no , Jo se p h ,”  said U b jie  George 

“  Don’t say th a t .  B u t if y ou ’ie
ben t on it. w hy, I  . No, no , Joseph
d ou’t  th in k  ©n i t . ”

“  Y es,”  said Joe, ‘‘I ’ll do it if I  work my 
passage out. T h e re ’s room  for a m an  to m ove 
in, iu  A m erica.”

“  D on’t you ta lk  n o n sen se ,”  said  U ncle 
George.

“  By jove,’’ q uo th  young  Jo e , ris ing , and  
feeling  a lready  th e  glow of a successfu l ex 
plorer, “ I ’ll show you w hether o r n o t I ’m 
ta lk ing  nonsense  I  te ll you  s ir  I ’ll do it, 
and  I  w ill.”

“  Pooh 1” said U ncle  George ; “ you a in ’t 
going to  work y ou r passage o u t. N ot w hile 
you’ve got an  uncle  as can  pu t h is  h an d  in  
hie pocket to help  you. No, no, Jo se p h .”

“  You’re  very  k ind , unc le ,”  sa id  Joe. 
“  b u t I  can ’t  accept any  he lp  from  you. And 
he w ondered why d id  I  never see w hat a  good 
fellow U ncle George is  u n til  now.

“ W ait b e re  a b it ,” sa id  th e  benevolent 
uncle, and  w ith  th a t a rose, and  left th e  room  
w ith stagey s tea lth . W hen  he re tu rn ed , he 
bore w ith  b im  a  shee t of le tte r  paper and  an  
in k stan d . He sa t down in silence, an d  wrote 
in  a  slow and labared  m an n er. T h en  he 
produced a pocket book, from  whioh, a fte r an 
in tr ica te  search , he drew a c rum pled  receip t 
s tam p . G azing  hard  a t Joe, he  m oistened 
th is  with b is  tongue, affixed i t  to  th e  paper, 
and  tb e n , sq uaring  b is  elbow s, he set 
h is  head  down Bideways to  th e  tab le, 
and  laborious.у signed th e  docum ent. Joe 
watched h im , n o t know ing w h a t a ll th is  
m igh t m> an , u n til  th e  sheet, carefully  dried 
bef‘ re  th e  fire, was placed in b is  own hands. 
He read i t  w ith  a  sw ift m o is ten in g  of tb e  
eyes, less a t  tbe  g ift th a n  a t  th e  k indness 
wh ch  d ic ta ted  it.

“  Т м апк you. u nc le ,”  sa id  ‘ycnmg Joe. 
“  God ble s you for you r goodness. You are 
tbe  only  friend  I  hav e .”

“  If  they knowed ,”  said h is  only  friend  
tru th fu lly , “  as  I ’d helped you i ’ th is  way, 
th ey ’d never forgive m e. B u t w herever you 
^>o, Jo seph , rem em ber a s  you’ve got a  friend  
in  m e. A ilavs write to  m e, m y lad ; allays 
w rite to  m e.”

T herew ith  th e  benevolent uncle  squeezed 
h>s nephew ’s b a n d  an d  left h im . Young Joe 
s a t w ith  h is  elbows on th e  tab le , an d  looked 
w ith new born  affection and  g ra titu d e  a fter 
h im . W hy had he  never unders tood  U ucle 
G eorge u n til  now ?”

“  A dear good fellow !”  he said  a loud  in  h is  
e n th u siasm  ; “  a  m ost k ind ly , generous fel
low !”

And w ith  tea rs  of g ra titu d e  h o t in  b is  eyes, 
he folded up h is  unc le’s cheque for a  h undred  
pounds.

t  C h a p t e r  IY .
Y oung Jo e , h is  h e a r t B till w arm ed by b is  

u n c le ’s generosity , s a t a t th e  side of tb e  bed 
in  h is  room  a t  th e  D udley A rm s th a t  Sunday 
n ig h t, an d  surveyed tb e  s itu a tio n . S ta rtin g  
in th is  well provided way, i t  did n o t seem  
easy to fa il in  th e  w orld. P ractically , 
everybody kno vs, th e re  is an  end  to  th e  p ro 
ductive powers of a  h u n d red  pounds, 
but. for all th a t, a  h u n d red  pounds is a 
good ro u u d  sum  for a s ta r t  in  th e  w orld, and  
Y m ng Jo e  sa.w a lready  in  fancy h is  fo r tu n e  
m ade.

“  And I ’ll m ake poor little  D inah  happy, 
anyhow ,” he th o u g h t. S ie h a u n ted  h im , and 
h er m em ory filled h im  w ith a  keen  and 
p .d g n au t rem orse. *‘ T b e  poor ch ild ,” he 
said to h im self, “  m u s t have h e r m arriage  
lines.” W ith  th a t  h e  u n strap p ed  h is  p o rt
m an teau , tum bled  o u t its  d iso rderly  papers 
on th e  carnet, and  8et to  work to search  for 
th e  certificate of th e  m arriag e  betw een Jo t-tph  
Bushell, bachelor, and  D in ah  Ba ks, sp in ste r. 
F u s t ,  he m ade a  h a s ty  a n d  confident grope

am o n g st tb e  papers ; n ex t, w ith a  little  shade 
of perplexity  on  h is  face, he  took a m ore 
carefu l search  ; and  finally , having  separate ly  
exam ined every scrap, tu rn e d  ou tin s pockets, 
unlocked h is  chest an d  searched  though  its  
con ten ts, and  s till m e t w ith jn o  success, he 
sa t down on tb e  lid of h is  box in  th e  m idst of 
h is .tum bled  belongings and  clawed h is  h a ir  
w ith  vexation .

C onfound it all !” said  Joe. “  T be 
th in g ’s som ew here bere , I ’m su re . I  m ust 
look for i t  by d a y lig h t.” W ith  th is  p rom ise  
by way of consolation  fo r a lm o s t certa in  
loss, he undressed  and  got in to  bed. He 
had  bu t a  poor n ig h t of i t ,  for D in ah ’s 
appealing  face was alw ays before h im , 
and  he fe lt a lte rn a te ly  base  and  heroic 
ms h e  th o u g h t of hia enco u n ter w ith  tb e  m in  
is te r. T h e  cand le  b u rn ed  dow n and w ent 
o u t, w ith  th e  re su lt pa rticu la rised  in  the 
H onorable Mr. S iickleU jum bkin’s account of 
a  pu b 'ic  execution . T h en  th e  m oon ligh t 
s en t in to  th e  room  a  beam  w hich traveled  
very very slowly across th e  carpet, and 
rose very slowly u p  th e  fireplace, and  w hen 
Joe had  to ssed  abou t for long  ages, reached 
the  m irro r, and  crep t along the  wall, aud  slid 
lowly tow ard  th e  window, as its  b rig h tn ess  

faded a n d  d ied . T h en  the  swallow s who 
bu ilt b enea th  th e  roof pipes began to  ch irru p  
and  th e  window glim m ered  grey. Joe  pulled  
up th e  b lind  a u d  ligh ted  a  c igar, an d  looked 
a la st look on th e  fa m ilia r H igh  s tre e t ; a 
la st conscious look a t least, fo r ’ alw ays when 
m em ory b ro u g h t h e r budget of p ic tu res to  
him  hereafte r, she  b ro u g h t th a t  view, with 
the  grey desolate daw n ligh t b roaden ing  on 
th e  closed sh u tte rs  of th e  shops, and  he 
heard  d istinc tly  m any  a  tim e, by m em ory’s 
m agic, th e  s ta te ly  step  of th e  peeler— “ th e  
blue robed guard ian  of th e  city  s tre e ts ,” as a 
m ino r poet called h im  once upon a  tim e — 
pa tro llin g  th e  s ilen t highw ay.

I —th e  p resen t w rite r—have found i t  neces
sary , fo r one reason  or an o th e r, to  face th e  
world anew  s • often, and  u n d er such vary* 
ing  circum stances, th a t  I  have a lm ost w orn 
ou t th e  sensa tions  a tte n d a n t on  th e  process. 
B ut s triv ing  as a fa ith fu l ch ron ic ler should  
strive to  p ro jec t m yself in to  Young 
Joe’s personality , I  succeed chiefly  in 
calling to  m in d  m y first im pressions 
of th a t  m elancholy  y e t in sp ititin g  
business . I  recall th e  h eartach e  and  
the  sense of freedom —th e  reg re ts  for past 
folly and  the  prom ises of am en d m en t so d e 
voutly sw o rn —th e  dear regard  for parted  
friends, th e  h< pe to  m eet again, th e  de te rm in 
a tion  to  re tu rn  triu m p h an t.

All th ese  held sway in  th e  young  fellow’s 
h ea rt. B u t for U ncle G eorge's new s of th e  
a ttitu d e  of fa th e r  an d  m o th e r, h e  could will
ingly have gone hom e again  to  say good-bye, 
no t wi h o u t hope of no good bye being said. 
Sham e pu lled  b im  both ways, now hom e 
w-trds, now abroad . A fter all, going back was 
ou t of th e  question . H e packed carefully , 
purposing  to  go onoe m ore  th ro u g h  h is  pa 
pers, bu t w hen be cam e to  th e m  he  said 
w ithout being qu ite  certa in  of th e  m otive 
w hich moved h im , “  I ’ll look in to  them  on 
th e  w ay,” and  so th ru s t  th e m  anew  in to  h is  
p o rtm an teau , and  w aited drearily  for some 
signs of life in  th e  hotel.

A t th e  first sound of opening doors he 
rang  h is  bell, and  dem anded of B oots, W ho 
cam e unk em p t and  sleepy, th e  tim e tab le 
for L o ndon . T h e  railw ay had  n o t reached 
th e  outly ing  B lack C ountry  tow ns a t  th is  
tim e, b u t coaches ra n  th ro u g h  m ost
of th«?m to  th e  g rea t New s treet
s ta tion  in  B irm in g h am , a  m arve l of a rt 
whose v ast g lass roof was in  th ese  days, as  I 
can  ju s t  rem em ber, an  object of un fad in g  
w onder to  th e  populace*. T h e  , coach would 
s ta r t  in  tim e to  catch  th e  m id day tra in , and 
th e re  were fou r h o u rs  to  w ait. H e w ent
dow n-staire an d  sa t alone in  th e  d ism al
coffee-room, and  being p resen tly  broken in 
upon by a  dam sel in  ourl-papers, asked  for 
n reakfaet, and  in  an h o u r’s tim e  a ttacked  
w ith langu id  ap p etite  a  c indery d ish  of eggs 
and  bacon, and  investigated  a  funeral-looking  
B ritan n ia  m eta l u rn  co n ta in in g  a  d a rk  color 
ed sem i liquid tep id  concoction announced  by 
th e  curl papered  dam sel as coffee. A fter ttys 
be called dejectedly for h ie bill, ordered  B oots 
to send on h is  luggage by th e  coach in  tim e 
for th e  u p -tra in , and  se t o u t to  walk. H is 
sp irits  rose  as  he w ent along th e  road . Tow n 
seem s in danger ot m eeting  tow n to day , and 
som e now alive m ay  live to  see a  vaste r L on 
don jo in  i ts  scattered  p a rts  in  th e  m iddle of 
E ngland , form ing one sralid a n d  prodigious 
city . B u t th e re  w ere fa ir spaces of field and 
park  abou t the  cen tra l tow u w hen Joe  walked 
tow ards it ,  and  here  a n d  th e re  a  ra b b it frol- 
licked across h is  p a th , and  once he siood Btill 
to w atch a  w easel ehoot across th e  road from  
hedge to hedge, w here a  grey ra b b it had  ru n  
a second before. “  T n e  m ellow  ousel fluted 
in th e  elm^.’ colts pushed  th e ir  enqu iring  
heads over th e  gates w hich held th e m  from  
th e  road , th e  sun  shone clear, th e  w ind 
blew w arm . Joe  m e an t no w rong to  any  
hum an  creatu re . W hy should troub le  weigh 
upon h im  ? H e pegged on, w ith snatches  of 
song on  h is  m in d , and  h ig h  resolve in  h is  
h e a rt. T here  was gold in  C aliforn ia . J im  
Berks, th e  H igh s tre e t ta ilo r’s eon, b ad  found 
a  n u g g e t weighing two h u n d red  ounces. 
G old-digging was th e  read iest way to  w ealth 
th e  world had  seen, and  m an y  a  m an  pros
pered a t i t  —W hy no t he ? T he g rea t H enry  
R u sse l’s songs were in  vogue, and  Y oung Joe 
sang  jo llily  back to  th e  la rk  an d  th ro s tle  :

P u l l  a w a y ,  c h e e r i ly ,
N o t  s lo w  o r  w e a r ily ,

S h if t in g  t b e  c r a d le  b o y s , f a s t  to  a n d  f ro  ;
W o rk in g  y o u r  h a n d  a b o u t ,
S h if t in g  t h e  s a n d  ab<»ut,

S e e k in g  f o r  t r e a s u r e s  t h a t  l ie  h id  b e lo w .

And so o n . T b e  verse was n o t w ritten  in 
the  h ig h est possible sty le of a rt, b u t i t  m ig h t 
be in te res tin g  to  know how m any  young fei« 
lo v8 w ent o u t of E n g lau d  w ith  th a t  doggerel 
in  th e ir  ears  and  on th e ir  tongues. Jo e  was 
only  one o u t of m any  who m ade i t  a  p a rt of 
th e  L ita n y  sung  a t G old’s g rea t sh rine

H e cashed U ncle G eorge’s cheque a t 
L loyd ’s Ь аьк , and  drew  th e  hundred  pounds 
in sovereigns, influenced, I  fancy, by those 
gold-digging v isions. P ap er is bu t a  poor 
m edium  betw een riches and  poverty, a fte r all. 
You m ay be able to tra n s la te  i t  in to  gold, but 
it has n o t gold’s m agic, and  can  ex ert bu t 
little  of go ld 's charm . I  am  n o th in g  of a 
m oney lover, bu t I  do y e t care  som ew hat for 
the  round  гіпьг of m in ted  gold, and  find a 
som eth ing  sib ilan t in  th e  ru s tle  of bank- 
paper, aa though  th a t  ru s tle  w hispered  : 
“  Soon shall I  fly .”  W ith  th e  h a rd  gold in  a 
lum p  in  h is  in n e r b reast pocket, tied  in  a 
cham ois lea th er bag, Joe  w andered  down to 
the  s ta tio n  and  aw aited th e  a rriv a l of th e  
coach. By som e accident, for th e  days were 
leisuerly , and  people gave them selves p len ty  
of tim e for m ost th in g s , th e  sound of Old 
Т о т ’в ho rn  cam e too tling  in to  New s tree t a 
q u a rte r  of an  h o u r beyond its  u su a l tim e, 
an d  the  tra in  was a lread y  puffing to be gone. 
Joe had  secured h is  ticket, and  now  fell upon 
his luggage,called a  porter, im petuously  bade 
h im  get th e se  th in g s  in to  th e  L ondon  tra in , 
saw th em  h u rrid ly  labelled, took b is  seat ju s t  
in  tim e, and  waB swallowed up  by tb e  darkness 
of tb e  tu n n e l before he had  looked round  him  
to  observe h is  fellow -passengers. L ig h t 
breaking  in anew, revealed  th e  florid coun 
tenance of Mr. Sydney C heston , who held 
ou t h is  h and  w ith  a  loud greeting . 
Joe took it, a  little  sbam eface ly, b u t 
h is  frien d  was de te rm ined  to  m ake 
lig h t of th e  previous day, a n d  was 
even o sten ta tiously  h earty . A t C oven
try  th ey  were left alone and , having 
bribed the  guard  w ith h a lf a-crow n (after the  
m a n n er of a  young B ritish  g en tlem an  before 
B rinsley S heriden ’e g randson  gave us th e  
good g ift of sm oking-carriages), th ey  began 
to sm oke a t a  g rea t ra te  ; aud  i t  befel th a t  in  
th e  course of th e  jo u rn ey  Joe  opened bis 

h e a r t, and , hav ing  first apologised once m ore, 
went on :

“  I ’m  in  a deuce of a m ess, old fellow. To 
te ll th e  tru th ,  I  was in  a w retched bad tem per 
all day yesterday , o r I  shou ld  never have be
haved as I  did to  y o u  ”

*, Don’t  say a  word abou t i t , ” C heston 
84id ; “  I  d id n ’t  m ean  to h u r t  you, bu t i t  was 
my fa u lt.”

[to be  continued.]

—A  s tu r d y  o ld  so n  o f  t h e  p lo u g h  /
H a d  a  g  m u in e  c re a m e r y  c o u g h ,

B u t  - h e  to o k  a  h a d  c o u g h  
W h ic h  c a r r ie d  h e r  o u g n ,

A n d  n e  d o n ’t  r u n  a  c r e a m e r y  n o u g h .

O L D  F A T H E R  G R E A T P IP E .

A n  I n v e t e r a t e  S m o k e r  W h o  R e a c h e d  H ie  
N in e ty -E ig h th  Y ear .

( F ro m  t h e  D a y to n  J o u r n a l .)  .
T be H o llanders are m ore given to sm oking 

th a n  any  n o rth e rn  peop le—“ dream ing w ith 
th e  буев open .” T h e  boatm en  of th e  T rescb- 
k rit, the  aquatic  diligence of H olland , m eas
ure d is tan ce  by sm oke ; from  one place to 
an o th e r n o t so m an y  m iles , bu t so m any 
pipes. E n te r in g  th e  house, you i host offers 
you a  c igar filling ; a n o th e r, o ften  insisting  
upon leaving your cigar case. Som e go to 

ep w ith  pipe in  th e ir  m o u th , re lig h t i t  on  
aw akening in tb e  n ig h t, and  in  th e  m orning 
before s tepp ing  ou t of bed. D iderot says :

A D u tch m an  is a  liv ing  a lem bic.” The 
cigar is  n o t th e  com panion of indolence, bu t 
th e  s tim u la n t and  a id  to  labor. Sm oke is 
called th e ir  second b rea th , and  th e  cigar the  
s ix th  finge r  of th e  ban d . A F re n c h m a n  te lis  
be  story  of a  rich  gen tlem an  a t  R otterdam , 

Yon K laes, su rnam ed  F a th e r  G rea tp ipe  being 
old, fa t and  a  g rea t sm oker. Ae a  m erch an t 
in  In d ia  he hud am assed a fo rtune. On his 
re tu rn  he  b u ilt a  palace n ear R o tte rdam , in  
which be  a rranged , as  in  a  m useum , all the  
m odels of p ipes from  all coun tries  and  of every 
tim e. T h is  was opened to  s tran g ers  to  w hom , 
afte r h is  disp lay  of sm oking e ru d itio n ,h e  gave 
a catalogue of th e  m useum , bound  in  velvet, 
w ith pockets of c igars and  tobacco. M y n h e tr 
Von K laes sm oked 150 g ram m es of tobacco 
per day, and  died a t  98,from  18 уеагв of age he  
sm oked 4,283 k ilogram m es m aking an  u n 
in te rru p ted  b lack lin e  of tobacco of tw en ty  
F ren ch  leagues in  leng th . W hen  b u t a 
few days rem ained  to  com plete h is  9 8 th  year 
he  sudden ly  felt b is  end  app roach ing  and  
sen t for b is  n o tary , a  sm oker of g rea t m e rit, 
an d  said , “  My good n o tary , fill m y p ipe and  
y o u r o w n ; I  am  about to  d ie .” W hen b o th  
pipes were ligh ted  V an  K laes d ic ta ted  h is  
will, celebrated  over H olland .

A fter th e  disposal of the  bulk of h is  p roperty  
to re la tives, friends and  hosp ita ls , he d ic ta ted  
th e  following artic le  :

“  I  desire th a t  all th e  sm okers in  th e  coun
try  sh a ll be inv ited  to  m y funera l, by all pos
sible m ea n s—new spapers, p riva te  le tte rs , 
circulars and  advertisem en ts. E v ery  sm oker 
who shall accept th e  in v ita tio n  sh a ll receive 
a g ift of ten  pounds of tobacco a nd  tw o p ipes, 
upon  w hich Bhall be engraved m y nam e , m y 
arm s a n d  th e  d a te  of m y d eath . T he poor of 
th e  d is tric t who sh a ll follow m y body to th e  
grave shall receive each m an , every year, on  
th e  ann iversary  ot m y  d eath , a  large parcel of 
tobacco. To all thoee who shall be p resen t 
a t th e  fune ra l cerem onies, I  m ake  th e  cond i
tion , if they  w ish to benefit by m y will, th a t  
they  shall sm oke u n in te rru p ted ly  d u rin g  th e  
cerem ony. My body shall be inclosed in  a 
case lined  inside  w ith the  wood of m y old 
H av an a  cigar boxes. A t the  botton  of th e  саве 
shall be deposited a box of F ren o h  tobacco, 
s>o called caporal, and  a parcel of ou r own 
D u tch  tobacco. A t m y side sh a ll be laid  m y 
favorite  p ipe and  a  box of m atches , because 
no  one know s w hat m ay  hap p en . W h en  th e  
coffin is deposited  in  th e  v au lt every  person  
p resen t shall pass by a n d  cast upon  i t  th e  
ashes of h is  p ipe .’

T h e  will was carried  o u t. T h e  fu n e ra l was 
splendid  an d  vailed in a  th ic k  cloud of sm oke. 
T he poor blessed th e  m em ory  of th e  deoeased, 
and  th e  coun try  s till rin g s  w ith  h is  fam e.

AU over New E n g lan d  clay p ipes a re  offered 
for sale w ith  th e  in itia ls  T . D . T here  once 
lived in  N ew buryport, M ass., an  eccentrifi 
gen ius by tb e  n am e  of D exter, who w rote his 
nam e  w ith  th e  suffix “  My L ord  T im o th y ,” “ 
He w as a g rea t sm oker, and  invariab ly  uaed  a 
clay p.'pe m an u fac tu red  in  a  p ipe fac to ry  of 
tb a t  city . In  o rd e r th a t  h is  nam e or its  in i
tia ls  m ig h t n o t be lost to posterity , D ex ter 
endow ed th is  factory  w ith  th e  u n d ars tan d in g  
th a t  every pipe offered for sale sh o u ld  bear 
th e  in itia l le tte rs  of h is  nam e, and  from  th e  
day of th e  endow m ent u n til th e  p re sen t every 
pipe m ade by th e  N ew buryport M anufactu ring  
com pany bears th e  tw en tie th  and  fo u r th  le t
te rs  of th e  a lphabet, m ean ing  T im othy D exter. 
Thus can  New E n g lan d  fu rn ish  a  D ex ter to r 
Von K laes of H olland .
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PRIM ER . ,rT H E  D E N V E R  “ T R IB U N E  1

S im p le  T a le s  fo r  t h e  P le a s u r e  a n d  P r o f i t  
o f  t h e  N u r s e r y  B r ig a d e .  '

I.
H ere  we H ave a  Piece of C hew ing G um . 

I t  is  W hite  and  Sweet. Chew it  aw hile and  
stick  it on  th e  U n d er S ide of th e  M an te l 
Piece.

I h e  h ired  G irl will find it T here  aud  Chew 
it aw hile H erse lf an d  th e n  P u t i t  B ack. I n  
th is W ay one P iece of G um  will answ er for 
a  Whole F am ily , W hen  th e  G um  is no  Good, 
P u t in  th e  Rocking chair fo r th e  M in ister or 
your S is te r’s B eau  to  Bit U pon.

i i .

T his is  a Cock R oach . H e is  B ig, B laek 
an d  Ugly. H e is C raw ling over th e  Pillow.* 
Do n o t Say a  W ord, b u t lie  s till and  К эер 
your m o u th  open. H e w ill craw l in to  
Your M outh an d  You can  B ite  b im  in  Two. 
T h is  will T each  h im  to  be m ore  D iscreet in  
F u tu re .

in .

T h e  Peach  is  H a rd  a n d  G reen . H e is 
W aiting for a  C hild  to  Come a lo n g  an d  E a t  
h im . W hen be gets in to  th e  C h ild ’s little  
Stom ach  he will Make th in g s  H o t for th a t  
Child . T he  C hild  W ho ea ts  th e  P each  will 
Be an  A ngel before he G ets a chanoe to  E a t  
an o th e r. If  th e re  w ere No g reen  Peaches 
th e re  would no t be so m an y  C h ild ren ’s S izes 
of Gpld H arp s  in  H eaven.

IV*
Behold th e  P r in te r . H e is H u n tin g  fo r a 

P ickup of ha lf a  line . He has Been b u n tin g  
for Two h ours . H e could  have S e t th e  h a lf ' 
L ine  in  tw enty  Seconds, bu t i t  is  a  M atter o f4 
.Principle w ith h im  never to Set wh a t h e  C an / 
pick up . T he P r in te r  h as  a  H ard  tim e . H e 
h as to Set type all N igh t and  P lay  pedro  for 
the  Beer all D ay. We would L ike to Be a 
P rin ter were i t  n o t for th e  N igh t W ork.

V.
T h is  is th e  M an who h a s  h ad  a N otice in  

tbe  P ap er. How  P roud  h e  is . H e is S te p 
p ing  H igher th a n  a  B lind  H orse. I f  be h a d  
W ings he  would F ly . N ext week,the P aper will 
say th e  M an is a  M easly Old F rau d , an d  the  
M an will n o t S tep  so H igh .

VI.
T his sorry Spectacle is a  P lum ber. H e  ів 

Ragged an d  Cold and  H ungry . H e is  Very, 
very  Poor. W hen  you See h im  N ext sp ring  
he will be V ery, very R ich and  will wear D ia 
m onds and B roadclo th . H is  wife T akes in  
W ashing now, b u t She will be able to  Move in  
th e  F ir s t  Circle? by th e  T im e th e  W ea th e r 
tu rn s  W arm er and  the  P ansies В іо ѳ т  again .

VII.
H ere  is a  C astle . I t  is  th e  H om e of a 

E d ito r. I t  h a s  S ta ined  G lass w indow s and 
M ahogany stairw ays. In  fron t of th e  Castle 
is a P a rk . I s  i t  no t Sweet. T he  lady in  th e  
P ark  is th e  e d ito r’s wife. S he w ears a C ostly 
robe of Velvet trim m ed  w ith  Gold Lace, and 
th e re  a re  P earls  and  Rubies in  h e r  H a ir . T he 
editor s its  on the  fro n t S toop sm oking  an 
H avana  C igar. H is  little  C hild ren  are  P laying 
w ith  d iam ond M arbles on  th e  T esselated  
F loor. T h e  editor can  afford to  Live in  
S tyle. H e gets Seventy  five D ollars a m o n th  
W ages.

VIII.
See th e  L am p  P ost. B y its  D im  R ays you 

can B ehold th e  E lec tric  L ig h t across th e  
S tree t. T h ere  is a  M an L ean in g  ag a in st th e  
L am p P ost. P e rh ap s  th e  L am p  P o st would 
F all if i t  W ere n o t F o r  the  M an. A t яііу 
R ate, th e  M an wou d Fall if it W ere n o t F o t  
th e  L am p  P ost. W b a t is th e  M atter W ith ., 
th e  M an ? H e appears D isquieted . H e is  
try ing  to  W ork  h is  Boots up  T h ro u g h  h is  
M outb. H e  will bave a H eadache to  m orrow  
and L ay  i t  to  th e  C lim ate .

T h e  G irl ів Scratch ing  h e r  B ack a g a in st th e  
D oor. She h a s  Been eating  B uckw heat Cakes. 
H er B eau th in k s  she is D elicate, b u t be h a s  
N ever seen h e r Tackle a p la te  of H ot Cakes 
on a  F ro sty  M orning. C akes h a d  b e tte r 
R oost H igb  w hen sbe is  A round. I f  we were 
th e  G irl we W ould  w ear.,S an d  P aper lin ing  
in  th e  D ress and n o t be M aking a  H a ir B rush  
ou t of th e  Poor D oor.
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