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LE SHEET-THREE CENTS.
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A DDRESS

o THR

NERVOUER AND DEBILITATRD,

WHOEE EBUFFERINGS HAVE BEEN PRO.

TRACTED FROM HIDDEN CAUSES,

WIHOSE CASKS REQUIRE PROMI'T TREAT-
MENT TO RENDER EXISTENCE
DESIRABLE.

If you are suflering, or have salfered, from
involuntary discharges, what effsot does 1L pro-
duce upon your general heslth * De youAeel
weak, debllitated, onslly tired T Does a llitle
extra exertlon producs palpltation of the
heart * Does yoaor llver urinary organs, or
your kidneys, froquently get oant of order? Is
your urine sometimes thick, miiky, or flocoy,
or I8 iL ropy on gettling ? Or does a thick seam
rise to the top ? Or 18 A soediment at the bot-
tom after It has slood awhile? Do you have
spolle of short breathing or dyspepsia? Are
your bowels constipalted ? Do you have apells
of falntivg or rashes of blood to the head 7 Is
your memory fmpalred? Is your mind con-
slantly dwelling upon thls suljset 7 Do you
feel dull, listless, moping, tiied of company, of
life 7 Do youn wish to ve left alone, to get AwWAy
from everybody 7 Does any ittle thing make
you start or jump? Is your sleep broken or
restlesn ¢ 1Is the Instro of your cye as brilllant ¢
The bloom on your ehock a3 bright? Doyon
ep oy yoursel! In goclety as well 7 Do you pur-
pue your business with the same energy ? Do
you feel as much contidence In yourself? Are
your spirits du!l and fugzing, given to fits of
melancholy 7 [f #o, do not lay it to your liver
or dytpepsin, Have jou reetless plghts?
Your back weak, sour knees weak, and have
but little appetite, saud you stiribate this Lo
dyspepsia or liver complainl ?

Now, reader, disesses badly enred and ex-
cesser are capable of produciog a weakuess In
Ihe generative orgaus. Tho organs of genera
tion, when In perfect health, make the man.
Did you ever think that those bold, defllant,
energelio, persavoring, snccessiul business men
srealways thove whoss gonerullve orgnns are
An perfeot healthh 7 You never hesr sach men
complain of beivg melancnoly, ol nervousness,
of palpitation of the hearl. They are never
afrald Lthey cannot succeed In business; Lhay
don’t becoxe sad and diaconraged; they are
always poiite and pleasant In the company of
adles, and look you aud them right 1o the face
=nong of your downoeast looks or any other
meanness about them, I do not mean those
who keep the organs Inflamed by running to
excens. These wili not only rain Lthelr constis
tullons, but also thoge they do busluess will or
for,

How many men, from badly cored digeases
and excesses, bave brought abont that state of
weakness in (hoso oryans thal bas redaced the
general system 50 moch a8 to induace almost
eviry other digessa~ldioey, luuney, paralysis
ppinal aflections, sulclde, and almost evary
other form of diseake which humanily is helr
to—and the real cause of Lhe troable searcely
ever suspeocted, and have doctorsd for all but
Lhe right one,

Diseases of Lhese organs rega.re the nusof a
dlnnetio

HELMBOLD'E VLUID EXTRACT BUCHO

1s the Great Diaretle, and a Certain Care for
Pisesses of the Bladder, Kidneys, Gravel,
Dropsy, Organioc Weakness, Female
Complaints, General Debility, ani
ull Digseases of the Urinary
Organs, whether ex-
foting in Male or
Female,
Frowo whatever onnse origlnating, and no st
ter of Low long standing.

If no treatment is snbmitted to, Consump-
tion or Insamily may enene. Oar flesh and
blood are supported from thess soarces,’and
the hoalth and happiness, and that of pos-
terity, depends upon prowmpt nis of & reliable
remedy.

HELMBOLL'S EXTRACT BUCH!I

Ketablisbed upwards of eigliteen years,
Propared Ly
H. T. HELMBOLD, DRUGGIS ,
No.

094 BROADWAY, NHEW YOIK.

MEDICAL DEPOT, =

Ne. 104 South TENTH Street, Phila., Pa.

Price—#1:25 per bottle, or Bix Botlles for
$0:00; delivered to any address,

Beld by all Draggiste everywhere.

None are genuine unlesr done wp lo slecl
engraved wrappers.

CHRISTMAS COLUMN

TOO MANY COOKS.

A KEW

EDGE TO AN OLD

BY TOM Moo,
No hounting song ia mine, [ ween,
Though in the [llustration seen
Are dear, and buok, and dongh,
Nor Ia't a song for snmmer bow'rs,
Although 'tis flonry; for the flonr's
What's gronnd and doesn't grow.
It is & song of Christmas-tide —
Of love—and cookery beside—
Of spoons that do not stir.
“"You pays your monay; what you bnya'
Is making ples or making eyes,
Whichever you prefer,
Behold a pair of maidena fair —
“Ghirle of the Pariod' I swear
Not fairly called they’'d be,
Sinoca they're dongh-mestioated mails,
Here as the honsewife’s skilful aids
Enlisted, a8 you see |

For, every Christmas, folks mnst maka

(ireat store of pudding, jelly, cake,
And apple tart, or quinoe;—

Not to omit to mention rich

And mighty savory ples, for which
Some matlers we must mince,

With snowy apron round her waist,
See, dainty Laura deals in paste,

And Grace in candied pesl.
Yet Laura, though she paste supplies,
Has real brillianta for her eyes,

As every one must feel.

Thongh Grace for candied peel we'll thank,
Bhe has a grace and face more frank
Than peel moat candied boasta,
Behold onr Laura, then, and Grace
Each in the kitchen at her place—
Both faithful to their posta.

Apd now they're settled to their task: —
And who wonld dare to think, I ask,
That they won't do their work?
They'll shred their peals and roll their pastes—
They're girls with snch domestic tastes—
Anud ne’er their duties shirk.

A shadow at the window, see |
'Tis he—the enviable he—
On whom our Laura smiles,
He stops, the open window at,
Aud with a little pleasant chat
The maidens’ time begalles,

Alar, fair maidens | muoh I fear

Younr bossted household skill's a mers
Delugion and a dream.

You're making, yon sad pussies, yon —

Not much o' dough, but mneh ado
'Bout nothiog, it would ssem |

Come, Laura, at yonr pasts bsgin,
Not lel yours be a rolling-pin
That doee not gather dough.
Come, Grace, I prithee, slice that pe«l,
You need not lsten with such zeal
To his appeal, you know !

And, when he's waited full as honr,
Still Lanra haa not touched the fonr—
Oh ! sadly wasted time |
While Grace’s fingers idly pause—
She quite forgets the peel beoanse
Bhe thinks of marriage-chime.

MORAL,
Dy way of moral here, the sage—
(Who pena for you, sweet maids, the pags,
And on your picture looks)—
Thia topsy-turvy saw employs:—
“Dan Capid, who's the broth of boys,
Has spofit too many cookas !’

AUNT GRACE'S SWEETHEART

A Christmas Story, by Mavk Lemon, the
Editor of “Punch,”

CHAPTER 1.

Doctor Gregory always told the story of
Aunt Grace Maxwell's Bweetheart after this
manver, and when be bad been duly furuished
with & second dose of “Pipkin punoh,' com-
posed sovording to n recipe of Charles II, and
only knowa in his family: —

My mother was a lighthearted woman, as |
remember her, with & handsome and intelli-
gent face, dark grey eyes, and a profusion of
chegout ringlets. Sbe was rather short in
figure, bul her form was faultless, and she hud
the mertiest lnugh | ever heard., She was
foud of & practical joke, by no means an nno-
ladylike propensity in her young days, though
happily long discountenanced, and by no oue
more than by my mother. My father being a
captéin in the wmerchaol service, my mother
nsually spent the time he was absent oo his
voyages with her anut, who was a widow with
a gooil property, and no inonmbranoes excopl

myself, whom she loved and indulged to the |

ntmost, My anot—of gonree | mean my great

aunt—being oply forty, with thres thousand a '

ear at ber own disposal, was a3 handsome as
oglish matrons generally are who commence
by belpg pretty in thelr maidenhood, had
many oflers; but sbe had given her whols
heart to the man whom ghe bhad married, sod
had none left for any one elgs. She lived con-
tonted with the memory of a happy past,
made 80 by the love of him who had gone
before to the better land where all ia love.
Awong other suitors was a well-to-do law-
yer, abont Aunt Grace's age, sn emigrant
from the principality whrnes my mother's
family origloally cams, and who had been a
oenstant visitor during the life of my uncls,
His proposal met with similar dissouragement
to all the others, but for the sake of old times
he wan allowed o oontinue his friemdship,
He wawr pereevering and comstant, and

appually fried it on agalo, and alwaye

| been white,

with the same result, until Mr. David
Thomas' declarations were looked for like the
waits and the holly, the mistletos, and the
mince-pier, and other Christmas oheer.

As my sunt was not offended at Mr, Thomas'
pertinacity neither was he at his rejeotions Ilis
visits were continued; and se constantly, that it
came to be thought that Mr, David Thomas
WAS An accept suitor—an idea which my
aunt did not digconrage, as it defended her

| from the agsaults of other asaailants.

“0ld Thomas" was greatly disliked by my
mother sand her two consins, who suggested
that Aout Grace's money was the oause of lus
oomstanoy, a8 he was saving to meanness, and
often gave extra tronble by coming late for
dinner; and tronble was all he did give, as no

| servant was ever known to be the richer for

him. He never tock the yonng ladies to the

| play, nor the opera, nor to any of the sub-

scription balls, then popular with the upper
middle-class; but if Aunt Grace gratified the
Euuug people withh such amusements, he cnme
n at half-price, or met them at the door,
amply remunerating himself by his indnlgence
Al BUpper.

There was always some little plot againat
old Thomas. Annt Girace was fond of whist,
and would play sixpenny po'nts in preference
to silver threepennies, which Mr. Thomas

enerally proposed, and no wonder. Mr,

homas was very near-sighted aud had a bad
memory, 80, a8 my auut was {nvariably his
partoer,the young people opposed to them had
no hesitation in taking his queen of hearts
with the king of diamonds, and covering hia
koave of claba with the queen of spades.
Aunt Grace conmived at these irregularities,
which had their origin in no other motive
than plugnini old Thomas, who hated to lose
his money. I am bound to say, for the oredit
of my mother and my aunt snd cousios, that
the money was devoled to charitable pur-
poses.

I have said that my mother was a light-
bearted woman; and her coogin Janet was a
fair match for her. Aunt Grace having taken
a cottage for the summer on the banks of the
Thames, old Thomas presented himsell there
one evening, umninvited, Somewhat to the
coneternation of my aunnt, and greatly to the
diegust of the young ladies, he had ocome to
paes the night, as was evident from his little
valige, whioh was adapted to a most limited
wardrobe, and might have been only intended
as an intimation to his friends that he required
to be lodged as well as fed. It is probable our
good-patured sunt might have pleaded the
slight impropriety of & widow and her nieces
receiving a bachelor admirer, but the weather
turned ont exceedingly wet, and old Thomas

| professed his willingnees to aleep on a sofa, or

on the kitchen dresser, rather than go to the
pext ion, gome two miles off, He was com-
pelled, he eaid, to leave for London by the
first coach in the mornivg, having business in

| court. Under the cironmstances, therelore,
| he was permitted to remain,

Amopgst old Thomas® little peonliaritivs was
his non-adherence to any continuous atyle of
costume, if we except & black coat and a
cream-oolored cravat which had origioally
At one time he would appear in
tight pantaloons and shoes; at another, 1n Cos-
saok trongera, through which protrnded hLis

. foot encaged in & black worsted stovking and
| shoe, instead ol the well-polished Wellington
| required to give effect to the onve fashionabls

garment. On the present occasion he ap-
cared in a pair of blne elastiv tightsa and
lessian boots, minus oue tassel. Thois peon-
llarity a8 regards costume was, after a time,
discovered to proceed from the fact of his hav-
ing obtained the eettlement of a bill of costs

| in kicd, due to him from a dealsr in lsit-off
| wardrobes.

The evening being too wet to
admit of golog ont of doors, whist had been
resorted to, and old Thowmas had bssn chested
of some shilling or two as usoal, which he
made up by requiring a largs basin of grusl,
amply favored with rom. In the morning
my mother and her consinag were astir by day-
light; and as the rain bad left off, they weunt
out for a walk, leaving word that thay shonld
pot retnrn until after the hour which old
Thomas had annonnced for his departare for
London., 'The cause of this rather singnlar
oopnduct wag fully explained when old Thomas
put on his heseians, as he found that the mis-
chievons consins had made them the recep-
tacle for the groats used the precsdiog night.
0ld Thomas’ indignation was naturally very
great; but he was compelled to mount ths
coach, vowing that he wonld never enter the
house of my aunt again. Old Thomas kept
his word so long &8 my aunut remained in the
country.

His wrath was very great; bhut, after a time,
not gnfloient to keep him away from Aunt
Girace's comfortable fireside aud Lot suppsrs.

We had goue one Christmas time to spend
the hLolldays at Brighton, my father's health
requirlng sea-alr, aod Anut Gracs had also
taken a small house for herself and her nisoes,
£0 that we might have the nsual family gath-
eripg on Chbristmas Day. (ld Thomas had
bein nusually a guest on thege ocoasions, as he
had no relations in Loudon, bat on this occa
gion it was not thonght necessary to aak him,
83 the journey could at that time be only
made by coach, and the weather promiazsd to
be seasonably inolement. He was not to be
avoided, however; aud a letter arrived on tha
morning of the 24th, to say that he might bs
expected on Christwas lve,

When he arrived at Aunt Graca's, his Ing-
gage was again oonlined to the little valise,
e wore a rough Witney coat—one i3 rarely
geen powadays, and was, at the tlme of
whioh [ ppeak, chiefly confined to the use of
country people aud the old watohmen: under
it was a suit of black, consisting of & coat,
waleteoat, knes breeches, and blaok eilk stock-
ing#; and in this state of full dress bad old

| Thomas travelled some fifty odd miles, on a

Litter December day, outside the I[tem coach,
e wag, 85 might have besn expeoted, nearly
frozem to deatb; and I well remember my sur-
prise at the gqnantity of hot brandy-and-water
required to thaw him ! Kven Anuot Graoce was
vexed st what she felt to be a liberty oun the
part of her admirer; bat her mature was too
geutle to be revengefnl, aod she therefore con-
tented herself with peonring & bed for him at
the New Ship, which Mr. Thomas duly ocon-
pied, and for which (trom a sense of delicacy,
Ferhaps, considering himself wy annt's goest)
16 omitted to pay.

As the fawmilies had urm%'ad to spend
Cheistmons Eve together, Aunt Graocs had no
vholes but to bring old Thomas on to my fa-
ther, whoee hospitahls disposition overlooked
intrugfon, and, continuing the warm applica-
tions commenced st Aunt Grace’s, old Thomas
bad to be escorted et &n esrly hour to the
New Bhip by our foolman. For some reason
or the other, old Thomas would ot go abroad

in his Witney coat, and it was therefore
left hanging up in the hall at Aunt Graee's
lodgings, where it oame at last to be so sug-
gestive to me of a London watohman, that I
oonld not resist the temptation to complete
the resemblance, by adding the large let-
ters indloating the glrlnh to which the guar-
dian of the ufght belonged. The only mode
of doing this which oceurred to me was to
form the letters of red sealing-wax; and, so-
cordingly, with the assistance of my misehia-
vons cousin (but quite nuknown to aunty), [
designed a royal crown, with G. R, as its sup-
Eorlcfn. The day after Christmas Day, old
homas had to return to London, and was no
donbt purprized at the attention of my cousin,
who ipsisted npon helping him into his Wit-
pey coat when the Item (as the coach was
opsned) called at the door for its passenger.
It waa not until the coach drove away that
Aunt Girace became aware of the trick whiokh
bad been played on her self-invited visitor;
and it is right Lo own that she was very
angry at the perpetration of this practical
joke.
] When old Thomas discovered the liberty

which had been taken with him, there can be |

no guestion but he was “mighty indignant,”
a3 e actually wrote to my father claimiog
thirty shillings for the damage done to the
coat, which he stated he had only borrowed
from a friend, My father gave me a sharp
wigging, but I beard him telling the story
afterwards to my mother as a oapital joke.

Apy other man but old Thomas would have
digcovered that be was unpopular in our
family; but he was determined not to gee, and
retolutely kept his ground, netwithstanding
that Aunt Grace's failing health made it in-
convenient to receive him at all times. At
last, constant residence in the conutry was
advised for my aunt, who therefore dieposed
of her bonse in town, and went to live some
bundred miles from London, taking with her
one of her niecss, an orphan, and who was
devotedly attached to her annt. Old Thomas
was greatly disturbed when he heard of thess
arrangements for the fature, and was even
inconsiderate enough to call all doctors hum-
bugs, and to f»rognouicato au early death to
Aunt (irace, if she attempted to bury herself
in the country. For this display of gelfish-
ness my mothor rated him well,

Two days before Aunt Grace was to leave
I.ondon forever, the twopenny postman
brought her a letter. It was from old Thomas
—a love letter.

love letters are generally very epoony
affairs, and uninteresting to every one but the
pereons to whom they are addressed; bat old
Thomas' was g0 nnigue that I will repeat it as
nearly as 1 can remember it. It waz dated
from Staples [nn, and ran nearly thos: —

“My Dear Mra. Maxwell: =1 do not think
you can donbt the sincerity of my stroug re-
gard for you, alter the many proposals I have
made to you, and the many indignities I have
put up with for your sake from youor nieces
and that onbof Mra, Gregory’s.” (The enb
meanivg me.) “l once more ask yon to be-
come my wife, and on the following terms: —

“1 will take & house in any part of London
yon may select, not exceeding L£200 & year.

“I will keep you & carriage aud palr, coach-
wan and fooiman.

“1 will seitle on you £10,000 provided you
qutlive me.

“Your own property ehall be settled upon
yourgelf for your own life, with the raversion
of L10,000 theraof to me, should I prove to be
the survivor,

‘I will give you at onee £5000 for yonr (rea-
hold property, and which wow ounly reslizss
yon £100 a year,

“Honsehold expenses to be pald out of onr
jolut income.

“Onr marriage to take place in a woenth
from the date o! your acceptance.

“An enrly auswer will oblige

““Your faithfal servant,
“Davio Tuomas,’

Aunt Girace was & olever womun, but she
Waid & woman pur ef simple also; and the con-
stamey of her old admirer tonched her. She
theraefore, having read his letter, refolded it,
and put it directly into her povket. Nar was

ts contents known to us until some months
afterwards, when she was completely satis-
fied at the refusal she had given, by discover-
ing that the piece of freehold land which
Thomas had so geperously offered to pur-
chase was worth £10,000 at least, being
wanted for the termious of one of the great
railways just then in conrse of development,

From that time we loat sight of old 'I'Puomu
for many years. Ile was either disgusted at
bis rejection, or ashamed at having his little
dodge digcovered.

A few months before Aunt Grace's death, at
the request of my mother, I paid a visit to
Staples Iop, to gee if “David Thomass' still
appeared en the doorway of No, ——, Staples
lon.

“'No,"" the porter told me; “Mr, Thomas
had been gone for & yoar or more, and was off
the law-list."

]

CHAITER 11,

Aont Grace died in December. She was
gincerely beloved by us all, and her death cast
& certsin amount of gloom upon what with us
was usnally the merriest time of the year. |
am still old-fashioned snongh to keep Christ.
mas, a8 it s called, and find, without any
“gngh'’ or affectation, that there are pleasant
argociations with that perfod of the year which
come &t none other—not the least welcome,
the recollection of the old honse at homs and
the genial man my father, who bhad the happy
kuaok of taking #nushioe with him wherever
be went. My mother, too—but y ou know all
about her, Well, we were making oursslves
ns werry a8 we conld in our missrabla-looking
mourning garments (how I hats mourning | —
too often, indeed, ‘‘the mockery of woe!'")
when the man servant asked to speak to my
fatber. My mother's thonghts, no doubt,
flew away to the kitchen chimuney, prone to
take fire on the wost iwportant oovasions, It
couldn’t be the puddipg that was o difienl-
ties, or she would hiave been the person called
for. Her conjectures were soon &t anend by
my father returnizg in a fow minates, followed
by & strapger, as we thonght.

“An old friend, my dear,”’ sald my father,
“who has been good enongh to look us np on
Chrigtmas Eve—Mr. Thomas, my deara.”

My mother fairly stared at the dingy appa-
rition which stood bowing and griunlog as be
spproached, placing st last an fey hand in
hers, nlmost gending the blood wold to her
heart.

“Lovg slnce we have met, Mrs. Gregory;
Lnt | was slualng by, aud recollecting your
former kindoess, [ thought | would venture
to intrude, if only for half an honr.”

My me~ther, of course, gave him welcomes,
whilet my father wheeled an easy obalr closer

to 1he fire, and bade his gnest to be seated. A
more miserable object conld scarcely have
been abroad om that cold Christmas night.
His threndbare coat was fastensd across his
ohest by what few buttons that remaiued,
whilst & piece of siring seemed to ba the
mainstay of the oentre. His tronsers glis
tened in the frelight; amd those who looﬁmi
clogely ot them wonld have acen that, whera
the folds came, they were worn through aud
ghowed no undercovering to the spars,
shrivelled limbs of the wearer.

Old Thomas, in his yonnger days, always
bad an odd snifiog manver, but now, from the
effects of the cold, his nasal peouliarity was so
imceseant that my mother quietly left the
room, and returned with a pocket handker-
chief, which she pregented with a amile to her
old antagonist. 1le received it with a simple
*Thank you: always thonghtfal;” and the
rest of the parly was equally thankfal.

I shell pever forget the hunger in that man's
looks. 1 bave seen many ead faces in my
time, pinched and lined by want, but there
was something terrible in the expression of
Diuvid Thomas when the servant broaght in
& well-farpished supper-tray, which my
mother had gqnietly ordered. Nor can [ forget
tbe ravenons maoner in which the hongry.
man devoured the food placed at his disposal,
nor the time he remained oconpied in eating.
“Ob, bow hungry he must have been !" aaid
my mother, aiterwarda, All the shillings and
sixpences of which I had cheated him years
ago teemed jingling in my ears, and reproach-
ing me for my wlokedneas; n::i yet but a few
years ago he was worth thousands !

When old Thomas had finished his meal, he
took his seat again by the fire, aa though
nothing extraordinary had oconrred simos he
had leit it, and haviog made free use of my
mother's pocket-handkerchief, said—

“I'm afraid we are going to have a sharp
winter 1"

“There was every progpect of it, no donbt;
and thers he gits," thooght my father, “with
10 more clothing on him than wounld be need-
ful in the tropics."

After two or three alpa at a glass of hot
brandy-and-water, which my mother had
cow pounded for him, old Thomas said, rather
abruptly—

“Bo poor Mre. Maxwall ia gome at last: 1
saw her death in the paper yesterdey.””

“Yeaterday?’ said my father: “it was there
three weeks ago.”

“Ay, yes; but 1 don’t often sea the papers
now. Did she leave any legacies 1"

‘“Her Ero arty was very fairly divided
amongst her kindred."

“And friends "’ asked the old man.

“‘No; unless her servants could be called
g0,"” replied wmy Iather; ‘‘they were not lor-
go“i‘n-”

“Humph ! and o'd Thomas drained Lis
glass nearly at one gulp, and then rose to go.

“Well, I must be ofl,”’ he aaid, as thongh
he bad been an every-day visitor. ''‘Gaod-
night, Captain.”

y motber wag gesticnlating to my father,
and bis own kiod heart soon lound the mean-
ing of her pantomime.

“‘But you've no overcoat, Mr, Thomas, and
it's freezing like mad," sald my father; “lve
degrees colder sincs you came into the houss,
Here, let me lend you this old roguelaires; it
will at least keep you warm."

The garment in guestion was a plaid rogns.
laire or cloak, with a red plash collar, fastened
Ly a brags clagp— once the thing, I assure you,
yonng gentlemen—aud [, who had been sent to
feich it by my mother, fult as thongh | ware
making gome restitution for the damage I had
dope to the Wiluey cout,

““Well,"” replied old Thomas, ‘'as yon =ay,
it is colder sinoe I came out; and this—thia
vertainly is a comfortable garment—yes; I will
borrow it, Captain. I'll send it back.'” Ile
pauged,

“Oh, don't trouble yourself about that. Aoy
time you are passing yon can bring it, you
know,"’

“Yep—yes,” muttered old Thomas. “'I'va
had a charming evening ! —very pleasant even-
ing. Good-night |

And go talking, old Thomas went home.

Home! Where was that?

“How sorry 1 am I did not ask him,'" said
my mother—and then ghe mads her speech
about her cheating, “I'm afraid he is very
badly off; and I should have besn glad to have
wade amends for my former folly,"”

*“Too late now,’’ replied my father, after a
few moments’ pause. “Do you kuow, my
dear, I do mot believe he Is as poor as hLe
looks."*

“@dood gracions, my dear | —when his hunger
drove him Into our bouse to gel & meal | “‘ex-
elaimed my mother.

““Well, he certainly must have been huugry
to have cleared the dishes a8 he did,"" replisd
my father, *aud 1 hope he {5 better for his
stowage. DBut it was not the supper that he
came for—though that might bave been in-
cloded in his calenlation.”

“What then!" asked my mother, In anr-
priee, )

“"He came to know if Annt Grace had left
Lim a legaoy,"” said wy futher.

“Why, he could have learnt that for a shil-
ling, vonld he not "'

“Yes; but he preferred saving his shilling, "
replied my father. *‘What [ have seen to-
vight, conpled with Lis inquiry about the lega-
oles, confirue me in an opivion I have long
entertained, that old Thowmas is a miserabls
old wiser.”

“Miger " exclaimed my mother, addivg pre-
gently, “well, he was always very stingy aund
mean, and —"’

“There are vices which grow with age, my
dear, and brivg their own pooichment, None
more 20 than Joving mousy better than our
fellow-creatures."’

“Then we've seon the last of our old roques-
laire," said I,

“Gporge—for #hame " orled my mother.

‘iigorge, you're & sharp fellow,” gald my
father. *1 don't belleve Le will ever have the
heart to return It, espscially s I almost made
bim a prefent of it,"*

Father apd | were right. The old Scotoh
loak came not back to us, thengh my motlhsr
jsnoled ghe eaw it on & certain oceasion,

CUHAPTER I,

In & small house in Islington lived Mra.
Drury, and of which she m the most by
letting lodginge. The honse consisted of six
rooms only—two underground, two parlors,
and two upper rooms. The pailors were let to
a single smllsmu, the upper roows to a
widow and her daughter, and the basement
Mrs. Drury ocoupled herself, haviog ouly her
surplus rent and an annuity of thirty ponnda
to live npon, save and exoept what she made
by occasional speculations at suotions. The
widow and her daughter, Mre. and Martha

Rameay, were, ocom tivel ing, new
comers, Mr. ana;.l:d h:ldm?g:m of
trust in a large piano-forte establishment, antil
Lis failivg health compelled him to resign.
For nearly eighteen months he had logered
and lingered, until all his available means
were exhansted, and then, very reluctantly,
he “‘declared npon his olub,” He ought to
bave done so long before, as he was justly
entitled to do; but from, I think, a feeling of
falee pride, he abatained, nntil he had hardly
& cholce between that and the workhonse. A
few months afterwards be died, and the onoe
happy home of the Ramsays was broken up.

What a terrible cbange those words con-
voy |—unone can know but the poor man and
the poor man's family, It is not a gentimental
gorrow at & change of place—*‘the old familiar
room’'—‘‘the tres my father planted'’ —and all
that. Tt ia aa it were like to m ship driving
from ita anchor, while shoals and rocks are
abont her gn every side,

The poor man’s “home" has been made bit
by bit, and every object within it marks the
progress of his married life. How hard they
worked, how closely they eaved, to add thia
and that to the first few neces:ary purchases !

With the swall som realized by their re-
maining forniture—some of it had been gold
long ago—and the twenty pounds payable by
the club to Mrs. Ramsay as *‘a member's
widew,"” the mother and dsughter had to look
the world in the face. Mrs. Drury’s rooms
were only eight nhllllnﬁs a week, and Martha
had hopes that she conld earn something b
teaching., Mra. Drory had kindly oomanlos
to bave a printed oard with the wordd “Day
School’’ hung on the knocker during the
hours that the parlors were absent; but the
bait hung many weeks withont sttracting a
pibble. Martha did not wait for employment
to knock at the door, as ghe went every day
in gearch of needlework, always returning
with the game ill success. Bhe wounld gladly
Liave gove into service, as she had done once
during her father's long sickness; but she was
a fragile creatnra, subject to recurrent sttacks
of nervons headache, which entirely pros-
trated ber for a time. Her mother, too, from
long mental spxiety, had become partially
Elralyzed in her left arm. Do not think I am

escribing an imagipary case. I have met
with more than one similar instance of com-
bined clroumstances that contributed to the
pains of poverty; and at times it {8 well to be
reminded of the snffaring whioch ig around us,
that we may be more liveral in our thank-
offerings for the good which we onrselves

€njoy.

'The little capital of the Ramsays had gensi-
bly decreased, and they rezolved to seek
cheaper lodgings, now that the expectations
had fafled which had induced them to pay so
large a rent. But Mra. Drary had becoms in
sorue way attached to her lodgers, and was
lucky enongh to find a gentleman, a surveyor,
temporarily enguged in the neighborhood,
who wanted the use of a room for two or
three hours one day in the week, and who
spreed to pay more than half the rent for the
accommodation. This arrangement afforded
help, but only for a time. The money dwin-
dled still, and then the Rawmsays had reconrss
to the pawnbroker. One by ona the fow
superlnities they poreessed were parted with,
until there was not suflicient to pay the small
amonnt of rent dae on the followiog day.

“What ia to be done? What is to {m-qma
of nst" arked the mother, despalringly.
“'Ciod has abandoned na.”

“Oh, do not say that ! We are befug tried
very sorely; but we have never done wrong
snd have His promige that the fatherless and
widow will be cared for, and we ghall be in
His good time,"’ sald Martha, knesling down
beside her mother,

“Bat when will that be?!—when we are with-
ont food ' To-morrow we shall have no right
to stay here. No, thers is nothing for us but
the—that dreadful place !

“There are good and honest people even in
the workhonse, mother. Think that—think
anything but that God has deserted us.'

Mrs. Kamsay shook her head despairingly.
Alter a faw moments’ gilence she gald, "Some-
thing must ke done to keep us here. I wounld
rather gtarve here than go into any of the
mirerable holes where wa can find sghelter. ]
would rather (die than be mude a pauper.”’

“*We have striven bravely, 1 am sore—
Lravely to the last,"” gaid Martha. *‘It wounld
be sin to die by onr own will, when any means
were left uas whereby we could live out our
allotted time,"’

The two women =at silent for some time, each
Lusy with Ler thoughts. They were aroused
by Mrs, Drury calling from the bottom of the
BLAirs: —

““Here's a lotter for Mra, Ramaay."

“A letter "' cried Martha, hastening from
the room, her heart beaing rapidly with the
vague hope that some good had come to them
at 1helr ntmost need,

The letter had been long in finding them,
and it was indorsed with many sddresses,
which the postman had been directed to try.
It was very brief, and misspelt, and came
from a conntry friend of Mrs. rllmaay, Lo say
that her sister Charlotts, whom &l had
thonght long since dead, had returned to her
pative village, and had been inquiring after
Mye, Hameay, There was not much to hope
from this; but, coming at this time, the almost
despainng women reveived it a8 & promise of
dehiverance,

“Let ns now tell our position to Mrs. Drary.
Show her this letter, and no donbt she will
help ne,'" eald Martha, rapidly.

‘“Stop—not yel," replied Mra. Runaay.
“Mra. Drury is like the rest of the world, ['m
alrald. Bo long as we can pay, she (s oivil;
but—I have vot told you this—of late she hes
been very diffvrent in her manner towarde
me—sugpectiog, no doubt, the trath, and pra-
paring us for the consegusnces. It iz more
peceisary than ever that we stay bers, that
Charlotte may be able to find us. Bhe may
not be able or willing to help us, and we wanst
nst leave here, '’

“Bat the rent, mother 1"’

“Must be paid. Wa have nnthinq of our
own on which we can raise a shilling.”

What she then proposed was mst with
#ach earnent objections from Martha, that it
was evening before she gained her danghter’s
assent to adopt it.

Mra. Rameay waa right in her observation
of change in Mrs, Drary's bearingto her, and
she wounld bave been right in her estimats of
Mys, Drury's ocharacter as & lotter of lodgings.
But of this presently,

CHAT'TEN 1V,

Dootor Giregory haviug replenisheld " Lis
glase, went on with his story:—

As | have told you, Mra, Drary’s lodger o
the purloys was & aiogle gentleman. *°l did
Limw at first,”” Mrs, Drury bhad been besrd to




