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B Coal and Lumber.
F'naw.‘ JACORS & CO.,
‘ WioLxsALK DEALERS IN
ROUGH & WORKED LUMBER,
BASH DOORS AND BLINDS,
WILLIAMSPORT, PA.

A Orders from the trade sollcited

sep 13-1y

A FILBERT. B, otTTO, B.M. OTTO. €. W, XILLKR,

ILBERT, OTTO & MILLER,
MANUFACTURERS AND DEALBRS IN

LUMBER,
WILLIAMSPORT, PA.

MILL ON CANAL, WEST OF MAY
OFFICE AT THE ML 10 STREET.
W. F. CRANE, AuENE, . 4, aug 6.1y

REH()VAI.‘!

SMITH & OSMUN'S
COAL AND WOOD YARD !

The aliove Coal and Waad Yard has been removed to th
oxnt end of the Jordun Bridge, 30U STDE, wheto il
be constantly kept a fine and full n,\l";';!lt;,gh' whero will

Egg, Btove Nut and Chestnut Coal,

selected from the beut minew In the country,

OUR CO AL

;#:ﬁ!::ecover—nd it 1n'to the intereut of every on to

DRY AND SCREENED COAL

BI~A largo atock of all kinds of gond Wood constant

1y )
t:ngln‘ng‘v.!ﬁa:g;’hln ered to all party of the city ut the loWﬂnyl
BRANCH YARD.—A branch yard {s kept at_the Leliigh

K::l:‘)‘;'l)vpot. known as the former yurd of Lentz and

A-TIIY IBTHE PEOPLE'S COAL YARD.<gs

Our Coal is welected from tho bext mi
re[lun‘ and knowlng this to be lh;rugg ::;5 lknull{lluw{‘lll'hklno
tpl::“c nugl-{ncnuu, there in no uwe in uiferlng to re!‘unu
l"_nu"n‘a). Allwe ask lua trinl.  Orders taken at besh 3

ML Fe,
Ffi‘x;‘li{%(ll‘tlnh SMITH, WILLIAN OSMUNY

(QCAL CONSUMERS,

LOOK TO YOUR INTEREST!

P. 11. STELTZ

Hereby Informa the cittzens of Allentown, aud the pub.
Ve tn general, that he la prepared to furnlsh ull kinds of

C 0 A L

from-hls well stocked Yard formerly H. Guth & Cu.'a
3 . .'a, 8t
the Lehigh Basln, 1o the City of Allentown, where he v'vlll
. sonstantly keep on hand & full supply of all kinds of Coaul,
nll the vr.ry lowest market priees. 1ls coal {s nice and
‘elean, from the very best mines, and In quall
o any offered in Allentown, ' guelity superlor
e will sell Coal by the CAR LOAD at ver.
A \ y small pro-
?E-, as he intends to do bnainers upon the principle of
Quick Bulen and Bmall Prefits,’* Give hima call, and
wpon comparing prices you can judge for yourselves.
e will deliver Coal apun eall to any part of the,City
upon orders being left at the Yard, or Welnshelmer's store

mar 3l-if e P.I. 8TELTZ.
REMOVAL. T

]

TREXLER & BROTIHERS,
‘ DIALIIIIN ALL XIXDR QP
"LUMBER y

Heroby anmounce te their friends and

Rave just removed from thoir old DALy hat they

stand to their
NEW YARD

aear the cornsr of Tonth and Ham!l
occupied by Brauss & Miller, “nl‘n l}gl-;ﬂ::;“\l’.'
lh-ykw}l‘l conutantly keep on Lund a lurge an

atock o
LUMBER,
such es all kirds of

PINE, HEMLOCK, CHUESTNUT, P {
' PICKETS, LATUS, aer T SHINOLES,
In faet everything usually kept by the trade,
BF=All kinds of lumber cut to ord !
Thankful for past favors, we l?v:n:;x:ll'.rhr?:zgg“::'wrll
23 the public in geueral, will give us a call at our New

ard, where we will ude our best enden
yor. -
afactlun both as regnrda quanlity und nrlt;:-:. lo[r:cnl(gn_-&rtt"

TOEISPSTRACTORS AND BUILD-
The uadersigned is prepared to conlra}:t for furnishing

SASIH, BLINDS, WINDOW FRAMES,

DOOR FRAMES: SHUTTERS.

And alf kinds of bullding lumber  Agent for

HOPE SLATE CO.\iI’ANY’S LEHIGH SLATE,
Wholesale and retail dealer in tho ’
CELEBRATED CUCUMBER PUMP.

Ordera left at the EAQTL,
witention. Pust oflice ld[ll'ztl'nl

formerly
ard, where
d seasoned

OTEL wif recelve prompt
' Wu. H. BERLI}
Quakortown, Bucka {Sfy"_“lln
sep 2.1y

oct20 6

Rl»:vu']u, Ty

Tho subscribers having leaved the ** [

o o
}l?l‘;-‘{fm;‘n’;‘:l!l?l ‘rhﬂ:prcl;!urly Anuouuco to :ll:c"ctl,mﬂgu;lf
o ¢ public {u general, that they buvojupt

IN

a superior ansortimeut of

COAL -
'Cunnl'nlln o

Bssd'i "? {IN'{‘?;:A‘.V;SIIF'\‘?Q.CH“DM aud Nut frowm the
s left wit + A, Huber, Sjeger & 11

w . ger ottennteln, at
.;f.nﬂ.lﬁf;'f’;”.' Hope Rolling Mlll, or the Yurd, will be

BUSINESS
liko 1aauner, ’

Ordera for Coul by the ¢

the luweat prices. Ar 8lled at short uotiee and at

Always on hand a large stock of

BALED HAY,

ll wiich will be sold at the lowast market prices.

L. W. KOONS & 0.,

Manliton Strast, corner of Lehlgh "ailwy Railroad,

ALLENTOWN, Pa,

L. W, Kooxa,

ect K. F. Doxaveury,

-1y

STANDARD NOVELS
OF THE BEST AUTHORS

IN PAPER COVERS,
FROM 15 CENTS UPWARDS,

JUVENILE AND
TOY BOOKS,

AMERICAN AND LONDON,
FROM FIVE CENTS UPWARDS.

Writing Desks.
EVERY STYLE .Al;\' D PRICE.

A NEW STOCK OF

Pocket Knives,

OF VARIOUS f’RIC ES,

%B‘AUTIFUL PORT-)[‘ONNAIES, POCK.
T BOOKS, LADIES' WORK BOXES and
COMPANIONS, and every imaginaUle articlo
kept in a fancy goods and stationery store.
o, AT
™ AR o y , -
IREDELL'S BOOK STORE,
45 EAST HAMILTON STREET,
’ ALLENTOWN,-PA.
A RARE OPFORTUNITY.
T,C K o o ns.
Ware Hlur:t n!; l!l&l:'.‘ogl:li:y“}nf‘;{:‘l‘c '\Jxll r::nn‘it:ll :: n:nﬂua n!ll l:o

cares of business, offers bis stoc
tore and dwelling for rent,

"l‘"?d ‘lumlli“ riur nl;.
16 Juca

sh establlshed, profitable, and Incrcnnln:‘:nlh (:f-l'-
"":'w_hl:h would not be parted with but fur the abuve
tog lnﬂ» This isa chinuce seldom to bamet with for eogag-
Py 1o “afe, profitable, cata lhhg}l %"E‘{é’ﬂi«“i’ﬁh“"‘
LLRIE © 7" “Alientown Pa,

Winvoln Bhaves.
H‘ A. STEEL,

4 AR A
UPHOLSTERING,
WINDOW SHADE & BEDDING BTORE,

No. 46 North Ninth Btreet, '
PHILADELPHIA. .
WINDOW SITADES,
With Sxtures complete, froht §2.00 a pair, up to $15.00,
WUITE HOLLAND $)IADES AT ALL PRICES.
BIIADES OF ANY RTYLEEAli‘{D COLOR MADE TO OR.
STORE BHADES MADE AND LETTERED.
LACE AND DRAPERY CURTAINS.
ALL KINDS OF WINDOW DRAPERY
PATENT MOSQUITO CANOPIES.

GILT, ROSEWQOD AND WALNUT CORNICES.
CURTAIN BANDS, TASSELS, CORD, &c.

FURNITURE STRIPS CUT AND MADE.
STAIR AND VESTIBULE RODS.

PURNITURE RE.UPHOLSTERED AND VARNISHED,
Carpets and Mattings, vld and uew, made, .altercd and
" put duwa.

UPHOLBTERERS’ MATERIALS OF EVERY
DESCRIPTION AT WHOLESALE :

A NEW TIIING.

SILK FINISHED WINDOW SHADES.
oct 13-1y

I.E.

WALRAVEN.,

MASONIC ITALL,

NO. 719 CHESTNUT STREET,

1s now receiving his Fall imporiatious, conasistlng o
part of .

CURTAIN MATERIALS,

In Slik, linhnir, Warsted, Linen and Cotton, embrasing
| many novelties,

Lace Curtains !

of Parisian, 8. Gallen ln‘d Nl)(ﬂl;.hlm make,
CORNICES AND DECORATIONS

of new and original deslgus.

WINDOW SHADES,

by}lho thousand or single one at manufactarers® prices.
MUSQUITO CANOPIES,

Closlng out at reduced prices,
oetld.ly

For Pure Water, use

this celebrated Pump,
antirely tasteless,

durahyle and relia-

ble: oqunl to the

good vld-fashioned

wooden Pump, aud

201t |ass than hatl the
money Easily arranged
20 a8 to be non-freezlng,
and lo construction so simple
that any one can put it up and
keep it In repalr. -

THE BEST AND CHEAPEST PUMP NOW MADE,

GENTS WANTED. AGENTS
WANTED, §35t0 por month, male and (emale,
to sal! the colebruted and origiual Common Benne Funlly
Bewing Machlue, improved and perfected; it will hem,
foll, atltch, tuck, bind, Lraid and embroider In a most
auperior manner, Drice vnly $13.  For simplicity and
durability, it has sorival. Do not buy from uny parties
velllug muchines under the »name nume as curd, unlens
having a certificute of Agency signed by uw, an they ure
warthless Cast Iron Machiues.
or addresa

Fur Clrcuiars und Terns, uwﬂ{
. . . CRAWFORD & co.,
0ct20-3m v .. L 2413 Chontmad 8t Philad's, Pa,

R, M- ROBINSON & co.,
.

(Succensors to Wm. G. Mivtzer,)

IMFORTERR, MAXUPACTURERK & PURNISHERS OF
MILITARY, CHURCH, BOéIETY,
THEATRICAL GOUDS, FLAGS, BANT
NERS, BADGES,Y ETC.

NO, 181 NORTH THIRD S8TREET,

PIUILADELPHIA, decl-1y

TAND WARRANTN
WANTED

OF WAR OF 1812 AND MEXICAN WAR.

POREIGN COINS, STOCKS, GOLD, GOYERNMENT
(7] aud other BONDS BOUGHT und SOLD.

COLLECTIONS promptly made on all poiats.
DEPOBITS RECEIVED.

No palus wlll]\)? n[:n{c%(nﬂcﬂo the intercuts of thoe
with their busingas,
srhio fuvorun with it FSHA'S, RUSHTON & CO..
Bankers and Brokera,

dec 2-1y No. 60South 84 Bt.. Philad’s. |

Tall Paper and Stationerp.
QRO PHILADELPHIA. 1860.

1869. |
WALL PAPERS,

'HOWELL & BOURKE,

KAKUFACTURERA DF
. i

PAPER HANGINGS AND WINDOW BHADES,
SALES ROOMS, Cor. FOURTH and MARKET 8ta,,
. PHILADELPIIIA, v
Factory, Cor. Twenty-third and Exnsom Sts.,
NE\Y(;%T\'LBS EVERY DAY, OF OUROWN MAKEK.
oct 6-3m

 Carpets any @il Clath.

FLOOR OIL CLOTH,

I-d.. 8-4and 5-41n New and Klegant Desigun of¢/{ Lowsr
in Price. :

KRAMER'S ** OLD CORNER.**

RICII AND ELEGANT

CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS, &c.

S.C. FOULK

Hanresumed the
CARPET BUSINESS
AT 19D 8, SECOND B'I"., PHILADELPHIA,

{Between Market and Chestuut 8ts.,)

With a full assortment of VELVET, BRUBSELS, THREE
PLY, INGRAIN aud VENETIAN CARPRETYH, Oil Cluth,
Window Shades, ke., at reduced prices. wep 15-1y

ﬁkrbauirs.”

(ONSHOMOCKEN
BOILER AND COIL WORKS.
JOIN WO0OD, JR.,

MANUPACTUREKR OF N
TUBK, FLUE AND CYLINDER BOILERS, BATH
AND STEAM CIRCULATING BOILERS,

Al kinds of Wrought Tron Colls, Tuyers for Dlast Pur.
nace, Guaometers, Smoke 8tacks, Blast Plpas, Tron Wheel.
barrown, and sverything in the Hoiler and Shret lron lins,
Alno, s}l kinda of [ron nud 8teel Furginga and Blackamith
work, Minera' Toaln of ail kinds, aucl ss Whem Buckets,
Pickn, Drills, Mulleta, Sledges, &c.

Having a iteam Hammer and set of tools of all kinds,
and skilled warkmen, I flatter myself that [ can turn out
work with promptoess and dispatcli, ail of which will be
warranted to rat-claaz,

Patching Bollers, and repalring gonerally, strictly st.
tended to. spri-l

w. EVERETT'S NEW PATENT
]

SCAPULAR S}-IOULDER BRACE AND
STRAP SUPPORTER.

Nostraps under the arms, Perfectly comfortable, ana.
tomlcully made, nnd hxghly beneficial, 50 Norib 7th 8t.,
- betluw Areh, Philadelphis. Trusses, S8upporters, Elastic
Btockings, dmkchu, €., loweat prices in the city. Lady
attendant. . 0p 13

ANTED....A LOAN OF 810,000,
the Allentown School District. For perticulare

undersigue

'| bear.

THE TWO FLAGS.
AN INUIDENT OF THE WAR IN CUBA.

PRroNE from the black-browed Moro—the castle-
crested crag—

Drooped in the droway noontlde the red and yel-
low flag,

And in tho secthing city the sun with fiery glare

Flnsbc'd on a sen of fuées—n thousand bayonets
hare.

8oldiers with sullen fuces—a doomed man trem-
bled nigh— -

While a motley throng from every side poured
forth to see bim dle ;

And all the mlghty multitude beheld with bated
breath

The acenc of coming slaughter—the many-throat-
ed death.

But by the palid prisoner, bare-hended and stera-
browed

8trode forth two vallant conasuls before the surg-
ing crowd;

One waved Columbia’s banner, and one the Union

Juck,
While all were filled with wonder and warned the
bruve men back.

But step by step together, before those armed
bands,

Paced the proud consuls, holding the ensigne in-
their hands, :

¢ Present!”” The three stood silent, one moinent
fuce to ficce—

The consuls calm and steady, and the prisoner in
hia place.

A suddbe‘u flash of crlmson, of red, and white, and
ue—

The trembling captive cowered between the daunt-
less two ;

The three stood draped together beneath the ban-
ners’ fold— .

The proud twin flags of Freedom—of this New
World and the Old.

Then, It‘urnhlg stern and haughty upon the ordered
Jdine

¢ By these broad flags I elaim him and keep him
—he is mine!

The England and Columbia stretch arms’ across
the sens

To shield him. 8trike the prisoner : you strike
throngh us nnd these!" )

Thus outspake he of England.
to bay,

The twain with eyes deflant looked -nround that
stern arrry.

There fell a solemn silence : the rifle barrels shone

8tilt at the doomsinen’s shoulders : men shnddered
and looked on. )

Like lions bro't

TIll in a clear volee, croseing the bullet’s threat-
ened track,

Rang out the sudden mandate to march the pris-
oner back;

And as the shining cscort fell hack and faced
about,

From all the crowded plaza went up one mighty
shout—

A mighty storm of vivas, that rent the sultry

akles,
Greeted the gallant consuls—the deed of high
emprise, | :
8till louder, ever Jowder, went up that vast ac-
clalin
From all the mighty plazza bathed in its noonday
ame.

Ouward to futurc ages, far down the tecming
. years, .

That sea of upturned fuces sends forth ita storm
of cheers:

Long shall the deed be hounored, and proudly
handed down, .

To crown the victor consuls with Fame's endur-
ing crown! | ’

Hall to the hero consuls, Hail to the noble twaln

Who duricd'fur truth and duty the bullets’. deadly
rin?! -

Ilow stroug to face the mighty—how great to
guard the weak—

Are these, the great twin nations to whom the
helplees scek !

8till shall our arms protecting be stretched across

. the sea—

Btill shall the tyrants fear us who set their cap-
tives free,

Wrapped in a mighty mantle from hatred*s cruel
scars—

The blood-red Cross of England, Columbin’s
Btripes and Sturs !

Enwanp ReNAUD, In Lippincott's Magazine.

MR. DAWBARN.

BY T. W. ROBERTRON, AUTHOR OF ‘'CASTE,’’
* ‘Yourm,’’ ‘' gocIETY," ‘BcHOOL,” ETC.

CHAPTER 1.

* Would you have the kindness to step this
way, sir, into Mr. Dawbarn's room ¢’

These words were addressed by a banker's
tlerk to a young man whose dress and man-
ners were 8 vulgar compound of groom, bet-
ting man, and pugilist. The sporting gentle-
man swaggered by the desks and the clerks,
looking infinite disparagement at the whole
concern, and was ushered through the double
doors into the presence of Mr, Dawbarn.

Mr. Dawbarn was the principal banker in
Bramlingdon, and Bramlingdon was the
county town of the little county of Mufford.
It consisted of one long, straggling street,

specimen of architecture, which contrasted
strongly with the Town Hall, the Corn Ex-
change, and the Market Place, which were
modern buildings, and unpleasant to look nt.

* Mr. Studden,’ said Mr. Dawbarn to the
young gentleman of sporting appearance, ** 1
have to talk to you, sir, very seriously ; sit
down, if you please,”

Mr. 8tudden sat in a chair as if it were a
saddle, shut one eyc knowingly, and-examined
the thong of his whip with the other.

S Mr, Stadden,” continued the banker, sol-
emnly, I have been informed that you have
overdrawn your account to the amount of—""

‘*Yes; Iknow allabout that, governor,”
broke in Mr. Studden. ~ *‘I've been told so
twice.”'

T therefore gave directions. that the next
time you presented & check, you should be
shown in here to me,” said the banker.

**That is—n check of my own drawing.”

‘¢ Quite 80"

‘* Well, now I am here,” said Mr. 8tudden,

| goading the side of his imaginary horse with

his left heel; ‘‘respectful comps, and should
like to know your little game.  What's to be
done ?"*

‘¢ Mr, Studden, I have known you from a
bO)'."

‘* Well, I know that.”

¢ And I now see you a ruined man."

“Hold hard, Matilda,” interrupted Studden,
‘‘not ruined—pushed for the moment—on my
knces, but not staked. I've been unlucky on
the races this last year—unlucky at play. Why,
last night I lost a pot at loo, and then that gal
behaved to me in—""

*Mr. Studden,” said the banker, closing
his eyes, **I cannot listen 10 a catalogue of
your cri—cri—imprudences. 1 am the father
6f o family, and—"" .

¢ Cut that, governor I'’ brokein the amiable
Mr. Studden. * What I want is money, and
not preaching—no preachce and floggee too,
This iathe state of the odds.  I've overdrawn
my account, good ; will you let me have some

‘more? ‘tin, Imean; if you will, I'm sure to

retriecve myself,  I've some splendid things
on, but I must have the reacly—ti—iddity—
rhino,” 7 .

s Mr. Btudden,' said Mr. Dawbarn, “I do
not understand your jargon, nor is such lan-
guage the sort of thing I am accustomed to
You bave lost the fortune left you by
your father in gambling, horse.racing, and—
and the like. For the last'seven years I have
seen you going to irretricvable ruin.  As you
had a long minority, and no {riends to advise
you, I have tried to help you, but I regret to
say, your complete ruin is inevitable—inevi-
table.”" .

‘Bet you filteen to one it lsn't 1" sald Mr.
Studden,

-**What youoweme,'’ continued the bauker,
not noticing the interruption—‘ what you
owo me I shiall never trouble you for.” ~

¢ Bless you !""'ssid the irreverent Studden.

Mr. Dawbarn’s face reddened.  ** Mr. Stud.
den,” he chioked out, ‘**1am not sccustomed
to treated with rudencss, and I don't mean to
begin now. Iwould have given you some
advice, sir.”’

¢ Don't want it, thank you."

¢ Qood advice, parental advice; but it will
be of mo use, I can see.”

b
apply tothe Y. % RONK, Prect. B
aopdtt S B DL OrE faas

¢ Not a bit."

beautified by five old churches, each asplendid |

I ehall leave you, therefore, to the pursuit
of your carecr of profligacy, and may it—may
it—"" Mr. Dawbarn stammered, for he felt
that he was proposing a toast at a public
meeting—** may it prove to you that—that—
that—"'

‘* Out with it, governor," said the insolent
young sporting-man.

¢ No, sir I will not out with it,”" said the
banker, majestically.  *I will not say what
I was going to say."” ’

‘¢ Are you quite clear what you were going
to say 1" inquired the young man, who re-
spected neither age nor wealth,’

Mr. Dawbarn covered his defeat grandly.

I will not detain you any longer, Mr.
Studden ;”’ he rang the bell; **I wish you
good-day, sir ; my servant will show youout.”

** Very good, governor,” said Mr. Studden,
dismounting from his chair, or saddle. . **You
throw me over——very good ; and just at the
moient when I could make a colossal fortune.
If I had your capital—or you had my talent
and speculated—ka foozilum l—what might
not be made with the tips I have I—I know
the way out, Chawles’—this Mr. Studden ad-
dressed to the servant—** you needn't show
me.—Mr. Dawbarn, I have the honor to be,
sir, yours truly, ever to command, etcetern—
cetera—cetera.”’ '

Mr. Btudden departed with a flourish, leaving
the banker in o state of the most wrathful in-
dignation. Mr. Dawbarn was a great man in
Bramlingdon, and accustomed to be treated
with respect and deference nnd servility ; and,
though 8o excellent & person, Mr. Dawbarn
was something ufniluulbug, and the young
man’s manners had convinced him that he
knew it; and it is very annoying to men of
fifty years of age to be found out by their ju_
niors.  Mr. Robert Studden, or, as he was
called, Mr. Bob Studden, or Mr. Rip Studden,
swaggered past the cashier and clerks with the
ease of o jockey and the grace of a groom. A
dozen steps from the door of the bank he met
a clerk whom he stopped. -

** Halloa," he cried with graceful badinage,
' Muaro, how goes it

¢ Hlow do you do, Mr. Btudden ?’ inquired
the clerk. .

‘“Don't be in such a hurry—well, how is
she—eh 9°°

“¢ Mr, Stud—I—" .

‘ Don't be afraid, my boy. I'm not the
man to spoil sport..  Why not bolt with her ?
boit! I'd lend you my last fiver to help you.
I saw you the other morning.  Ri-tol.de.rol,
lol-li-day."

Mr. Studden closed one eye, thrust lis
tongue into his cheek, and strolled down the
one long, straggling street of Bramlingdon,
the pink of sporting, sclf-conscious vulgarity.

CHAPTER I1.

In a small country town it is impossible that
any thing can be kept secret--efte pt murder
~nand then Rumor points to so many probable
criminals, that justice and detective policemen
become lost in surmise, and embarrass the in-
nocent that the guilty may go free.  Slow to
‘detect murder, the provincial intellect ia swift
at the discovery of love. Had Romeo met
Juliet at a fancy ball in Peddlingliam, instead
of o masquerade in Verona, and gfterward
prowled about the garden of his mistress's
father’s house, the Signori Capulet and Mon-
tague would have been jnformed of the occur-
rences early on the following morning by
several competent and credible eye-witnesses
—all of the gentler sex, and the majority on
the other side of five-and-thirty yesrs of age.

It was Christmas-day, clear, cold, and
frosty. Mr. Dawbarn was dressed in his
brightest black, and his cravat was as o mon-
ument to the most irreproachable of laun-
dresses.  But Mr, Dawbarn was pale and agi-
tated, his bead shook and his hands trembled,
till the papers he held in_them rattled ond
crumbled, when a servant opened the dining-
room door and announced ** Mr. Munro.’

Mr. Dawbarn turned paler; and when the
young clerk whom Mr. Robert Studden lad
80 playlully rallied a fortnight before in the
street entered, the banker trembled more
violently,

¢ Mr. Munro," said the banker, when the
door was closed, * you—you~you doubtless
know why I have sent for you—on this festive
occa—sion—sion, to-day #'’

The young clerk, who was as pale as Mr,
Dawbarn, faltered out, **No, sir,"" with so
transparent an effort that the banker' saw that
the young man perfectly understood the rea-
son of the interview.

** Your conduct, sir, has been such that I—
I—I do not know how to address you," stam-
mered Mr. Dawbarn,  ** That you, sir, my
servant, my pald and salaried servant, should
have so abused my confidence; should have
30 dared to try to so injure me, is—is—what I
did not expect from you. I know all, sir, all.
You are discharged from the bank this mo-
ment."”’

A pang shot over the young man's. face.

“You will not be sllowed to enter thero
again, This quarter's salary ia thcrc;_s'lr“'
The banker put upon the table & smsll paper
packet. ‘‘As I shaoll not suffer you to take
your place at your desk again, there is a half-
yenar's salary.” The banker placed another
small packet on the table, and the clerk made
a deprecatory motion with one hand. 1
insist on it, sir, and shall take no denial. 1
also insist on your leaving Bramlingdon to-
night, or to-morrow morning, at the very lat.
est. Should you have any debts here, leave a
list of them, and, to-day being Christinas.Day,
I will see that one of the clerks pays them the
day after to-morrow. There can be no excuse
for your remainiag, and. your absence, sir, is
n matter of much more importance to me than
a few paltry pounds ; 50 I wlll hiear of no ob-
jection.” .

Mr. Dawbarn pauscd and drew breath, and
the young clerk looked at him and then at the
window, as if out into a far distance beyond.

‘My accounts, sir,”" he began, when the
banker interrupted him,

*“Will be found quite right, I dare say.
Iad you only robbed me of money, sir, I
should have Leen better pleased., I have
treated you only too well, and, in return, see
what you have done.”  Mr, Dawbarn struck
his clinched hand upon the table.  * But no’
matter. Do I understand that you will  leave
Bramlingdon to-night ? )

Munro took his cyes ffom the window, and,
looking full in the banker’s face, said : -

“ Lidey."

Mr. Dawbarn’s face turned scarlet, and he
again struck the table. ¢ Don't mention my
daughtcr's name to me, sir, if you please. 1
won’t hear it ! ow dare you?t There, sir,
are the rubbishing letters you have sent to her,
and, if you have any sense of decency or hon-
eaty left, you will return those yon have of
hers—of—of my daughter’s.”’

Munro took up the letters his former
ter had tossed to lum.

s Did you hear me, sir "' asked the banker,

1 beg your pardon.”’ '

1 spy, will you give me back her letters,
and will you leave Bramlingdon to-night *°

There was o pause, and the bells of the
chureh rang out for morning service. )

1 can make 'n.o promise, sir,'’ replied the
young clerk, very clearly. ‘I have a duty
to your dsughter as well as a duty to you. If
she desires that I should—" .

“You sct.me at deflance, do you, sir?”
‘burst in the banker. ¢ Very good, very good;
buat don't suppose, if you stay here forever,
that you will see my daughter, or bo enabled
to write to her. If you stop in Bramlingdon,

mas-

she goes. Next weok she travels with her

Ahrough the dining-room door.

—

from het father's presumptuous clerk, who,
because his master asked him a few times to
his house, to sit at his table, and treated him
88 an equal, 8o far forgot himsell as to-1ift his
eyes up to'his daughter, his only child.”

It had been a terrible Christinas morning in
the banker’s house. Mr. and Mrs, Dawbarn
had been informed that their only daughter,
Lucy, rose cvery morning carly, and had an

interview with the young clerk, Munro, in the !

kitchen-garden, the door of which opened into
a lane, and of which door either Lucy or the
young clerk, or both, possessed o key.  Lucy
had been forced into a confession and had gone
on her knees to her papa and weptand implored
him not to hurt her George.  She had  given
up all his letters which she was in the habit of
placing under lier pillow every night and which
letters Munro had written stealthily in banking
hours, and placed in & certain portion of the
wial near thetool-house in the kitchen garden.

Mr. Dawbarn went on wildly, and frightenes |

Mrs. Dawbarn,a good motherly woman into a
fit. When Mrs. Dawbarn recovered, Miss
Lucy went off into a swoon, and her father
and mother had to recover her, arnd Mr,
Dawbarn was in agonies lest ‘the scrvants of
his houscliold should be.cognizant of the dis-
turbance, which]was an entirely unnccessary
excitement on his part, as they, the servants,
had known all about it for the last eight months,
Poor Lucy was told that Munro was to be im.
mediately sent ‘away, but that she and her
mamma were to go to church that day, as their
absence might be remarked by a devout but
curious congregation, and that she was to
bathe her eyes and look unconcerned, easy,
comfortable, and composed.

As Lucy and her maomina passed the door
of the dining-room, Lucy bheard the young
clerk’s voice. Sheknew that sho should never
see him again and she could not resist her im-
pulse.
and would lhave opened it, but her mamma
pulled her away, and on the other side Mr.
Dawbarn rushied to the door and put his back
against it.  Munro strode tothe window, that
he might take a last look at his mistress as she
left the house.

* Good.by, Qceorge, dear, good-by,” cried
Lucy, in the passage; * we shall never see
each other again ; but, good-by, and good-by,
and good-by again "

CHAPTER I

A year had clapsed since Lucy Dawbarn
hiad bidden farewell to her father's clerk
He had left
Bramlingdon, and gone no one knew whither.
Nelther letter nor message came to Lucy ; she
was too strictly watched. She often walked
in tho garden, and looked at that portien of
the wall where they had concealed their letters.
The good old brick that they used to take out
and put back again was a thing of the past.
In its place there was a_bran new red brick,
cemented by bran new white mortar, that you
could sce a mile of. Lucy had been to Lon-
don, and had been visiting, not only lher fath-
er's and mother's relatives, but the magnalces
of the gounty, and had scen all sorts of plea.
sures and fashion and distraction, and, at the
end of six months, had returned, very thin
and pale,

8ho liad been home but a few weeks, when
the news came that young Munro bad eailed
from Liverpvol for New York. It reached
Lucy’s cars through a sympathetic servant-
maid. The next morning, she sent word that
she would like to have a cup of teasent to her
up stairs in her room, a8 she had a headache,
and hrgged tahe evenaad fram the breakfast
table. Mra. Dawbarn knew that she had
heard of Munro's departure for America, but
she did not dare to mention even the name of
the unobjectionable clerk to her husband, who
was entirely ignorant of the young man’s
movements, ‘T'wo or three days after the doc-
tor was sent for, The medical man hummed
and hawed, and sald that his patient was low.
Lucy grew worse and worse. A consultation
was held. The young lady’s disorder was
pronounced to be nervous fever; and one
white-leaded old gentleman from London
suggested to Mr. and Mrs. Dawbarn that it
the young lady were engaged he shiould not
advise the postponement of the ceremony.

* You see, my dear Mr. Dawbarn,” said
the old gentlemun, **your dear daughter’s
malady is partly mental. She has here no
employment, that is, no fresh employment for
her mind. If you could substitute new duties
fresh impressions, she would recover quickly.
Her energy is wearing her to picces; she
wants, so to speak, to begin ler life over
again. If—if her partner has not yet been
chosen''—here the cyes of the father and
mother met—** let her travel, let her choose
an occupat lon, give her something to do. 1
know s young lady—much the same kind of
case—who took to painting, and found con-
siderable benefit from the study and the prac-
tice. Italy, now, might crente o desire to cul-
tivate some art—say music, eh? Your dear
daughter is not strong ; her mind is too much
for her body." .

Lucy was taken to Harrowgate, to Chelten-
ham, to Leamington, and Scarborough, then
to the south of France and Italy. When she
returned to Bramlingdon, she had to be lifted
from the carringe. Her father, who bad not
scen ber for two months, was struck with the
visible alteration in her face and figure. Ile
himself carried ler to her room, and was
hurdly conscious of his burden. She saidshe
was tired with her journey, and would gn to
bed. Mr. Dawbarn descended to dine with
his wife, and meeting on the stairs with the
sympathetic. housemhid who had informed
Lucy of Munro's departure for America, and
asking the girl why she was crying, and re-
ceiving for answer that it was for Miss Lucy,
discharged her on the spot.

It was a disinal dinner. lusband and wife
spoke but little, and, when one caught the
other’s cye, there was a great show of appe-
tite. Mr. Dawbarn drank a considerable
quantity of sherry. When the cloth was re-
moved, the conversation flagged. Neither
dared Legin the conversation they felt wasin-
evitable, Before they went into Lucy'sroom,
to look ut her as she lay sieeping, Mr. Daw-
burn put his arm round his wife's waist and
kissed her on the forchead, & proceeding
which made the gond‘ old lady tremble very
much, and her mouth and nostrils quiver,

Side by side in the dark tho couple lay
awake, in their luxurious chamlér, staring at
the reflection of the window fraine upon the
blinds. - The futher began:

‘ Jemima.” .

* Philip,"" eald the mother,

* What do you think of Lucy?"

. The mother heaved a deep sigh,

$Good God "' said the baoker, **when I
took her up-in my arms, I could hardly feel
her weight. Bhe was like a feather—like a
feather. Jemima, you're crying, my love,
Tell me, honéntly, now, honestly, candidly,
as you think, Tell me, tell me."

The wife threw her arms around her hus-
band’s ncck, and sobbed : “'T fear that we
shiall lose her |

1t was spoken, and Death was recognized as
a Presenco in the house. '

“ D’ye think there's xo hope "’

#Only one, and that's & very poor one."

Mr. Dawbarn felt a mental qualm, for he
knew what was coming.

* What's that ?""

¢ You'll.be angry with me, Philip, if I tell
you.' v

“ Anzry, my dear? No, no, not a bit,"
said tho father.

*You know what I mean."

The banker sighed.

She ran to the door, seized the handle, -

Fow Yes, I do,” re‘pliéd the mother. *“If Lu.
} cy could see or hear of that young man, Ibe-
; lieve she would recover. I'm ‘sure it would
; do her good.”
. There was a long‘pausc. Mr. Dawburn
| gronned in spirit, but he felt that his wife was
[ right.

1 had such better views for her,”” groaned
: the banker,

“*Yes, my dear, I know you had,’ said the
wife, pressing his hand. !

*t Lord Landriga was most particular in his
attentions, and Sir Theophilus Hawdon abso-
lutely spoke to me about her.”

«] know he did,"” said the acquicscent wife.

¢ Think of Lucy being Lady Landringa, or
Lady Hawdon! County people—and then
of her being Mra, ——, o !"' : )

« It's o sad thing, dear, but what can we
! do now that she’s go ill—poor thing ! And if
! we could save ber life—'*

Mr. Dawbarn turned in the bed. ¢ I'll ask
Topham about it to-morrow.”” Tophamn was
the doctor. **I'll hear his opinion.”

 I‘have asked him,"" said the mother, “and
he agrees with me.” Lo '

_+ But hdw can it be done " asked the ban-
ker, turning again restlessly. * I can't ask
the fel'ow to marry my daughter.”

* No, bat you can offer him a situation in
the bank."”

 Suppose he refuses.”

"« He won't refuse."”

SeBut how canlfind him ? Whereisho?"'

« In America,” answered Mrs. Dawbarn.

« America !"' repeated the banker, sitting
up in bed. ** Then how the deuce is he to be
gotat 2" ’

¢ Advertise tor him. If he will apply to
So-and-so, Le will hear something to his ad-
vantage. I nsked Dr. Topham'sadvice about
al! that.™

© Advertiging 18 not respectable,” said the
banker; to which his wife mpde no reply but
the word *‘Lucy.”

t Besldes,* continued Mrs. Dawburn, after

a short pause, **if you don't like advertisings

send somebody after him to find wherehe is.”
¢« Bend somebody ! Send who !

¢ Oly, that Mr. Studden ; he's doing noth-
ing, and I dare say will be glad of the job.”

1 suppose that Topham advised that, too."

 Yes, he did.” )

¢ 1 thought I recognized Topham's interest
in that young vagabond. I suppoese you and
hie bave tnlked this matter over now some
time.”’
© 1 and Mr. Studden?”
¢ No, you and Topham,”
¢ Yeg, " ¢ .
¢ And you've arranged it all between you 7!
¢ Yes." N
“Why didn’t you tell me this before, Je-
mima ?"’
1 was afraid.”
¢ Afraid ! Afrnid of what?”’
Of you.”
“ Of me, Jemima? Don't youthink Ilove
my child as well as you 2"
“I'm sure you do ; but you men don't un-
derstand some things:”’
+ But Topham's a man,’’ remarked the puz-
zled Lanker,
¢ Bat, then, he's o doctor,” was the reply.
Mr. Dawbarn groaned inwardly, as a possi-
ble coronet presented itself to his mind's eye
—and then faded away. **1 suppose you
must have it your own way,”’ he said.
“May I, Philip?"’ asked his wife, putting
her arm around his neck for a second time.
s yes, 1 pelieve you're in the right. ~Dut
won't the shock—the surprise hurt her
¢ I'Il answer for that. May T tell her to-
morrow "
¢ Yes," sighed the vanquished father.
¢« Bless you, Philip,”" said the good mother,
and she kissed ber partoer, and both wifeand
husband slept the sleep of the just.

CHAPTER 1V,

“ Lucy, my dear,” said Mrs. Dawbarn the
next morning, as she entered the invalid’s
chamber, 1 and pupa have been talking
about you." .

“ Yes, mtomma,"’ said Lucy, with [an eyi-
dent want of interest in the subject.

* And what do you think he says P’

* Don't know, mamma.”

¢« Ie's going to make scme alterations in
the bank.” '

« 0, indeed " Miss Lucy had not the
smallest solicitude about the bank,

s And what else do you think ?"

¢ QOh, manuma, I'm so tired!" eaid Lucy,
peevishly. ’

¢ What elec do you think heweans to do "’
continued Mrs. Dawbarn, bending her mat-
ronly head over her daugliter’s face, and pour-
ing into her ear words that made the girl flush
scarlet and her eyes flash. '

+Oh,- mamma, it can’t be true 2"

« My love, could T deceive you '

4 No, dear mamma, no; but, oh, i8 it true.
Kiss me, mamma dear. T am so happy and
so0 thankful ! and—and in a little time, when
I've thought over Low happy I am, papamay
come in, and I'1} kies him and thank him, and
tell him how grateful I am, too, and—"" but
poor Lucy could go no further, and sobbed
-and wept with delight.

* My darling, kiss me now," snid her fath-
er, advancing from the door behind which he
had watched the effect of the news.  “I'lldo
anything to make you happy—anytbing.”

“0h, papa! My own papal!” )

My darling, you'll love me now again as
you used. to do—won't you? and—and—
there's Mr. Bob Studden's knock. 1'0 send
that fellow off to New York—I mean to Liv-
erpool—this very night:”’ %4{9

Mr. Bob Studden was waiting in tiedining
room. Ile was so changed in face, dréss, ap-
pearance, aud manner, that, when Mr. Daw-
barn saw him, he started, and said :

' Are you Mr. Robert Studden 2

4 Yes, Mr. Dawbarn, it's me,” said the fa-
miliar voice. I dare say you find me
changed. I do mysell.”

He was, indeed altered. In place of the
spink, spnn, new, natty, dressy, shiny, oily,
varnished Bob, the delight of bar-maids, and
the envy of grooms, stood a shabby, cordu-
roy-trousered, waistcoatless vagnbond, smell
ing of straw and porter. Mr. Dawbarn hesi-
tated befure he asked him to sit down.

«+1 got your letter, sir,” said Bob, whose
manner was as deferentinl as his clothes were
ghabby, **and came on immediately. Borry’
1 couldn't present myself more decently ; but
such is fate.”

* What are you doing now, Mr. Studden ¥’
asked the banker.

‘¢ At present, sir, sir,”* replied Bob, *
stablé man at the Cock and Bottle.”

" Good gracious 1"

«It's not what T could wish, sir; but its bet.
erthan nothing, I'm sorryvosay I'monly em-
ployed thero two days o week~—Mondays and
market days ; but still, what with odd jobs, X
manage to grub on.”’

Mr. Dawbarn looked at the ex-betting-
man's face and wistful eyes, and asked him if
he would take & glass of wine.

Bob shot a quick glance, and sald that he
would; and in the keen look Mr. Dawbarnt
read hunper.

¢ The sherry,” sald the banker to a ser-
vant; ‘‘aad bring lunch—some cold roast
beef--and—you, know; and, when we've

lunched, Mr. Studden, we'll talk business,”

Mr. Studden's performance upon the beef
vyas 30 extraordinary, that the banker feared
he would commit involuntary sulcide. 1t was
with a feeling of intense rclief that he saw

I am

prolonged, that Mr, Dawbarn feared lest th;

suffocation the beef had left unaccomplished
should be effected by the Stilton.

** Not -any more, sir; thank you,” answer-
ed Bob to hig host’s complimentary. question.
* I never tagted such cheese, and, as for the
beef, it's bedutiful, I baven't tasted animal
food for these ten days. For red herring is

not auimal food any more than a lump of salt |
Soak 'emin !
as much hot water as you like, they always |

is, and I'm sick of red herrings.

taste of lucifers—perhaps because they lie
next to 'em in the shop. I may thank you,

Mr. Dawbarn, for a meal such as I haven't !

had for—for—"'

The wine Mr. Studdon had drunk scemed :

to bave got into his head, and from his head
into his eyes. Men are strange creatures—
and even betting.men arc men—and, whether
it was the memory of by-gone days, or the
wine, or the bread, or the butter, or the beef,
or the cheese, that affected him, cannot be as-
certained ; but one of these causes, or some
of them, or all, caused Bob Studden to lny
his head upon his knees, and tocry copiously.
* He then began accusing himaelf, and saying
that he was a bud lot ; that he was miserable,
and repented ; that hislife was an hourly curse
to him ; that he knew lie had brought it all
upon himself-; that all his friends had deserted
him, particularly those who had shared his
hospitality, and even his money, whenhe was
prosperous ; that the man who owed his risé
in life to him, and whom he had assisted at a
crisis, bad behaved to him with an ingratitude
that stung him to the soul; that he was half-
starved, and lad no bed but in the stable;
that he was ruined—ruined—and had_no hope.

When the poor, broken-down gamester had
exhausted himself, the banker began. He
told him that he (the banker) had been ad-
vised to offer him (Studden) employmerit, be-
cause Jie knew him to bo intelligent, and hoped
that his past sufferings had been a warning to
him for the future; that the business™ he
wished to employ him on was  difficult
and delicate—being no Jess than to go to New
York, and f{rom there to wherever else it
might be necessary to travel, in search of Mr.
Munro ; that money would be provided and
letters furnishied him, and that lie was required
to start for Liverpool that very night ; that it
was hoped e would not lightly give up a
chance that offered him redemption for the
past, and a fine prospect for the future.

“TNdoit! 'l do it! said Bob, rising,
and grasping the banker’'s hand ; **and God
bless you, Mr. Dawbarn, for giving a poor
oulcast devil like me the chance. I'll not de.
ceive you, sir; if I do—

¢ Hush, hush, Mr. Studden.”

#You'll make a man of me, sir—a MAN!
I'll be as truc assteel. I'll not bet—not on
the best horse that was ever foaled.  To-night,
gir, T'll start this minute, barefoot, if you
wished it.  I've got a decent suit of cloths in
gawn, sir, quite good enough for the likes of
me. I'll be faithful und'truc, sir, and—and
—God bless you, sir—and—and—"’

Here Bob broke down again, and even stiff
Mr. Dawbarn was compelled to use his cam-
bric handkerchief, as Mr. Btudden used his
ragged sleeve. Bob was furnished with let.
ters; among them was one froni Mr. Daw-
barn addressed to Munro, which enclosed a
note from Lucy, which contained only these
words, written in a large, trembling hand ;

4 Come back to me ! oli, come back to me,
my dear! and soon, if you would see me agnin
upon this earth, - e e T -
TeYYour own

“Lrev.”

A few hours after Bob was seated on the
roof of the night.coach, and as it rattled past
the banker's louse he saw a light in Lucy's
chamber. Although the night was cold, the
window was thrown up, and a thin hand
waved a handkerchief.

CHAPTER V.

Two years elapsed, and there was no news
of the missing Mr. Munro. Letters arrived
frequently from different parts of America
from Mr. Bob Studden, who eyidently found
his task to Le more difficult than he had sup-
posed. America was nlarge continent, and
it waa not so easy to find one particular man
upon it. Poor Lucy amused berself by read-
ing books and perusing maps,  She liked to
wonder if George were there, or there, and
what sort of & place it was. She arranged all
Mr. Bob Studden’s lctters of intelligence in
chronological order, nnd compared them with
the books and the maps,’ and so traced his
progress.  She always knew when an Ameri-
can letter arrived, by an instinet for which
she was at a loss to account for herself; but
for all these sources”of consolation, for all her
father's and mother's solicitude, she grew
weaker and weaker. She took no air but in
an invalid chair. Her father walked by her
side graveZand [dejected.  Stealthy shadows
took possession of the banker's house. They
flitted on the windows, lingered on the stair-
cases, and hung about the passages ; and the
good folks of Bramlingdon lnoked sad as they
passed the banker's, over which, ns over those
it contained, there hung the ranctity of o
great sorrow. :

Two long yenrs, and two long, Iong months
Lucy waited and hoped, each day her pale
cheek growing paler, and lher light form
lighter, and toward Cliristmas she. wns unable
to be lifted from her bed. Dr. Topham said
that e had exhousted the resources of his sci-
ence ; and when the poor girl turned feverish-
ly, and, with a slight access of delirium, asked
for the fiftieth time if there was no aews, the
doctor beckoned the banker and his wife from
the sick-room, and said :

“I've an idea ! This cannot last long—she
must be quieted somehow, S8he keeps asking
for news ; now news from America” would
quict her, and she might sleep.”

e have nonews,”” said the single-minded
banker. - .

# No,” replied; the {doctor, ‘‘but we can
make some.”

¢ Make some I'®

¢ Fabricate it—Invent it. ¥ Don’t you see?”

4 O, doctor 1" remarked the tearful moth-
er, “to deceive a poor creature on the thres-
hold of death !

“ To suatch her from  death,' said Dr, Top-
ham. It must be done. It is- the last
chance. We must write a letter from Studden
this very night.”” '

“But—but—but—it is forgery !’ stammered
the banker. S

¢ Besides,” said” Mrs. Dawbarn, * Lucy
knows Mr. Studden’s hand, and always ex-
amines the envelopes,”

¢ Then," said the doctor, **we must do it '

by telegraph.”

¢ Telegraph 1"

“Yes, Inafew minutes you will recelve
a telegram from ‘Mr. Bob Studden, saying that
hie has just arrived at Liverpool wl(h‘—yvith a
companion.'’ . .

4 Who'll send it?”

“1 will,” said the doctor.

¢ But when—when she finds that Studden
is not in England—what then ?

“ We must think of something clse,”" snid
the undaunted Topham, ** The case s des-
perate, and sowmething deaperate mhist be tried.’
Go and talk to her, Mrs. Dawbarn, and I'll
send the telegram.”

With a strong féeling of conacious gullt Mr.
and Mrs, Dawbarn put into their daughter's
hand a telegram contaimng the following
words : *

4 From Robert Studden, Adelphi Hotel Liyer-
pool, to Charles Dawbarn, Bramlingdon.

i news of Mr, 3.’ IYope to be in Bramling-
f don by Thursday.”

Lucy read the telegram, and sat up in her
) bed. ) .
|+ He's come, mamma,”" she sald, and her
‘eyes flnshed and her cheeks flushed. ‘He
,landed in England this morning—I felt he
did—about nine o'clocki—, He will be here
soon—George will—very soon—very soon.
Mamma, please tell Eliza to put-ont my lilac
frock. He liked lilac—~and to come and do
my hair—and—and—and—tell Eliza to come.
tome—and I can tell her what I want myself."

The father and mother exchanged glances
I that satd, * Here is the consequence of odr
; deception. What can be done next P’ The
thought had hardly been interchanged before
a smart rap was lieard at the street door, and
aservant cante in with another telographic
diapatch, which ran thus
“ From R. Studden, Adclphi Hotel, Liver-

pool, to C. Dawbarn, Bramlingdon.

«Just arrived here, with Mr. Munro.
Shall start by night-train, leaving here at 1.80.
M. and self will be at Bramlingdon to.mor.
row. Telegraph back.” C

* How nbsurd of Topham te send two tele-
grams ' sald Mr. Dawbarn, when he andehis
wife were alone, .**as i one would not bring
mischief enough. He mugt be mad.”

Dr. Topham entered the house, and inquired
how his plan had succeeded.

“Ol, Lucy is very much delighted and
agitated,” answered Lucy's father. ** What
we shall do with her when she finds the news
not true I do not know. .But, Topham, why
the deuce did you send tiro telegrams 7

“Two!" echoed Topham. ‘1 only sent
one."

4 Yes you did.”’

“ No, I didn't.”

Yes you did.  Here it is.”

The doctor looked at the second telegram,
aud snid ¢ I didn't send this.”

“No! Who then?” .

“ By Jove! he did—Studden, 1 mean..
Dawbarn, lie's come—le’s come ! I onlyan-
ticipated the truth, It was a medical inspira-
tion—and my patient will recover.”

Mr. Dewbarn lost no time in telegraphing
back to Liverpool. = At Lucy's express desire
Mr, Studden was instructed to telegraph at
every station, that she might know Low much .
nearer and nearer her George was to her.
The telegraph boys were up the wheole night,
and Lucy kept the telegrams and read them
until.she fell fast asleep. )

When she awoke she found herself unable
to rise, so resolved to receive her fature hus-

the mirror she begged her mamma in a whis.
per to let her have somefouge—** not to make
me look better, but for fear my pale, white,
white checks should frighten George.”

The heavy hours flew by, George arrived,
and was shown up stairs to his faithful, con-
stant mistress ; and the servants in the kitchen
held great jubilee, and there was ewcetheart-
ing below stairs as well us above.

Ar. Dawbarn found Mr, Bob Studden quite
an American—according to the notion of
Americans imbibed by Englishmen a few
months resident in the New World. e wore
a ** goatee” .beard, square-toed boots,. and

loud trousers and cravat. e uddressed Mr.
Dawbarn as * Colonel,” and assumed a man-
ner that savored cqually of the quarter-deck
and the counter—hnlf pirate, hialf bagman.

«As I advertised you, colonel,”” he ex-
plained, **in the various fetters in the various,
aiggings Wiero I fixod my temporary lo.cation
when 1 set foot in New York, I could find
small trace of G. Munro ; but I followed up
that trace, and dogged eternally wherever he
he had made tracke. At last [ lost him, and I
was near thinkin' I'was done holler—yes, sir
—and do you know why I thought I was done
hollert e changed his name, and what his
Jast occupation was I could not discover.
However, I traveled and traveled on; and
how d'ye think, nnd whar d’ye think, colonel,
I found him eut at last ¥"

1 don’t know.”

“ It was quite by accident—it was. 1
thought I'd heard of him in Detroit, Iut 1
couldn't find him in Detroit; and I was goin’
away by the cers on the following sun-up.
Not knowing what to do with mysell’ i
roosting time, I strolled into the museum—
that is—that was a theatre then. ‘The first
man I see upon the stage was Q. Munro.
dressed like a citizen, in coat, vest, and pants,
or perhaps I should not have known bim. 1
hailed him, and we started off that very night.
Wwe traveled quicker than post, or 1 should
have written. 1 should have dingnosed him
Lefore, but the,track was cold, beeause hie had
changed his nume, and gone upon the stage
—a fact that I have not mentioned to any one
but you, nor do [ intend to du—the stage not
being considered by the general & bueiness.
like," ™

Lucy wis soon geen out again in the invalid
chair; but her father no longer walked by her
side. IHec was replaced by Mr. Munro, who
usually propelled it himself. Within cighteen
months the young couple were married, and
some lime after George wasmade n partner in
the bank. Mr. Robert Studden, by the as-
sistance of his putron, emigrated to Australin,

Before he sailed he spent the Chirlstmag-Day
with the bridge and bridegroom.  And though
onr tale ends happily with marriageund dowry
as novels and plays should, it Is not for that
reason a fiction, but a true story of true love.

ui MEETING OF THE AUTHORS. — Mr.
U——, & gentieman who hag just published
his first attempt ut outhorship, which met
with remarkable success, was, shortly after,
met by n seody-louking individugl in the
Queen's Hotel, in Toronto, The lutter ex-
tended his hand, and, in a tragic manngr, ex-
claimed, ** Allow me, sir, to welcome you to
our ranks—the ranks of authorship.”

The pcéuliz\r appearance of the individual
rather amused Mr, C——, and he replied,
“Thank you, sir 5 but may I venture to ask
‘w'ho you ure and what work bears your
name t"' .

Tennyson, the Poet Laureate?™”

“ Yes,” aaid Mr. C——

“yell, I am not he.  But have you ever
henrd of Longfellow "

¢ Yes, but I have never seen him. . Surely
you are not Longfellow 1"

i+ No, I am not he,” .

#Then, who the dickens are you?'* -

“ANY there. Have you ‘ever hesrd of
Charies Dickens?’ = .

“Yes, but I know you are not Charles
Dickens.*

“No, ‘sir—I am neither Tennyson, Longfel.
low, nor Dickens ; but sir, I, the individual
who stands praminently before you in the
noble person of & man—I, sir, am——"'

¢ Well, sir, who nre you, and of what are
you the author.”

1, sir, am Jonathan Ezekish Washington
Jefferson Piggleton, and I am the celebrated

oil, and all stains out of cloth, wood, marble,
carpets, etc., etc., and which I will be most
happy to sell you, or any other” gentleman
who now looks upon me, for the small sumof
twenty cents 1

Mr. C—-callapsed.

Tux new Lord Mayor of London i3 a type-
founder.

his lino was the

omAn capitg
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whereas Bea.

wand in state ; and when she hdd Jooked in -

s.Certainly, sir.  Have you ever heard of

author of n recipe for taking grease spots, 10,

where lie drives a thriving businessin horses, .- :

Romulus was a founder also, but . -~




