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The merry rmarch of yoatlful feet,
Three hunrred, lcss or more,

Had (1 a ed the ball snd filled the alrsel;
7he schoclday’s task was o'er.

fome homeward went wi h weary paco,
Wiile o'h rs songht the green;

Eome scught the river’s lavghing face,
And some the wood sereie.

some stoyed 10 ger the teacher's 1Ll
Reveal a rulerdresd;

Two sat upun the wirdow eill
And ancient Virgil read.

Onesouh, wib aching Lieart and brain,
rtill iipgeied there wlore,

And, bidcen desp hiellfe o jain,
70 others was uukoo wn,

While musing in the ehapsl siill,
The sounds all & el away,

fave from tl e magte window eill
4ncn an ecbo gay—

Two bappy maldei 8 camwe fo £z
They woke the silver noics;

Pisne 1o ‘ched Lis remblirgstil ge,
4nd vied thoir cheral throsta

They lightly tiip from waltz to a
Or tound pathetinuir

The youth wade glad is borve 8o
And up the golcen etoir

All pisved with music's precion:
s bouyant epirit beunde,

And o'l the wreath of sliver toros
His burcing brow emronud

FoUnes,

ThLe mueic melticg soft'y low
Ita wilder frol 03 cense;
And in its menasures ewec t 20 d low,
Tre woary youth finde yeace.
Astnry argh—a plazful taik,
The ma'dens go their way;
Theyenth now tukes his homeward wak
21 crimeon ¢loie of da~.

Hi: gayer heart and nimbier leet
A golden seert tell;
I'be magic minitre), music sveel,
Hath wrough: ita charm full well,
Nor ¥new the maidens to whkat dranght
Of healing Klled their eong—
What warining sunbeam, whern they iaugbed
Broke on his night so long.

Nor know they yet, vor vet ¢o dream
What angels plumed their wings,

And flew to feed the cloking stream
Of 1:fe w.th purer springs

Of purpeee, that therefrcmn should flaw
A flood, whose surface bright

Should wirror all the etars that g'ow
Aud heaven’s screner light.

fuch mwinisries hath muele, when
Tbe heart weighed down with paln
Feela every icy lock of men
Whose only care ia gain,
Thea sing! Jet merry musio fill
Some eoui that hungers lone;
Arvd laugh! ket surny laughter thrill
Bome heart by taunts nade stonet

Of poverty and suffering
Tiue world s fall to-day;
Their freczing, sickly state ehould wring
TLo tears from hardest clay.
Then bail to Christmas chimes! whoze swell
Makes g'ad the wanirg year.
“The gorpel to the poor'” they teil—
“The sufferer, gooé cheerl”
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THE SACKFUL OF SOVEREIGNS.

Ia Three Chapters.

CHAPTER I--THE BUMMONS.

A sunny garden #lope upon the southern
side of Highgate IIill; atits lower end a
delicious tangie of orchard, long grass and
underwood, russet-tinged briers and com
mon feros.

Higher up, the gnarled and twisted old
apple trees, thick with frosted frait, give
place by degrees to a stzip of goozeberry
and currant bushes and kitchen greenery;
until these, in their turp, edged by a high
box border, sweet snd gay with waving
lavender, gilly flowers, cabbage roses, sun-
tlowers, hollyhocks and the homelier order
of garden treasuree, terminate in a emooth,
well kept lawn.

Upon this look several windows of a
quaint, old-fashioned, irregu’ar red-bricked
cottage, parily thatched and partly tiled;
with honey-suckle acd many a sweet-
scented creeper olambering round the
angles, and even going some way up a little
stack of twisted chimneys; the whole—cot-
tage, garden and orchard—surrounded by
an old moes-grown wall which, on the front
or bigh road side of the domain, ia bright
and odorous m spring with overhanging
lilac and laburcum, while, where the an-
tigue iron gateway msukes & gap, & great
arch of ivy marksthe entrance to this pleas-
ant home—one of those homes, indeed,
which, rural and unpretentious, might have
been found in niany & London sauburb a
quarter of a century back; but which, alas,
Lave well-nigh disappeared now, since the
overwhelming wave of bricks and mortar
has swept out from the great city, like the
over-widening eddy on the eurface of a
lake when rising fish or idly thrown stone
distarbs its placid waters.

There is & wooden summer-house, also in
perfect harmony with its surroundings,
eave that part ol its roof has been recently
repaired with a pateh of somewhat too new
and over-bright red tiles, Neostling enugly
under the shade of a big elm *ree midway
on the elope, between orchard and kitchen
garden, it overlooks that well known view
which termiuates with St Paul's, dimly
looming—with chimney slacke, towers and
spires—through the long line of murky and
duosky sky.

A sweet retreat for a toil-worn ciliz=n, or
lql;y oaring for the gentler, simpler ways of

ife.

Particularly tuited as a background does
it seem to the figure seated at the rustio
table, in the little arbor on the eoft S8eptem-
ber afternoon when our tale begine, He is
an sged but tolerably hale looking, broad-
shouldered man of about seventy-five, with
keen brown eyes, and baving that smug
old-fashioned aspect in dress and mien be-
fitting the retired well-to-do man of busi-
nees, that all who have any acquaintance
with Matthew Rickman koow him to be
Open before him lies a small memorandum-
book, in which he seems to be asdding up
some figurer; and beeide him, with ink
bottle and tray of pens, are a few
scattered papers. Now and then, in
the pauses ot his caloulstione, he strokes
his clean-shaven obin, or toys with
his mutton-chop strip of pure white
whisker, snd the quiet expression of satis-
faction with which from time to time he
looks out upon the visw tells of content-
ment with both sthoe and circumstaaces.
Yet in his eyes and round the corners of his
mouth & very close observer might deteot
some signs of waning health, and there is
at times a knittting of the brows and a

& of the garden hat which might sug-
. gest occasional twinges of pain passing
across the forehead. Tae clock of the
neighboring church chimes out the half-
hour past five, snd while the sound dies
away on the delicate 2ir he draws from his
fob, by ite broad ribbon and bunch of seals,
a large cld fashioned gold watch to com-
the time. Presently he is deep in his
nfm. again, when footasteps approaching
ong the winding gravel-puth that leads
dowan from the cottage to the summerhouse
divert his attention, and hastily gathering
up some of the scattered pspers he places
them with a certein air of secretiveness
under the bovk he is examining,

*“Yon are home earlier to day, George,”
gays Mr. Matthew Rickmanr, looking up to-
ward the figures of a young men and weman
who bad by this time ceme within speaking
distance,

“A litila, gir, perhaps; we have had rather
a elack day at the bank,” answered the
former, o pleasant, biue-eyed, fair-haired
young fellow, mibeis with o somewluat weak
and changeless expression of faca, His
tall bt and tight«fitsing black frock-coat,
remark, proolaimed him
straiglt from the civy.

“l am not torry either,” he resumed,
strewching himeelf with an air of weariness,

::gd I bave been a little disappointed and

»Ab! how so¥”’

“Why, father,” quickly soswered the
youcg , 88 she d the
house, and plsced her hand gently on the
old man’s shoulder, “don’t you remember I
told you George was hoping to get a step
through Mr. Gore’s retirementi And now
it has been given to Geoge’s junior—and, of
couree, he feels it a8 bard.” 5

“Weil, well, I am sorry for that,” an-
swered Mr. Rickman somewhat vacantly;
+but it will come—it will come. He's better
oft where be is, anyhow, than if he hud
been in a government office.”

“0, I question that, sir,” broke in the
yOunger man.

“Bat I don’t,” waa the rather sharp re-
sponee. “Youn have at lesst the satisfac-
tion of working with a clear copscience;
you are not jdling your time in reading the
newspaper all day, waeting stationery, and
robbing your country, us you would have
been if your father had got you a post un-
der governmen®. You kuow wy opinion of

the way goverument offices are managrd,
and government too, for the matter of that.
I bave mo patience with the waste snd
recklees expenditure that go ob in sll de-
partments, while we hard working folk
have to pay treble the taxes we need.
No, George, I reelly don’t tbink I shculd
ever have consented to vour marrying my
Alice here if you had been a governmeut
clerk.”

“Then, ¢ir, I am very glad things are as
they are,” said Mr. George Woodwyn,
swiling, whose position ia this family group
is thus made evident.

“Here, Lily, come along. here's daddy,”
ha went on, as & sweet little curly-baired
girl of aboat three cama toddling down the
path, and ran 1nto her father's arms. “Shall
we go in now and beve teal and graud-
father will come in at #ix, won't he?”

The father, carrying his child, strolled up
toward the house. His wife lingered to
say an atfectionste word or two, and to
kies tenderly and with solicitude her pa-
rent’s cheek. He patted ber harnd lkindly,
but with eome anxiety evident in bis action
that ske should not catel sight of the con-
tents of his memorandum book.

Alice Woodwyn waa a tail and grsceful
woman of about five and-twenty, baving
her father's e¢yes and mold of features.
Iler profusion of warm brown ring'ets were
restrained in the evident tendency to fly
out wiloly by a cunningly-devised band of
delicate blue ribbon, ending in the neatest
and most coquettish of bows. There wasa
rather sad expression ¢n her gentle, come-
ly face as she joined her husband in the
nittle paelor lovking upon the lawn. And
as ehe busied berselt in making tea wnd
arranging the details of the ample meal
spg;m upon the spowy tablecloth, she
eaid:

“I don’t think father seems quite so well
a8 nsnal, George. I have moticed for the
last two or three days something rather
strange about him. I feel a little anxiouns.”

“I doun’t see it,” anewered her husband
from the w{ chair into which he had
thrown himseif, while dancing the little
girl upon his knee; ‘‘you know be is at times
sowewhat petulant in his manner, especial-
ly when he gets on the eubject of taxes and

the government. It was a great pity he
retired from his business 80 soon: he has
never been quite happy since.”

“Ah, no, indeed; but his unhappiness be-
gan some time before that. It was poor
dear Tom’s rash determination to go to sea
that was his firet great sorrow; I mean his
first great eorrow eince he lost my dear
motber. Silly Iad! only to think of bis tarn-
ing his back upon such good prospects,
such a business as my father’s was for him
to step into, besides causing so much griet
and anxiety!” 5

“Yes, he was a great fool, no donbt,” an-
swered the husband; “but 1t's an old story
now; it's no use talking of that; why, Tom
has been away more than ten years, I sup-

ose."”

“Yes. But father hLas never got over it;
be never seemed to take the same interest
in his business afterward.”

“Still,” eaid George, “'I say it was a great
pity he gave it up; he is always hankering
after it now; can’t cut himeelf adrift; as you
knew, he ie constantly going into the cily
aad pottering about; I wonder what he
finds to do there so often. By the by, that
reminds me. Judkins told me that he met
him in Lombard street nearly every day
during the whole fortnight we were away
last month at Broadstairs; and be had
always got his little blue bag with him. I
wonder what he does there. Judkins asked
if I could guess at all. Everybody wonders
at him.”

“Well, then, it's a pity everybody has
not something better to do,” said Mra.
Woodwyn. *“Isuppose my father cin go
into the city when he likss, without con-
sulting everybody 1"

“Yes, certainly. But now te!l me, Alice,
does it never occur to you as strange ? and
do you never think what it ie that can take
him there so frequently? One would think
your woman's curiogity would atleast be
exocited.”

“Perhaps it would be, George, if I did
not love my father as dearly as I do. He
has always been so good and kind and lov-
ing to me all my lite, that I have striven
never to cause bim even the Jeasy anxiety
if I could belp it, and much more not to do
what I know be dislikes aboveall things;
and you know there is nothing he so much
dislikes as any prying into his doings or his
affairs. Therefore I never appear to take
any heed of his going or coming; I never
even ack him where he has been, much less
what he bas done, b:cause I krow he so
particularly dislikes it.”

“Just like you, my dear loving wife, al-
ways striviog to make people happy. I'ma
stupid, blundering fellow to have asked
you; 1 might have known all you have szid
withont your saying it. Ah, there’s six
o'clock striking; let's have tea. Come,
Lily, you shall sit between daddy and
grandfather; he’ll be here in a minute.”
But severz] minutes passed, and the old
gentleman did not appear. Then eaid the
mother, “Run down, and tell grandpapa
that tea 18 ready, Lily: be will be lata.”
“It will be for the first tima in his lifs,
then,” broke in George. “No, f15 still,
Lily,” s the child was about to move;
“grandfather is balf way here by this time,
I'il be bouxnd; he is not the man to break an
appointment, whether for business or pleas-
ure; if he had not been as punctual as the
day throughout his long life he would never
have turned that liitle hosiery bvsiness in
Chesapside into the fine concern it became;
no, nor have made all the money he did ia
other ways.”

“What other ways do you mean, dear?”
asked his wife; “nas he made mach money
in other waye?”

“Oh, of course. Don’t you know, Alice,
that it was he, and one or two more men of
his stamp, who laid the foundation of much
of our most remunerative intercourae with
the silk trade in China? And though his
name has never been promiunent in the
aftairs, it is said that he bas been their
backbone; if he had lived fifty or sixt,
years earlier he wounld have been just sucl
sort of man as the o!d East Indian direc-
tors were. Lord bless my heart, people in
the city who know more of tnese things
than I do say he must be worth a mint of
money. He is rather late, though,” went
on Woodwyn, after a minute's ?mue; “per-
baps you had better run and fetch grand-
father. Lily; he can’t have heard the clock.”
And the child scampered away through the
low open window.

A le:r:il::lnm's‘mé::hd -l:lo i.bl':‘Mk
again, thlees, h and sobbing.

“What is the matter, my dnlu:gl What
is the mattery” cries the mother, taking her
up in her arms. iy

*Grandpa, gn.ndel," gaeps out the little
one, “grandpa won’t ‘peak; grandpa tum-
bled down on table.” .

In a moment husband and wife are flying
down to the summerhouse. At a glance
they see the child’s words are true; for
there, prone across the table at which he
has oeen writing, nelpless, speechless, un-
conscious, lies the dear, kind old man, his
body partly resting against the chair, the
pen still in the outetretched hand as it lies
across & sheet of paper, slightly smeared
with the last touch of ink. To raise him
and loosen his stift, high, white neckcloth is
the work of an instant cn George's part,
while Alice, bending over the distorted face,
calls loudly for help.

It comes, of course, in time, and Matthew
Rickman is laid vpon his deathbed; for he
never recovers consciousness, acd within
four-and-twenty hours of his apopletio seiz-
.ure his spirit passes peacefully away.

For one moment at the last the glazed
oyes turned with the faintest look of recog-
nition to the face of the loving and heart-

stricken daughter; a slight twitching of the

mouth, as if he have spoken some
words of farewell, a momentary expression
ot anxiety, and all was over.

CHAPTER IL—THE DISAPPOINTMENT.

Beyond and entirely apart from the deep
sorrow into which the little bome at High-
gate was plunged for many months after
the death of its oldest inmate, there was in-
terwoven with the grief a eense ot amaze-
ment at the obsen.ity in which Matthew
Rickman had left bis uffaire; an amazement,
it may be said, not limited to the region of
Higbgate, where so old a resident was, of
course, almost as well known as the church
spice, but extending into wany an iufluen
tial commeroial circle in the city.

As may bave been gathered from the
words of his sou in-law, George Woodwyn,
Mr. Matthew Rickman was supposed—nay,
by thoee who were best informed, was
known—to have amassed considerable
wealth; yet, except in regard to a compar
ative mnall suin, no clue was disgovered to
indicate what heé had done with it or in
what eecurities it haa been invested. 1ls
1e{t no wiil, and never eecmed to have em-
ployed a lawyer, haviog himsell arranged
the disposal of bis business in Cheapeide,
and most other matters. At one time he
had had a contidential clerk, or head wan,
who had been in his employ for along
while snd might have known sometbing
about his masters affairs; but he too was
dead—had died very soon atter the busine:s
passed ioto other hands. Such memoranda
and aceounts as were found with Mr. Mut-
thew Rickman's etfects wers couched in
terms &0 mysdtericus, and et down ia trade
snd private marks so obseurely, that it was
evident they were not intended to be uoder-
stood by any one save their owner—that is,
with cse exceptior, bat this a very notabls
one.

Among the papers picked up in the sum-
mer bouse, afier the confurion ensuing upon
the sad catastrophe which happened there
had passed away, wa3 a certain sheot of
foclacap, whish, trom the purport of what
was written in a trembling baod upon it
aud at the smear of ink across it, appeared
to be that on which the old gentleman had
been in the act of writing when hand aud
brein were so euddenly paralyzed. Whether
he was indueed to write what he did from
not feeling well, or whether he had re-
ccived sowe prevision of what wae goiog 1o
befall him, or whether merely af'ter his own
eccentrio fashion bhe conceived that the
time had oome for bim to make soma ar-
rangements by which those who were to
foliow him could inberit his property, will
never be known; bat it ia certain that he
seemed to have been struck by the difficul-
tiea that would arise through bis dying in-
testate, and that he desired in some sort to
repair his error, for thus ran the dosument
in question:

*HIGHGATE, September, 1849.

Having for many years been of the firm
opinion that tha English le are too
heavily and ucjueuly taxed, through the
reckless maladministration of the fiuunces
ot the country, by a selfish and corrupt
government, and having in my time more
than amply contributed my share toward
swelling the enormoas revenue collected
from universally largs daties and taxes an-
pually levied, I am determined that when
I die no more of my property shall pass to
the credit of the State in the shape of pro-
bate or legacy duties. Therefore I have
ma e no will, but by this, my deed ot gift,
I make over to my voungestand best be-
loved child, Alice Woodwyn, the snm of
£1500, and a like sum to my much mis
guided, but always affectionately remem-
bered son, Thomas Rickman, at present
supposed to be sheep farming in Australia;
and that, forther, when it be poesible to
convey to him the said emm of £1500, I
requeet that he may be told at the samse
time thet, notwithstanding the grief his
wayward conduct cansed me, I, in thege my
last daye, heartily forgave him, and pray
that the Almighty may do the same, aud in
the future gaide his fco'steps back to those
paths of rectitude and obedience whence he
has 8o sadliv strayed. Also, I hereby give
to my little granddaughter, Lilian Wood-
wyn, the sum of £1000, to be held by her

parents in trust fcr her until she be of age,
or until she shall marry with their tall con-
sent and approval. 71hese three sums in
gcld will be found, each tied up in a sep-
arate bag and labeled with the pames of
those for whom they are intended, in the
emall iron eafe at my bed-head; they key of
the safe, also labeled, is attached to the
bunch I always carry in my pocket. That
my children ouly may vnderstand how the
main bu—"

Here the writing coased. The incomplete
word ended with an irregalar upward
stroke of the pen, which was partly emeared,

robably by the coat-caff as the helpless
gond slid suddecly across the paper.

Toat Mathew Rickmsn ehould have died
worth no more than £1000, everybody said,
was_fimply absurd; nay, these written di-
rections, this deed of gift—call the paper
what you please—ciearly indicated that the
writer was going on to say scmething about
“the main bulk” of his property. All who
saw the unfinished writing were unanimous
in interpretiog “but—" as the beginning of
the word “bulk,” and this, from the con-
text, it was quite natural to conclude
would have been followed by, “of my prop
erty.” But at the critical moment the
summons had come. As the mumsntous
sentence hung upoen the pen’s point, the
fingers guiding it bad relaxed, and the dic-
tating, busy, plotting mind becams as
meaningless a blank as the remainder of
toe unwritten page.

Despite the most minute search and in-
quiry, extending over two or three years, a8
to what the old gentleman had dome with
tho presumed mass of his wealth, nothicg
came of it; not a sign, not a hint could be
obtained. It was brought to light that sev-
erel large sums at different poriods had been
secretly presented by him to various char-
itiee; indications that he had constantly
been doing good by stexlth in many direc-
tions eropped up, all going to contirm the
wide-spread opinion that be had largs re-
sourcés to draw npon, but not in the l2ast
ieading to an idea of where those resources
were deposited.

The £4000 divided, as the paper de-
soribed, into three portions, wera in the iron
eafe sure enough. When the canvas bags
were emptied, 4000 bright new golden sov-
ereigns, in three glittering heeps, lay upon
the table—an amszing, dazzling sight this,
truly, to unaccustomed eyes, but to those
of the experienced bank olerk, George
Woodwyn, suggesting nothiog for the first
moment so much 88 checking by a careful
counting the correctness of the emounts:
and, of course, they were correct to the last
sovereign.

No contemptible sum either for “humble
livers” in content, euch as Georgs and his
wife were; and it was with a grateful heart
that he prepared to place his wife’s and his
child's portion ip, as Le thought, some more
profitable place of security than an iron
safe. Still, without any mean repining or
covetons feelicg with regard to what they
had patarally supposed t.hei would come
into, it was impossible for them to banish
all sense of disappointment. The ever re-
curring question as to what the old man

oould have done with his money would in
itself have t this sense alive.
The ne'er-do-weel renegade son, Tom

Rickman, who with all his faults was not a
bad fellow at heart, and very fond of his
sister, had never entirelv broken off com-
munication with home. His father, in his
anger, had forbidden the mention of the
lad’s name from the time he quitted Eng-
land to go a8 a common seaman before the
mast. But to his sister Alice he had fromn
time to time written; and when, by his last
letter, he showed that he had, after a
fashion, managed to make a start in sheep-
farming in Australia, with a prospect of
doing well, she had ventured to put the
letter into her father’s hande. Ie read it,
but he gave it back without any remark.

Nevertheless, it seemed ha had mnot for-
gotten it. Thus means were open for send-
ing the £1500 to Tom withont much diffi-
culty, and the loving sister in doing so, we
may be sure, poured out in the fallnees of
her heart many entreaties that her brother
would profit by his father’s forgiveness and
generoeity, and many an earnest hope that
ne might be epared to return to his native
land.

Within twelve months of old Matthew's
death the Woodwyns know that Tom had
reorived the money eafely. IHe wrote:

“It has come in the very mick of time,
and by its means yon will see I shall coin a
tortune that shall ba large enough before I
Lave done to compensate us all for the la-
mentable logs we sustain through the eccen-
tric and mysterious crotchets entertained
by my father in all money matters, though
1'don’t despair of your coming upon 8018
trace yet of the ‘bulk’ of his property.

W hat I have got, however, 1 shall invest in
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this farming bueivees, in which I am a part-
ner with & man whow I picked up out here,
sud who, like myeelf, had nothing to begin
with; but we ehall both be rich men in
time, and then, but not till then, my dear
and loving Alice, you will see me in Eng:
land again.”

“8o be it! I hope Tom will not be disap-
pointed; it is time his luck began to turn.
If & little of it ~ame this way I should not
be sorry,” was George Woodwyn's remark
when he had regd the letter.

+Whbat do you mean,” inquired ATice.

“Why, I mean,” anawered her husband,
“that mine eeems to be deserting me. I did
not intend to tell you about it, bat you eee
it's of Do use my attempting to keep any-
thing from you; the fact is, I have had an-
other disappointment in the bank this very
day There have been meoere promotions,
owing to the epening of the new brauch,
but I am again paesed over. Isuppose 1
shail be left out in the cold now onul I am
en old man. I'm sure it's very fortunate
wo have no house rent (o pay, for I shall
zet no 1ise in salary for years, I can see.”

“Now, dear, dou't bezin to worry your-
seif please, about money; we shall do very
well, even if you don't get an increase,
tbeugh iv is hard for yon; but we shali al-
ways have thie roof to cover ne, thanks to
my dear mother’s foresight in making her
tather leave this littis froehold to me at her
dea'hi. Avany rate we can never be tursed
out of house and home; besides, tuere will
he dividends comirg in ecou from wine and
Lily's portion of dear father's money."”

“Yen, yes; I know 2ll aboat that; not but
what 1 sea the shares in the *Weeal Grydd
Copper Mining Company’ bave gradually
been going down, und they are now at five
or six lower than when we bought in,
nos quite a year ago. I dare eay I am fool
ish; bat thers sefws to be a runof bad luck
with ue just now—that’s all I meunt to say;
think no more abont it.”

Dut & loviog wits sharpeved pereep-
tioue, and wiil easils the state of ber
husbana's mind, s'rive he ever so earnest
ly to bide 1t; and thevgh Alice Wondwya
gava little heed to the tonein which Grorge
hed relerred to tho matter of luek on tlus
oreasion, the Lirat sion that he had
some auxiety whbich hs was keeping from
her was raised by it. This suspicion in-
creased niter soms wonths, when she ob-
served not only that was 8 saddened
look ereeping over isband's kindly
face, but a cousten® i on hia psrt
to refer to the ill icck which he counceived
was besetting them.

Ia the eourse, however, of littlo more
than three years atter they were left zlone
in their home, a 10al aaxiety arose, which
toached both busband znd wife more nearly
perhaps thsp any they bad ever feit. The
little girl Litian Yecams dangerouely ill,
and atrer the fever which struek her down
had passed «he remained in sadly delicate
health for mauy montha, She had to be ta-
ken to the sea tor changs of air; and what
with this and the heavy expenses for medi-
cal attendance (for the first doctors in Lou-
don were consulted), it was indeed found
that their income was barely suflicient to
meet the atrain upon iz. For it mast never
be forgotten that though the mother and
daoghter’s portion, amounting to £2500 of
old Mathew’s money, had yielded by its iv-
vestment in the **Whea! Geydd Company”
fair dividends up to this time, they were
not equivalent to the share the old grand-
father had contribnted to the expenses of
the howe, and which. of eourse, had en-
tirely ceased throngh the nohappy mystery
in which he had chosen to envelop his af-
faire. 2

By way of adding to the Woodwyns'
anxietiee, nawa had come that Tom Rick-
man’s venturs with the sheep-farming was

0ing wrong. A murrain bad broken out,
yy which he had lost large eums, while,
to put the finishing stroke ro their misfor-
tuues, the dividends frcm the “Wheal
Grydd Company” suddeniy oceased, thers
being a check in the wining operations.

By the time, therefore, that the fifih
Christmas atter Mr. Rickman's death was
coming round, we iind the Woodwyns
really in somewhat siraitened cirenm-
stances. Snlil sickly, Lilian has this au-
tumn failed to g«t ner vsaal breath of sea
air; it conld nor be efforded, and this
deprivation left itz mark oan the pallid
checks of bo'h moiher and danghter. As
it, toe, to bear out the adage tha® misfor-
tunes never ceme slone, one gloomy No-
vember atternoon, George, returning from
the city more depressed than ever, has to
make a clegn bresst of his troubles, nnable
any longer to evade the tender questionings
and appealicg 1co%a of Lis wife.

“I don't know what weshall do, darling,”
he ezid; **but thar abominable mininz com-
pany. after gradually sbowing signs of de-
ereasing prospericy, the ehares going stead-
ily down month by moath, eo that I ehounld
have lost hundreds of yours and dear Lil,'s
mozey il I had sold—though I ought to
have had the pluck to realize my loss long
ago—has finally tome to such a paes that
everyone in the city says there must be a
call on the shares scon. I have foreseen
this for months, I may say for vears, and
yet I have been euch an idiot I could not
make vp my mind to sell.”

“I am grieved for you, my poor George,”
said Alice, “more than. I can say; but we
must not let trouble take away all our hope
and strength; we need both. And we should
not forgei the dear, bright days that we
bave known, now that we have to face nn-
flinchingly many a dark and dreary one; for
1, too, have only sad news to tell. By the
mid-day post came a letter from poor Tom;
he has lost all—every farthing of the £1500,
His partner has absconded with everything
he could lay hia hands on; and we may ex-
pect Tom here, berefi of means, and having
worked his way home (aa in his happier and
younger days he worked his way out), trust-
ing and assured that with us he will find
comfort and a hearty welcome. God help
him and u:! The hearty welcome he shall
have, George, from both of us, ehall he no!?
But another mouth to feed—wi!l be—a bur-
den—znd my heart is heavy!”

Hore o few quiet tears stole softly down
Alien’s cheeks, and for a moment cheked
her utterance.

“Tom eoming home!” saidl George, “and
penniless!”

“Yes,” apawered the wife, “and he will
be here a day or two before Christmas Day
if the ship mnakes as good aran as be ex-
pects. This letter was sent by the mail
which started a week before hia was to sail.”

“Well, well, well, dear wife,” said poor
George, “*he is your brother, has your dear
eyes and kind heart, we know. Such as we
have ha shall share; and, thank God, no
man can reb ua of the love that has bal-
lowed these walls to us for many a yzar
pasc. Let us thank Him that we stand here
together with one heart ond one hope, and
not a thought unshared by the other.”

Somehow, notwithstanding their gloomy
prospects, this opening of beart to heart
gave to each a fortitude which sent them
to sleep that night more peacefolly, per-
haps, than had been the case for a long
while past.

CHAPTER II1.—THE LUCK.

Christmas Eve, in this the most memora-
bl ot all years for the Woodwyn house-
hold, fell upon a Sunday. The long antici-
pated fatal oall on the shares had come
about a fortnight previously, and the poor
drudging bank olerk, n:gromntnd yet save
by a very !h}hl step, bad met it with great
difficulty and many sacrifices; but he re-
tarned to his little bome at Highgate on
the Saturday night, determin that at
least for the next two days care should be
driven from it doors, and that nothing but
gratitude to the Giver of all good for what
waa still laft to him shounld fill his heart.

So the best fare befitting the season that
circumstasces would sllow, though falling
tar short, maybe, of the profusion of some
former Christmas times, had been prepared
by the careful housewife. The minor por-
tion of it—for the great feast was, of course,
not to be dreamed of till the morrow—was
being set forth by degrees that Sunday
afternoon upon the table in the little parlor
looking out upon the lawn and garden, all
now orisp and brilliant under a fresh-fallan
canopy of snow. As far as the immediate

t was ned, ons thing alone
slightly clouded the hu‘rpineas that, not-
withstanding their troubles, beamed in the
faces of our two friends and their little
girl, No further news had been heard of
that other luckiess and long abeent member
of the family.

“I could have wished,” said Gaorge, “that
poor Tom could have arrived in time to eat
his Christmas beef with us. There would
bé enough for him; and I had heartily
Loped that he might have ‘come to hand,’
48 we gay in the city, in time.” X

The words had scarcely passed his lips
when, after that fashion of *‘coincidence"”
80 mecessary for stories and plays, snd
which by critical readers and audiences is

often held to be artificial in_fiction, but
which, when occurring in real life, is con-
sidered only “very fortunite,” the bell at
the onter gate bemeath the ivied arch
olanged with @ boisterous peal, and two
minutes later the little -l;tintghroom ::r.
dwaifed in ite proportions by the appear-
snce within itl: walls of & huge, groad
chested, large-limbed, weather-beaten man,
sadly travel stained and battered as to his
exterior, but with a pair of bright pure
eves, 8o full of hope and cheerinees that
they made your heart bound at once with
trust and joy; aud they made not only the
heart, but the whoie person of Alice Wood-
wyn bound; for, with the rapidity of light-
ning, she sprang toward him, en1 before a
word could bw uttered had fluog her arms
around his neck, and almost hidden his
beardsd, bonest face by the deluge of kissce
she poured upon it.

What & tslking and hand-shaking and
kissng, again and again, began after that!
What s succession of isocherent question-
ings and impossibly consiructed unswers!
What uvgrammatical. volubls sentences
were reattered abou:! How there never
seemed to be ¢uy likelinood of the per-
formance eoming to an end and matters set-
tling down again! First—if there ever conld
be a firet in such a complication of sayiogs
and doings—Tom would take up bis little
niece with g0 much strepgth of arm and
haod that the ¢lnl1’s bead appeared imper-
iled by the low ceiling; then he seemed 1n-
elined to ireat his own sister in the sams
way, and was not quite eure but what Le
would give Goorge a hoist up in his arms,
30 entirely overcome was he by he boister-
ouaness and strength of his jyy. Nor
waa chat of the other three in theic degree
less demonstrative, They had thoroughly
caught the iafeetion, nnd all the time their
eyes wera as fall of tears as they could
boud, ard Mrs. Woedwyn's didu't bold
them, for they kept rupning over and
etreaming down her tace, 8o that you would
have thought a privats cataract was gome-
where at work, and was only hidden feom
view Ly the profusion of her brown curls,
which now, fzirly escaping from tba bond-
uga ot ali plaue and bavds, were flowing
apout in all directione, and getting somixed
up acd cntapgled wich her brother's locks,
which were exaotly the same color, and
only, as it seersed, a litilo less long—when
bis head ghook with laughter, that tha con-
fusion of sppearanca was qaite a8 great as
the confusion of tengnes.

By degrees, however, a lit'le tranquillity
set 1n, and, when every due arrangement
Lad been madae for everbady’s comfort, the
whole party fell to at the repast. After a
while it was but nataral that a osrtsia
amount of regerion ehouid follow, as we
know thers were many circumstances con-
nected with the little group likely to have
a depressing influence. The evening, too,
bagan to close in, and for the ficst haif hour
after the chairs were pulled around the
tire and before caudies were brought the
conversation took rather a gloomy tarn.
Bat presently Tom, briuvging his big hand
down on to his knees with u heavy spauk,
said, while the ruddy glow of the fire which
be had jost stirred showed hia face beaming
again with emiles:

“Well, it's no use repining; we must try
and make the best of matters. It is true, I
haven't got a penny in the world—not a
stiver; but I am fall of hope and good
health, thank God, end between ns we wi'l
retrieve our fortunes somehow. At present
I «m too glad to be in the dear old home
once again for znything to depress me
much. Dear heart! only to think! sixteen
yours since I was in this room—and then I
was but sixteen years old! How small the
place looks! And this lttle puss—she
seems very pile and peaky, poor ohild—
wasu't born or tavoght of; and I had only
geen you once in nuy life, Mr. George, and a
naonghty, stuck up young sprig I thought
vou—casting sheep’s eyes even then at
Alice; not but what she was nearly as tall
st fourteen a3 the i3 now—yes!” looking
arraight at hia sister und patting her cheek;
“bat you don'¢ look quite eo plump and
rogy in the face as you did tuen, you poor
darling! DBat we'll bring the roses back,
somehow yet!”

*1 don’t know how you are going to do
it, Tow,” she answered sadly. “When I
think of how aifaiss stand with us all, there
comes a great kocek at my heart in the
midat of my gladuess at having you back
again, What a great big fellow you have
grown—I cau't help looking at you. I
should never have knowun you but tor your
eyes; and they are, as always, exactly like
dear father’s. Yon will ba the image of
him when you ate as old.”

“Ab, in Jooks perbaps; but I sm afraid
that’s all I follow hiw ip,” answered the
brother. *I feel like a horrid brute s I sit
here, acd remeinber the misery I cansed the
dear old chan. [ can see him sitting over
there where GGeorze is a3 plainly—ah, well!
it's of no uee talking about it; but I sup-
pose if it hadn’t been for me he would have
mansged difterently about his money.
Yes, I am the czuse of the troubls all
round. You would, no doabt, have been
well off but for me.”

“Don’t say 8o, Tom,"” chimed in George;
“it's bad luck, hut we can’t tell; you must
not acouse yourself of too mush. You and
I muost go on working hard, that's all it
comes to."”

“Yes,” slowly anawered the burly sailor,
after a pause; “bat it's very strarge to
tbink that nobody has any idea ot what be
did with all his savings. Dear heart! it's
ve';‘y curious.”

hen there wes silenee for & long while.
Bat when the candles came the talk went
on again, rising at times ioto merriment,
and again lapsing to the sadder key, but
ever hingiog, ef course, upon the return
home, the adventures abroad, and all that
had hapgened during these long years.

The Christmas eve waned; ﬂttle Lily
went to bed: and, finally, bed time cams
for all. Alice and George both saw their
brother up to the little room, which, for
many days past, bad been ready for him,
He never seemed weary of gazing about
him at the old familiar domestic objscte—
the passages, the stairs, the rooms. Just as
they were bidding “Gwd mgbt,” Tom
tarned to his sister and sald:

*“‘And the garden, Alice—is that much the
same! All the queer gnarled apples trees,
just a8 they were!”

“Yes,” the answered; “but I don’t often
go down there now; it has been sadly ne-
gleoted of late years.”

“And the doll's nest!” went on the
brother; ‘‘is that still in existencol”

“The what1” iuquired Gsorge from the.
threshold of the ruvom where he was stand
ing.

“The doll's nest,” replied Tom. *“Do you
mean to say that Alice never toid you any-
thing about the doll’s nest?! Why, we used
to haverare fun jthere! We used to sit in
the doll’s nest for hours together when she
and I were children—didn’c we, Alicel”

*Never heard of it,” said George.

“Oh, it was only a queer old hole in the
largest apple tree,” broke in Alice. “It
made a rough sort of eeat, and Tom used to
litt we up into it and put his arm round my
waist, and hold me in alongside him,and
we used to ocall it the °doll’s nest,’ that's
all. I bave not given it a thought for
years; but it is otill there, I have no
doubt.”

“Well, I have often thought of it,” said
Tom: ‘“‘thought of it when 1've been thou-
sands of miles away the other side of the
globe—thought of it and dreamed of it
frequ:ntly, and you and I sitting in it,

“Well, I have never heard of it,” repeated
George; “‘but good-night now, old boy. I'm
very glad you are back again, safe and
sound, once more.”

Aund not long after, everybody was fast

1 and etili reigned throughout the

house.

With Cbristmas morning the conversa-
tion seemed inclined to rise to the happy
key. Everything favored a joyous tone of
talk; the sun shone bright and clear, and
86t t?e snow and the icicles sparkling like
jewels.

Little Lilian looked fresher and better,
her mother said, than she had done for
weeks, She thought her uncle’s return had
begun to act like a tonmio on the child.
Alice herselt likewise seemed to have taken
a dose of it, for there was a genuine happi-
neas in her face to which it had long been a
strangsr. As to the sailor, he had so
brushed himeelf up, and polished his brown
cheeks with soap and water, that he was
hardly recognizable for the sravel-stained
wanderer of ¢he evening before.

George Woodwyn alone had failed to
catch thia infection of beaming looks. He
had a meditative, absent air abont him,
quite usual, and ate his breakfast withount
seeming to know what he was doing. To
all inquiries as to what was the matter he
angwered, “Nothing;"” there was nothing

matter with him, not a bit of it; bat it
:::k bim some time even to reply thus
muoch; and the strangeness of his manner
continued long after breakfast was finished,
and all the way to church, and was quite
observable even in church; and Alioe went
so far as to nudge her brother several t:Enu
during the service, as much as to say, Do
you see how strange he ie still?” And Tom
would respond by raising his eye browe; and
the child was canght by them both watoh-
ing her father, and wondering what it counld
all mean. For let it be cleulLy un‘dmtood
there was no expression of unhapp on
his face; on the contrary, there was almost
a smile playing over it at times, as though
he were th{nking about ecmathing mot al-
together unpleasent that he could not for-

get

When churoh was over, and the party
were returping through the crisp clear air
everybody now a little silent under the ia-
fluence of Gaorge’s strango manner, be him-
se!f euddenly stopped in the middle of the
quiet lane which was the short out home.
Ha planted his nmbrella tirmly down in
front of him, as if to gave additional force
to something he was evidently aboutto esy,
and thep, looking with the most serio-0omio
expression possible, first at his wife on the
left, and then at her brother, who was on
the right, began:

1 :‘nn;e tgell you—I can’t keep it any
lopger. You wiil both laugh at me, per-
haps, and I feel inclined to laugh at 1t my-
self, and yet it is no langhing matter. At
tirat 1 thought 1 wonld not tell you; but 1
oan not shske it off, and so I must out with
it. The fact is, L saw grandfather last
night!” ;

“Saw grandfatber! What do you mean?”
from both sides.

“What I say. Isaw grandfather, old Mr.
Matthew Rickinan, as plainly as I ever saw
Lim in my life.” . i

“Why, yoa are dreaming, George, said
his wife. W

“No, you were dreaming,"” oried Tom.

“Well, you may chooee to say Ee, and to
thivk 8o,” went oa the speaker, *but there
he was, stauding at the foot of our bed;
aud if 1 was dreamiog—why, then all life'se
a dream, for I never saw anything more
real since I was born.” 3 ¢ .

Georgs was 80 earnest in his assertion
that the listeners were distinctly impressed.
At least 'Tom wae, for his siste: soon began
to laugb; but the brother, on the contrary,
grew graver and graver, and after fixing
bis eyes on the ground for a minute looked
up inquiringly, suying:

“Did he speaki” "

“Yes,” answered George, seriously, “‘and
that's what ecems fo convincing. If I had
only seen bim I might have thoughtita
dream; but I heard him a8 plainly as I saw

i M

im

“+What did he say?"” asked the sailor, sol-
emnly.

“Why,” went on George Woodwyn, “he
eaid *these words, though what on earth
they meant I can’c tell, but he said distinot-
ly. *Shoot an arrow from the doll’s nest.””

Tom, giving a perceptible start, looked at
his sister; ehe was grave now, and returned
his lock. Then for a minute they both
seemed to be on the same track of thought,
and the family likeness, always strong be-
tween them, appeared etronger than ever,
while the expression in eaca of their faces
was identical.

“How odd1” at length they bo'h ex-
claimed in a breath. Alice continued:

“Don't you remember, Tom, we used to
shoot with our bows and arrows down
among the old apple and pear treesi”

“Of course I do,” was the answer; ‘‘have
I ever forgotten those days? And what's
wmore, don’t you remember why we once
shot an arrow from ‘the doll’s nest’ itselfl”

Alice dropped her eycs in thought for a
second; then said, “To be sure; when we
hid our money box.”

Her brother nodded. “Yes, and father
saw us and langhed at our queer pranks.”

Tnen there was another pause¢, when
Gaoorge, moving down the lane, said, “Well,
what has all this got 10 do with my dresm,
it vou choose to call it a dream?”

Bat ke received no anewer for several
moments, during which Tom was murmar-
ing to himself again and again, as if in deep
cogitation, “Can it be poseible! can 1t be
possiblel”

“Can what be poseible!” he was asked.

“Jast this,” he said; “we had a comwon
money-box, Alice and I, and we used to
hide it down at the bottom of the orchard,
in the thickeat corner of the underwood—
buried itin fact; and we decided on the
place we would hide it in first of all by
shooting an arrow as we sat one day in ‘the
doli’s nest,’ and the spot where the arrow
fell was to be the spot where we were to
bary our box. Then, in order to find it
again (because we mever disturbed it till
we had something to put into it, and so it
was sometimes left for a week or two to-
gethler), I, with my sailor-like turn of mind,
took the bearinge; that ia, we were to get
the old stack of twisted chimneys on the
cottage exectly on a line with ‘the doll’a
nest,” and then twenty yards straight awa;
on that line, down toward the orchard wall,
was the exaot spot where we should find
the box. Why, Alice, you must remember
all this, surely,” urged the speaker warmly.

“Certainly,” she answered; “it all comes
back to me, now you speak of it, vividly
enough; still, I don’t quite see what it has
to do with George’s dream ”

“No, nor 1,” echoed the husband.

*‘Be patient, and I'll tell yoa,” went on
Tom, *“what I think it has got to do with
it. Life at sea may make people supersti-
tious. They say that sailors are so; perhaps
I am. I have dreamed and seen many queer
things in my time not always quite easy to
make out; but lat that pass; what ocours to
me now iaeimply this: As I said, father
koew of and eaw our dodge about the
money box, and it may be just possible that
in his latter day?, when he got a little queer
and cranky, as we know he did, and with
his views about property and probate
duties, and 8o on, that he may have remem-
bered what we used to do, atd have done
somethiog himself of the same kind. It was
this he was going to rafer to, perbeps, when
he bagan to write the words, ‘That my
children only may understand how the
main bu—' Isay, it is just poesible—odd
men do odd thinge; who would ever have
thought of his having £1000 ot gold stowed
away just under his ved head?”

Tom’s reasoning se excited him that he
stopved suddesly, looking straight into
space, saying, “‘I suppose it has never en-
tered your heads to have a look round
about the garden to see if there were any
signs of a hiding place?”

Of course it never had entered either of
their heads, and they said so.

“Then it bas mine,” said Tom; “and
what's more, I'll have a look before I am
an hour older. Dear heart! if I shounld be
right after all! Come along.”

They had reached by this time the end
of the lane where it passed round the
lower part of the old moss-grown wall sur-
rounding the cottage and grounds. At one
of the angles there was a heavy nailed door.
. “Can’t we get in here?” said Tom, giving
it & poke impatiently with his stick. O,
dear, no; it hadn’t been opened for years;
the path on the other side had been long
diensed and overgrown with bushes.

“So much the better,” continued the
sailor; “the less chance of the place having
been disturbed.”

Then the three, with Lilian following, all
now quite excited by Tom’s idea, soon found
their way to the inner side of the garden
wall through the ivied arch at the tront en-
trance.

The seaman, with his experienced eye,
first of all took a general survey. -Thgn,
gn.hmg his way throngh the tangled

ushes, scattering the snow, new softened
by the warm sun, in showers right and left,
halted beneath a wide-spreading gnarled
apple tres. “There’s ‘the doll’s neat,’ ” he
exclaimed, pointing up to a great bulging
bole or knot where two large branches
forked; “I feel inclined to swing myself up
into 1t as I used, onl‘i I'm afraid it wouldn’t
bear me now. Yes, there it is, and now I've
got it in a line with the chimneys, just as in
the old days! Then twent; ong strides
will bring me down close under the wall—
ah! But this broshwood is thicker than it
used to be,” he continned, as he tramped
heavily through the neglected undergrowth,
his companions watching him from the up-
per elope by the strip of kitchen garden.
Ile has reached to within a yard of the
wall, and he stands peering for a whila in
among tha densest part of the tangle,

Lifting a branch there with his stick, and
putting two or three aside here with his
hands, he another atep forward, peers
down onos or twice again, throws up his
arm as if in signal to those behind, and
then with a shout plunges, as it seems,
headlong into the bushes and all but disap-
pears. George gets down to him in & min-

te 77 ﬁoﬁ-odﬁu hes man-
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and the effaos of wes and thorns apos them,
to come up with the Mlﬁ.l‘oe.
them engaged in olearing sside with feet
and bands & mass of acoumulated rabbish,
fallen leaves, earth snd underwood. The
snow has been v light u:t‘l' lhu not pen-
“r‘.A”od :.d.e?:l::s!«tlf,o”‘p rtmt E‘tn, ‘or &
sort!”
pl?&.ﬁh:l:: to the tool house,” cried her

father. .
.And the cbild, who is only half way down
the slops, mn; bs;:.’ and soon reappears,
1 with s spade.
“Tl{cgew’rlievu the little hands of thsir un-
wieldy burden, and takes it down to Tom,
sending the child back to the house for fear

| of her taking cold.

Five mioutes pass, and the sailor, by
hackiog at the bushes and delving into the
earth, has lusid bare thetop of & queer look-
ing, half bricked, half tiled sors of struc-
tare. Ho lifts awsy some of the tiles with
which a poriion of it is covered, and dis-
closes the upper end of a large lesthern
sack, all mouldy and begrimeus, having a
kind of braes binding and hasp fastened by
arusty padlock.

With low mattered exclamations from
Tom, and much gieping and putfing from
George, by degrves a regular clearance is
made, and there lies exposed to view the
whole of an enormous sack, nearly five feet
long and thres feet wide!

A clasp-knife flies out from the sailor’s
pocket, the leather is ripped open. ard the
sack is discovered to be crammed witha
suecsseion of canvaes bags. With some
diffienlry, for it is very heavy, Tom, baving
handed the spade to George, is the first to
lifs one of these out. It is firmly tied at the
mouth with a strong string and sealed. and
has a parchment label, with the sum £1000
fn figures marked upon it. Again the koife
is used with more impatience than ever,
and Tom, dipping his hand in, produces a
doz»n or more hiizht kovereigoe! -

“Hurrab, hurrat! Here it 18, then,” cries
Tom—*‘the main bulk of my properiy—
hidden, buried, after ihe fashion of our old
money box. And here it has lain certainly
for five, and who can say for how many
more years?"

Bag by baz is remeved from the leathern
sack; the sample which has been opened
explains wha: they each are filled with.
There they are—forty of them, all alike,
tied and labeled alike; each weighing about
eeventeen pounde, & 8olid mass of some six
hundred weight of gold!

“Total,” says George, with a facstious as
sumption of the banker's air, when, with
much labor and hurrying to and fro, every-
thing hss been conveyed very quietly snd
seoretly into the house, #£40,000 in gold!”

The surprise, the excitemant, and the
geueral commotion which went on while
these facts were being arrived at, no words
can descrive. However, there was Matthew
Rickman's accumulated wealth at last,
standing in forty bags upon the table and
floor in the little parior. But bow his heirs
and execators behaved, and what they said,
maust, in detail, be left to the imagination.
They walked around it, and felt it, moved
first one bag and then another, to tz if
they were sli the sama weight. Then Y

ted a few soverei from the bag that
had been opened, and then put them in
again; and the whole time they were talk-
ing, every one of them, all at once, and not
a soul listering. They exclaimed, they
wondered, they laughed, and, of course,
Alice cried, and Lilian followed snit. And
it is qyite impoesible to say how long this
thing went on, for everything they did they
did fifty timnes, and everything they said
they said at least a hundred tim=s over and
over sagain, and the performance might
heve lasted till “‘crack of doom,” bus for
the olosing in of the short Christmas day.
This s2¢emed to suggest a practical remark
to George, and to which at length the rest
seemed 1nclined to listen.

“Itis all very well,” he eried; ‘“out we
can’t dine off gold—at least not at present—
and I'm getting hungry.”

Then it suddenly ocourred to them all
that they were hungry; and then the good

old fachioned general servant, who had -

b2en looking in from time to time at the
parlor door, and who had po% yet quite
mastered what had happened, was told to
bring dinner. So, finally, the treasure was
stowed away in & corner, just, Tom said, as
if it bad been so many bags ot sawdust,
such as he used to have in his toy miller's
ozrt, and which he always stabled in the
self same corner.

While the cloth was being laid the whole
party looked out of the window, apparently
entirely absorbed by their own thoughts.
After a long silence, Tom said, as he gazed
absently in the direction of the little sum-
merhouse.

“That's where he got them.”

“Got what?" inquired George.

‘“I'he materials to make his strong-room
with. As I looked through the bushes just
now I perceived some remnants of old
tiles, and I saw at a glance they were the
same sort as those in that patch in the
roof of the summwer-honse. They would
not have suggeated anything in themselves;
bat seeing them where I did, with what I
had in my mind, they confirmed my sus-
picion, and the first kick or two I gave to
the earth settled the question.”

“Why, of course, exclaimed George;”
“the old gentleman had the roof mended
while we were away that year, not a month
before he died, and no doubt he secreted
eome of the workmen’s materials for this
purpose.”

“Only {ancy!” oried Alice; “and the
sick—where did he get the sack, do you
thinokf"

“Oh, simply had it made years ago, no
doubt, when this idea first po{seuod ';n,"
war Tom’s rejoinder.

“Well, God bless him,” said Alice; ““he
never weant that we should have so much
troubla about it all, poor dear father! God
bless him, I say again.”

And they ell answered, “Amen.”

Presently after this the Christmas feast
was served, and we may be pretty sure
t!mt. there was not a merrier or happier
Christmas dianer party throughout the
length and breadth of the land to be found
thac dsy. There was no welancholy tone
in the talk now; it was all in the bright,
hizh, happy key.

“And why not?” asks George. “If grand-
father had not buried the money in the or-
chard, why, I might have buried it ia the
copper mine—who knowe! No, it is all for
the best, depend upon it; and I eall it a
wonderful story of Christmas luck. Tom
will have half, and Alice will have half—
£20,000 apiece—and we will invest the
whole in the three per cents. That will be
enough for us, won't it? Yes, wonderful
lack,” he continued; “‘only I can’t make out
about my dream, for it must have been a
dream, after all; it could not have been any-
thinghelso."

“'Ah, 80 we may,” broke in Tom solemnly,
‘‘and so most people would say; am y
would tell you that it was my h{khgd.g:{
‘the doll’s nest’ just before we went to bed
that started the dream in your head,
George; but I'm not for having everything
out and dried and explained in this matter-
of-fact sort of fashion. I say I have seen
enough fo know that it can’t be done;
things happen in this world that baffle the
wisest—that is, if those can be counted the
wisest who are not inclined sometimes to
accept mysterious dispensations as the rul-
lng- oztf. h:gher power than man’s.”

ust for two or three minutes everybody
looked grave; but after that they lro’on 1e-
covered, and the merry maki
sumed without one jot of alloy—resamed
and kept up until & quite absurdly late
:::.f:r the ‘ﬂhﬁpl?nh of the little quiet
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% Silk Caltare.
ree million dollars worth of silk
eggs are in transit by rail across the'::::-
try. The silk manufacture of the United
States has already grown to proportions
surprising to those who had mot investi-
gated the subject until they saw the superb
exhibic of our home manufacturers at the
Centennial Exhibition. This surprise was
;‘\umd in an important degree by the
rench mlk. weavers, who oame over with
their exhibits hardly willing to admit that
they bad any competition in this country.
They have one home and reportad that
there is nothing that the Yankees can not
do when they give their minds to it. Silk
will always be a luxury. Itocan never be
made cheap in comparison with other dress
goods. But it can be made cheaper than it
now is, and this country can avoid the ne-
cessity of paying $10,000,000 to $15,000,000 a
year to the eilk weavers of Lyons and Mar-
seilies.—Cleveland Leader.
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