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“Pance with e, Leity Green.™ svid
(;I'U."- Povntor, to a ol |
blue eves and hair that = vl
nord.

Her ampls ha!) dress was of the e
white mus-ling, fastened at the shevesand

row¢d tiee waist with biue riboon
than her eves

“Yeu,” answered Letty, 1 want t
dance vith yvou.” )

The danee «t an end. Letty tried to
smooth hier golden eurls into ondor wi
her hands, and then, o

—ublici

little
pretty blue eves to their fall, sool:

"(i--u:.;_:u "l)_’.ll[l'l. 1 should hke same
oran:."

“Yes, Letty,” said the young gentle-
man addressed; “and there's lomonade
and necus gnd suely a spong

*1 like dancing with y tier than
any onec, | 9 y Csaid Leorge. to lus protes
partuer.

“Do vou? Why?" p plicd Tetty, he
voice ruthier obsiratted by the sponge
cake,

“1 think it is because I like vou—vou
are so pretiv,” replied the yvounes rallant.

“You musn't say that, or penma will
scold you, Georgy.  She scolds every
one who tells weYam prety.” sand  the
youn:z lady.

But the words had been snoken, and
from that nicht uniil the cad of the
Christraas holidays, Georze and Letty
said they were sweethearts.

Ii.

Some four or five yvears had passed and
Letty Green and her manuna wen
sitting tozcthor under the veranda of
their pretty cottaze, workines, avd talk-
ing of a pleasant dav they had spent at
Mr. Poynter’s, when Master George came,
he said, to bid them good-by, as he was
retmrning to school on the following
IOFRINL.

“And I want to ask youn a favor, Mrs.
Green, and Letiy a favor,” said George,
coleriny slizhily.

s. Green wonld gront it of course,
and so would Letty, il she could,

“I want Letty to ride Rufus, my pony,
whilst I am at school.  Papa has no use
for it, and it carries a lady beautitully.”

“But toaccept this proposal would give
s0 much trouble.”

“Not in the least, Tom—that's our
grosm—says it won't, and papa says it

won't, and I say the same: so please sav
Siraps, the harness |

you'll use the pony.
7, will lend a side saddle,”

Green accepted George's offer, as |
ony |

Letty was rather fragile, and
riding had been declared to be good for
her: but Mrs. Green's income would not
allow of the expense, she said.

meau W an, and hinted that she loved
meney beiior than her child.
Georze l'oynier went to school very

oheery, because he had made such a cap- |

ital arrangement about his pony, and he

often thoucht, when the weather was |

fine, of Rufus, and wondered if Letty
were riding him. George had not for-

n, perhaps, that yvears—years aco |

e and Letty had called
sweethearts. e

More years had passed, and brought
their changes.  George and Letty were
alone togzether in a small book room in
Mrs. Green’s house, the windows open-
ing to the garden. Ceorge was attired
in deep mournine, and there were strips

emselves

of black ribbon here and there on Letty's |

white dress.  They had been talking of

death and sorrow until both had become |

silent. After a time Letty took George's
hand, and said:

“Dear George, you must strive to
meet your great afiliction with a brave
spirit—indeed vou must.”

“I have—I do strive,” replied Georze,
looking away from Letty; *‘but remem-
ber what has come to me. Two ycars
ago my father died. A year before tha
villain, Jackson, ruined my father—
broke his heart—killed him. O Letty!
what have I done to deserve this? What
can I do?”

“Trust still to the father of the father-
less,” replied Letiyv. “We do not know
why great afilictions are permitted to
overtake us any more than we can tell
why great good comes to us when we

expect or deserve it, dcar George.
You are young, clever, good and have
many friends, and one—who is more
than a friend.”

She raised Georze's hand to her lips
when she had said this (they were true
sweethearts now), and he—what could
hede but press her to his bosom, and
kiss her cheek burning with blushes?

Mrs. Green had been walking in the

n, evidently busy with hcrﬁloughts.

had stopped near the book room
window, near cnough to hear what the
sweethearts were saying to cach other,
and she appeared to be made more
thoughtful by what she heard.

‘When Mr. Poynter was a thriving mer-

chant Mrs. Green had been more than a |

consenting party to her daughter’s ac-
ceptance of George Poynter’s attentions
—indeed, she had by several indirect
means encouraged the young people to
think lovingly of cach other. But now
matters were changed.  Master Georze,
as he was generally called, had neither
houses nor lands, nor had he **ships gone
to a far countrie,” and Mrs. Green was

lexed how to act. She knew that
ou{ loved her first sweetheart, and
would perhaps love him more now that
he was poor.

Murs. Green was relieved from her per-
plexity more agreeably than she de-
served to have been, as George Poynter
called the next day, bringing with him a
letter from his uncle, rich old- Silas
Cheeseman, promising to proviide for his
only sister’s only son, and Linting that
George mizht by good conduct look to be
heir to all his thrifty savings.

Silas was a bachelor, having been
blighted in his youth. Ile then took to
loving moncy, and had been a most suc-
cessful wooer, as those clever people
who know evervhbody’s business but
their own declared
man to be worth his hundred thousand

unds—*‘more or less.”

Uncle Silas had also procured a situa-
tion for Georie in the neizhboring town
of St. Gnats—ncrely a probationary sit-
uation, as clerk to a timber merchant,
who was under pecuniary oblizations to
Silas. All this was very cheering, and
very kind of Uncle Silas, althouzh Nr.
Bawk, the timbor merchant, was indeli-
cate enough to surmise that George was
placed in his establishment as a spy, and
to watch the interests of his uncle.
George would have scorned such a posi-
tion for all Uncle $ilas had to give.

Refore we pass on to the events of the
next fow yeors, wewillintroduce Chaun-
cey Gibbs, a friend of George Povnter.

Chauncey—his patronywa of Gibbs was

There |
were people who called Mrs. Green a |

old Silas Cheese- |

rarely mentfoned —Chauneey was 2 coed
natired, poedd for no e end,
amisimz {o wow! contrivest to b
VY Kindd o Dfe on €200 4 venr, st
fastiv » Nt 1 i I with
ém‘-;: biovinent o to Ineur re n=th
1o juote Ltian lus
Lt wo ulx I o cof s
Gna i W 1o evarvt W in the
town, | tad o 4 tor abidin
pliee, as OO (O v at will,
Gieon HE rwenbd ot n
e ! recoived one ot 4
brier L ited from o 1
Viens ek e mes i
Enclund, however, awd |
clallv an the winter Wl
scarce Chauncey wollod: wi =
in funds he availod himselt of any clwap
convevance which oticered, sometines
never anguiring  its  destination, bt
aking bineclt equally at home wher
ever he was stranded. At Christinas thine

he always returned to St Gna
was i welcome iest at miany hosg
tables in that thriving town, maki

bis

headguariers, however, with obd
friend und schiool chum, Georse Povn
ter. e had writien to aanoanee his
return to M Gnats for tive Christmas
approaciinng the cad of the two vears

which  hodd intervened
Poynter hud assuincd 1 of oflicn
at Mr. BawXk's, and supplios of tobaeeo
and bitter beer weere already secured for
the welcome pocied gnest.

Chauncey ha a taverite lounge in
London, a tobaceonist’s in an out of the
wiay street in the veighborbood of St
Mary Axe.

The provricior was a beadle, or some
oflicial of that character. o one of the
companies, wid the tohaceo bsiness wis
conducted durineg the carly part of the
day by the beadics wife and daughter,
It was Chaustcey's plsure to sit ona
tiie counter and

Siee Greoree

he stod

snuil tubh in front ol
smoke, in turn, a2l the voarvietios of to-
bacco sold at the beadle's, besuiting the

titace, also, with animated conversations
with the daa! whiose powers of
repartes were more ready than rotined.
It is not our intestion to chironicle more
than Chaunces's pariiing interview and
what came of it, as sianz from a wo-
man’s lips is our abhorren o,

Chauncey was about to leave the shop
after one of his long viitings, when the
youngzer lady said:

“You won't sce me agzin, 1 expect,
Mr. Chauncey: P'mgoinzto be married.”

“You marvied!”

“Yes, me: why nog, 1 should like to
Enow?™" asked the Lady, a little pigqued.

“I'msure 1 envy the happy man.” re-
plicd Chauncey.  *It's not the Scotch-
man at the shop door, isite”

“Well, 'ra sure!” said the young lady,
and without another word she bounced
into the little parlor at the back of the

shop.

".k'ow vou've regularly  offended
Becky,” said Mrs. Loadle, **and such
old friends us vrr was—and she to be
married to-morrow, and so respectable.”

“Weil, T'm glad to hear that,” said
| Chauncey. W here's the wedding to be?
(Tl buy a bundle of water cresses and
| strew her way into church as an apology
| for my rudencss.”

[ *Oh! she won't want no apology from
you—she krows what vou are Mr. Chaun-
feey; but she's to be married ot 10 to-mor-
row, at St. Mary Axe's, but we don’t
want it spoikie of, as the bridegroom’s
nervous,” said Mrs. Beadle, in a whisper.

“I'll be there in time,” replied Chaun-

leey. *“Isuppose her father will give her

e©r,

ealentis « piaeling contl gloon

ut verr—taere haan in-

t ht provol
1 ¥4 \

Mrs ' y bl e every room u
her veeraia ol hor naane,
it i R here g
Was ¥ i A | 1
th ' i i * sh Sitad
o v I G had long
Cuit oy A H v ki=s.”
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! Lio wolcam comting

clectation a faultless
rowning in the oven.
pn 1" o 1Its nme, was
the station close
fatfew minutes attgr the two
s were tosether.,
if vou are huncry it is tantalizing to
listen to the particulars of a dinuer yon
are not to sacve: if ven are sated, vou
are bored by the reeapitalation of dain-
ties vou care sot to toech, and therefore
we will allow the triends to take their
: :

chaing o

meal peace. Neither will we join
their ¢ v revel w®hien two or three oid
cronies ciuine i od mede a nizht of it

until George o
beds fuirly

il Chavneey sotizcht thein
rea ont with jollity,

Wi bicalita-t was over thoe next
morning, and Chatuneey found  thot
Georze had exerced himself from ut-
tendance at the timber vard, he said:

“Lam glad vou can give the moerning
to me, as 1 have some news for yvou that
may, perbags, surprise and annoy you.™
-~y l'\‘illh'ii Geore, “What

e,

8 N

1 wonld not toneh upon it last nicht,
although 1 think some iamediazie action
should be talien by vorr or your triends,”
continued Chauncey, looking very ser-
jous.

*Pray speak ont,™ said Georee,

“Oh yos. | must do that, for T have
no tact, never had, to make an unpleas-
ant matter‘aceceable.  Have you heard
from your upeie fateldy:”

“Yes, two days azo—prineipally on
Mr. Bawlk’s business,” replicd George,

“My oid bov, vour uncle pever in-
tended you any goad when he shut yon
up in that log house of Bawks,  He put
vou there for his own seliish purpose and
nothin: cl=e.”

“Why do vou say that?” asked Georze.

“He has ld rou to sappose that you
were to be his heir some day, huas he
not:”

*Ile hasneversuid that in direet terms:

tbut he certainly has hinted atsuch a pos-

sibility.”

*Then he's on old scamp, if he don't
deserve a hardor name,” said Chauncey,
thumping the table. Iwo days ago he
did his best to disinherit you.  You may
stare, but 1 saw with my own eyes, heard
with my own cars, that okl ragamuilin
marry a bouncing woman of thirty.”

*“Uarry! Uacle Silas marry!”
“Fast as . Mury Axe could doit, to

spulfseller’'s  daughter:™ and  then
Chauncey, to the astonishment of his

{ friend, anarrcted what we already know

"away—in full costume, cocked hat, statf,

| and all that.”

“He will doall things that is proper,
Mr. Chauncey,” soid Mrs, Beadle, with
much dignity, and gecky at that moment
calling **Mother!™ in rather an hysterical

way out of the shop as he pleased.
On the following morning Chauncey

tone, Chauncey was allowed to tind his |

(was at the church of St. Mary Axe a |

| quarter of an hour before the time ap-
i pointed for the ceremony which was to
;unite Miss Beadle and somebody to their
'lives’ end.

| made some very confidential communi-

of the wedding at which Mr. Chauncey
had so ofticious!y assisted.

“Thisis indeed a terrible blow,” said
Georze, “an uncxpected blow,”

“Yes: 1 am atraid, knowing the hands
he has fallen into, that he won't have a
will ot Lis own when a few months have
passed, ™ s2id Chauncey, 1 found cat
wow the matter came about.  Old Silas
was very i, and wouldn't have a doctor;
but—a Beodie, 1 eall him—got at him,
and then introduced his daughter as
nurse. ‘They first physicked him nearly
to death, and then brought him round
with bottled porter. They told the old
fool they saved his life, and he be-
lieved it: and out of gratitude, and the

vant of a nurse, he proposed to Miss

| High-dried, and married her,”

+ A hale old gentleman between 60 and |
{ 70, perhaps, was the nextarrival. Having |

| cation to the old pew opener, he wascon- |

{ ducted, evidently in great trepidation, to
| the vestry, and there immured until the

iarrival of the tobacconist and family— !

but without the emblematical Scotch-

¢ man.

| Chauncey  concluded, therefore,

| gentleman now awaiting hisdoom in the
t condemned coil ealled the vestry.
i The Beadle was in mufti, but his cos-
| tume still partook of the splendor of his
joffice, and a canary colored waistcoat
| with glittering buttons of ruby glass ren-
I dered him somewhat conspicuous even
| in the gloom of St. Mary Axe.  His gen-
[ eral expression and bearing was that of
la tempered indiznation, as though he
. were about to consent to the intliction of
some injury which he could avoid if he
pleased. A word, a look, might have
rovoked him to have torn the license
{from the parson’s hands and to have
| dragzed his daughter from the altar.
| He was therefore allowed to walk up the
aisle unmolested.

trance to the church—more lively, per-

| warranted; but, whatever had been the
! stimulating cause of her cheerfulness, it
i ran in plenteous drops from her eyes as
she approachod the altar, and must have
been cxhausted entirely by the end of
the ceremony. Niobe weeping for her
{ children world have been a dry nurse
i compared with Mrs. Beadle,

Miss Deadle was rosigned, as became
her to be at 31, With closed eyes and
| drooping head she leaned upon her
| mother’s arm until, with pardonabie

confusion, she released her hand to put
up her parasol as she drow near the aliar.
| Chauncey rushed to her relief, and with
some difiiculty possessed himself of the
incumbrance, and as there were no at-
| tendant bridesmaids the impudent follow
| attached himself to the wedding party,
[ to be, as he said, *seneraliy useful and
| to pick up the picecs.”
| Theceremony proceeded witb all proper
solemnity, but there was some associa-
tion with the name of one of the con-
tracting partics which made Chauncey
fairly start, and then determine to wit-
ness the sizning of the certiticate, to
satisfy a doubt which had suddenly en-
| tered his mind. .
! The weddine party retired to the ves-
{ try when “Amozement”™ had ended the
ceremony, and procecded to sirn the ree-
isters attestiv s the union which had just
been solcmnizod.  Mr., Chauneey Gibbs
being. as he s.id, a feiend, of the family,
signed also, and thero read—what had
better be revealed in the next chapter.
v

Any one had only to have walked
down the Ilizh ot of St. Gnats to
have known that Christinas was at hand.

i The grocers’ windows were overrunning
with lusciousn the Lutchers’ shops
were so choke tuld of beet and mutton
that the butchoers themselves would have
to cut their wav out into the street; the

ulterers had lail in «uch stocks of tur-
seys, geese and chickeuns, that Mr, Dab-

haps, than black tea and the occasion |

|

| that Miss DBeadle had captivated the old |

Mrs. Beadle was very lively on her en- |

“This hits me harder than you know,
Chauncey—much  harder.
and I can never hope now™

*Oh, nonsense!™ replied

Chauncey.

“Keep your uncle’s seciet, as he will if |
~he can, marry lLetty, and let Mother |

Green storm afterwards.™
George shood his  head, and then
said:

“Chauncey, you advise that which is |
| dishonorable.”

“All fair in love, old boy,” replied

Chauncey, with a laugh: “and if 1 were |
| you, to gmzin the woman who loves me, |

whom I love, I'd kill my uncle.”

“Great heaven! what do vou say? But
I sec—:ou were joking. No; my course
is perfectly clear so far as Mrs, Green
and Letty are concerned. 1 go to them
at once, and tell what has taken place.
If I am forbidden to continue my vivits
by Mrs. Green shoe shall be obeyved.
Letty, T know, wiil be always true to me:
and when ' ean make a home for her, 1
can claim her with honor.”

“Deviiish pretty sneech,” said Chaun-
cev,” and all right, 1 Lhave no doubt. 1
still say, kill old Silas Cheeseman, and
get marricd: or, swy—perhaps—yes—
yon sh:il write to him, now that he's

oaevioon struck—tell him you want
to foliow his exazmple, and require ten
thoucand ponnds to do it.”

1 und ritand this nonsense, Chaun-
cey,” replicd George, with a sad smile.
“Your friondly chaii is well meant; but
my case is very serious.  And so good-by
for an hour or two. You will find me
here after that time.”

The road to Mrs. Green's cottage never
secmed so lons Letore to George Poynter
as it did now thet he felt his tate. The
happiness, for o time at least, of his dar-
ling Letty depended upon the interview
he was seckine with ber mother, He
was not wiihout somme justiiication for
the miscivings which beset him, as Mrs.

Green hod more than twice or thrice !

casually hinicd ot wwhat amother’s course
should Le¢ ts picvent achild “marrying
into poverty.” s od, she had once told
him, when Loty was not present, how

l2d sl a b unele’s recognition
iin prodaeced sucha favorable turn in
Georse's forton s, 2 it had spared them
all tho pain which che should have felt it
her duty to Lave inflicted. The crisis
hadonly been forred. There were tears

from Mrs. Green—regrets and pity; but |

there were were also cold, erucl words,
which were not to be gainsaid, unless
Letty could ¢iobey the mother who had
loved her all her lile, and lived only to
see her happy.

Georgespared his Letty and her mother
any contost oo to the decision to be made.
He promisod to obey Mra, Green in all
she required of hiin: but Le promised
Letty , when they were left alone,
that his love never should change, nor
should a doulit ever have place in his
thoughts t] he conld change one tittle
in her losve tor him. And as he held her
to his beatin Lheart—not for the last time,
no! no! e taid her how he would strive
to makea bowe for both—that their pro-
bation waouti be short i a brave resolu-
tion coulld culvtind the meansto work
with. And iley would come—they al-
ways did; for od not they Leen promised
by the one wiii uld not lie?

Pcor bearts! they parted very eadly;

Poor Letty |

but a reod :n- 1 « ready busving
Liamse lf ford rounien.  And such an
an ! hin . ihbs!

“Hewon't w 1 Then 1
wall,” suil ¢ i, when
‘ A 5 I‘l'i‘ I i I’l :.I,!l i
ur an oil P owill™ e
Gpetedd the | fored his penknifo
and 1 1 a uiill
Georens o '
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I’ovy cly sutier-

ti cere Blow g

t 3 cotly true’)—|\
pitecd meyeself His service: and
althouesh 1 shail not exprecs myself as he
would have done on the subject—cThat's
trie acain, | ianey ) —1 hepe vou wiil
take the wiil for the deed. News hias
restehod us H dear Fir'-\'H-.nl
like ! deor sirp—that. after many
vears of deliverate  eddeulation—( No,
not calevlation)—consideration,  yeu
have discovered that man was not made

to live alone, and therefore, with a wise
regcard for vour own hapniness, von i
souvcht connuhint felicity ar the
St. Mary Axe. ¢Very gocd!” mu
Chauncey: the pame of the church will
show that hi:scerct is known tous.”) 1
know rot wheth r it is vear wish that
your bii ~tul uniien shonlid be made gen-
eraliv Lnovwn: but 1 cannot hesitate (on
the part of my triend, 1 mean) to ofler
Yoit tay sinecres! conaratulations, and to
wi
¢That's trecsand 1 oshould like to add,
all you are hlcly to tiul) 1 am aware
that what rou have done must neces-
sarily interfere Livgely, if not entirely,
with those expeciations which you ence
o twice—Shall say promiseds No—
encotiared e to

cniertain—*What
would old Georze say to that?)—and
theugh 1 doscend from the clouds—
(Good fizure that)—to the substratum
of daily toil and permanent anxicty, [
shall know that you are sitting happy at
your domectic hearih, smoking the pipe
of peace— It wunts something else to
round ot the sentence’ —and—and—
(*Oh. blow it )—rockine the cradle.

oy Preguest—if not asking toomueh
at this Livfel period of your lifte—a line,
to toll methat 1 eeay add tomy affection-
ate rou brances an Aunt Cheeseman?

s remain, dear sir,
*Your aticctionate nephew,
Cror Georat: PoyxuTer"—

Chauncey poesed. It won't do to sign
my nawme, or Mrs, Co will remember ic.
Yes—1 have it—they mever heard the
nawe of C. Gipps.”

Having sealed and directed his letter, |

chauncey proceeded to post it.

In travelirgy down  from London
Chauncey bad luarned that a projected
branch raiiway irom St. Gnats was in
high favor with all the moneyed interest
of the vluce; and when he suggested the
propricty of Ekilling old Silaghe had this
railway in his mind, as on & following
day the allotment of shaves was to take
place.  Chauncey knew—as he knew
everybody--Mr. Golding, the banker and
chairman pro tem. of the projected com-

ny.
wsitation he called upon that highly re-
spectable gentleman, and, after a few
minutes’ inierview, gave the conversa-

tion an extraordinary twist, ov *° as |
thus:
“You've heard of the great to

our townsinan, George Povua. 1 sup-
wse,” said Chauneey. “Nor - Well, per-
uns it was hardly to be expected, seeing
what a retiring fellow he is."

“What is it?" asked Mr. Golding. *Ile
is a young mam for whom 1 have the
greatest respect. I shall be glad to hear
of any goo:i fortune to him.”

“And it is a good fortune!
you know, wos immensely rich,” said

Chauncev. *The old bachelor is no more |
—went off threedaysazo—and my friend |
Georre wos long azo hisappointed heir.™ |
gone!” remarked |

sSilas Cheeseman
Mr. Goldinz, with a shrug; *“a very
money getting man; and must have died
very rich—very rich.”

“E-nor-mously rich! Single man many
years: no expenses, vou know,” said

old bachelor at St. Mary Axe.
Went off quite composedly after his will
was accomplishied. By the bye, it strikes
me you taight secure the interest of young
George.”

“How, my dear sir?” asked Mr. Gold- '

ing: ““we arealways glad to secure a good
2 yS g g
client”™ ——

*And with such wealth
cey.
Junction to-nmorrow, do you not?”

“Yes," repiiee the banker; “and the

"

said Chaun-

applicatiousexceed anything Lever knew; |

the shares will be five or six premium
before to-morrow is over.™

“That’s yvour plan, then! Secure hima
thousand.™

“*A thousand!" exclaimed Mr. Golding.

“Well, half 2 thousand—say five hun-
dred—for Goeorge Poynter; I'Il let him
know whose iniluence he has tothank
for them. You'll be the banker of his
immense woeslth—his friend—adviser.”

“But he has not applied,” said Mr.
Golding.

“Dut you have. What's a paltry five
hundred to vou in comparison to after
gain—or to him? e won't care for the
money, but the friendliness of the thing,”
said Chauncev, with a flourish of the
kand, as thoush he were proposing the
merest trifle of a sacrilice.

“And you, my dear sir?” asked Mr.
Golding. . )
*Oh, nothing: I want nothing; and

| you may rcly upon my secrecy.”

Mr. Golding pressed Chauncey's hand,
and thanked him for the friendly sug-
tion.

Mr. Golding had but one confidant,
Mr. Baxicr, who ot that moment entered
the baaik, and was announced as being
therc.

*Do you object to my naming the mat-
ter to my fricnd Baxter’—great influcnce
at the board,” said Golding,

“Not in the least: perhaps he may help
you to mnke the aliotment a thouwsand,™
replicd Chauncey.

“Oh, iinposible, my good friend,” said
tho banker. **Show in Mr. Baxter.”

Chauncey’s  communication having
been repeated to Mr. Paxter, the diplo-
matist thousht he had better retire; but
he had not cone many yards from the
bank when Xr. Baxter overtook him.

“Delighited to hear what you have told
us concerning your friend Poynter—an
excelicnt young taan, und deserves all he
g(‘l.\."

“I am snre of that.” said Chauncey,
“whatever good it mav be,”

“Hel) residde at Bt. Gnats, 1 suppose?”

“Yes.” an red Chauncey.

“And wi'l want a house suitable to his

Livds

W

I am wanting to scll Prospect
vonador—i carden, abundance
of water and all that—would it suit hun,
do vou thinl:”

Chauncey was rather posed by this in-
quiry, ar id thereforo, “Perhaps.”
1 think it would; £3,500 is what 1 ask

vyou all the Lappiness yvou deserve.

Without the lexst misziving or !

His uncle, !

“You allot shares in the St. Gnats ‘

—and could Fotit, but 7035010 the man
= . : Py,
You know ( ! —€:) ¢ )
must. o0 b ter, v h emohiasis, :

Chaanecey wid no i wauld not bnow !
Capt. fuinga

"l!," i o l;"‘T-fi' e fellow, and |
ghould be clad if Le woutd leave the
place,” suid 3ir. Banior.  1f dir. Pevn-

ter will bag the preder-

s 1o (f. tion to thar,
) tk o his friend af
‘ e the afier in writ-

i

’ . 1 H
t, vonhd be the

dd give tor

in:z: but L5 {
utinost that dir. i
a Louse.

Nir. Baxter poased | - - oo and
as they vore ot i * by se
he invited Clutitne:-y in Giently
gave him a letter 1o Mr. « ovnter,
containinz  an unhcondiowooo ier of

Prospect tlouse tor Lo.0u. Chauncey
carcfully put awuy the leiter and bude
Mr. Baster good day.

P’oor George had returned to his iode-
ing when Chauncey had transacted all
the important business we have recorded.
and not all his feiond’s good spirits could
rou=c hir from admost despondencey.

“My old boy.” szid Chauncey, *you’ll
sink down, down, it you show the white
featherin this way. You're voung enough
to work, wnd like it—I never did.”

“It is not bard work—hard fighting
with the world, that I am fearing: it is
the eticet of tuis duy's eruel trial upon
poor Letty.”

And then George told Chauncey all that
had passed.

“Well, yvou would be so hastily honor-

able,” replicd Chauneey: **vou had better |

been advised by me—waited a day or
two until yveu bad killed yorr uncle.™
i George looked at his friend and saw a
cunning twinkle in his eye: but Chaun-
cey had his own reasons for saying no
more on the subject.
i George was very ill the next morning
I —too il to go to the timber yard; so
Chauncey offered to see Mr. Bawk, and,
if business pressed, 1o supply George's
place fer a day or two.  Mr. Bawk de-
clined Mr. Chauncey's services, and was
80 excessively polite and anxious in his
inquiries cbout Mr. George that Chaun-
| cey thought the story of yesterday had
reaclied dir. Bawk.

It wus not so: but Capt. Ranger had

{ been to the timber yard to sce Mr. Poyn-
! ter, and had surprised Mr. Bawk by as-
! suring Lim that his clerk must havecome
into mwoney, as ke had bought Prospect
house at a sum which he (Capt. Ran-

er) had rofused to give. He had,
flu\\'('\'t‘r. left a commission with Mr.
Bawk: and Chauncey wormed out of the
i timber werchant the following particu-

Captain Ranger, it appeared, had mar-
| ried a lady with money—not always a
desirable exchango for a man's life—and
the lady neveraliowed him to forget tho
cuniary part of their engagement. She
wiad taken a fancy—the word is not
strong enough—a longing for Prospect
House, and the captein had undertaken
i to obtain it: but, being fond of a bar-
gain, he had disgusted Mr. Baxter with
a tiresome negotiziion, and the house
had slipped from him. To confess this
to Ilis. Captain Ranger would be to in-
voke a conjugal tempest; and in his ex-
tremity he bad come to Mr. Bawk to in-
tercede with his clerk to transfer his
purchase.

“Well,” soid Chauncey, *“George is a
good natured follow—too good natured—
i and I will undertako to eay that the cap-
tain shall have Prospect House for £4,-
: 000."

“Four thousand pounds!” exclaimed
Mr. Dowk.

“And not one shilling less.” said
! Chauncer firmly. *“The house is worth
| it as it stands: but compute its value to
Captain Rargier, and it 1s cheap at any
money.”

Mr. Bawk pleaded to a stone agent
when he tried to soften Mr. Chauncey;
and Captain Ranger coming into the
counting house «t the moment, heard the
terms proposed, raved like a maniac for
i ten minutes, and then consented to bs
swindled—robbed, ior the sake of peace
| and quictness.

. when he pleased, and he was now in a
business mood.  He therefore trotted off
the angry captain to an attorney’s, made
the transfer, and secured a prospective

| £1,000 for his iriend George by killing

| his uncle.

As the day wore on, Chauncey waited
upon Mr. Golding, and found that gen-
{ tleman writing to Mr. Poynter, and ex-
ressing the great pleasure it gave him
o hand him a letter of allotment for 560
! shares in the St. Gnats Junction, ete. etc.

ete. Railway: adding a hope that the firm
of Golding, Hilverton & Co. might have

Mr. Pornter's name on their books as an

honored client.

Chauncey undertook to deliver the let-
ter, and to use his influence with his
friend to make the only acknowledgment
he could for such disinterested gener-
osity.

Poor George was very ill at ease when
"his friend Chauncey returned, and at
i first waos disposed to he angry at what he
i felt to be his inconsiderate raillery.

“] am serious, old bey, quite scrious,”

' said Chauncey, throwing Golding's letter
and the transicr on the table. *‘I have
killed old Silas Cheeseman, and there are

' some of the preceeds of the transaction.

| Open—read and satisfy yourself.,”

George opened the envelope containing
the transfcr, and then Mr. Golding's let-
iter. He wasin amist.  He thought he

- was delirious and had lost his reason: and

, Chauncey was a long time making him

. comprehend how he had come to be pos-

sessed of —

| Profiton transfer i e £1.000
! Profit on 50 shares, premium 5 per share... 2%

]

R - R D S| £3,500

and all by Lillinz old €ilas Cheeseman!

! Poor George was hard to satisfy that
these large gains were honorably come
by, and when he wert to sleep hedreamt
that he had robbed the bank and had set
Prospect House on fire. The following
morning brought a letter frem Uncle
Silas.

ot
ae

80 pleased at his nephew’s forgiveness of
an act which he had thought would have
provoked only revilings and wicked
wishes, that he enclosed a check for £1,-
000 and his avunclar blessing.

Was ever another fortune made by
such means?

George had all the money; Mr. Golding
begging his retention of the shares, as his
commercial acuteness r:izht be dam-
aged by a disclosure of the trick which
had been practised upon his cupidity,
and Capt. Ranger was submissively satis-
fied, having told his cara sposa that he
had bought Prospect House a decided
bargain.

Mrs. Green would have had to endure
many mortifving reflections had it not
been Christinos time when Letty and
George, aud ali other estranced friends,

are willing to forgzet their old grievances, |

and, in thankfulness thut such a season
was vouchsafed to erring man, humbly
imitate the Great Forgiver.

5 : ! Chauncey could be a man of business
Chauncey. ‘1 witnessed the last moments |

Lof the

The poor old dotard expressed himself

NET O OTTIYEOTY -
JACK TAR'S CIHRISTHMAS.
The ‘s of the ¢ hinese sailor en-

listed rd o United States man-of-

wur, “Moellee Clistinas, me no sabey he!™
as he e down irom the foretopsail
vard. where he baa beon lendine a hand

to fur! the remnant

almost to ribbans by
that was
1ornine, aitd b

ol o topsail, blown
the terce winter's
howlit: cne Christinas
van L ng on hils frost
bitten tinrers ¢ rubibinz them in the
snow w hich covered the vessel's deck, is
a very good exposition of the practical
sicie of onr uriversal Christian holiday,
as irequent! no by the hardy toilers
of the seu Crnnecessity sometimes

oatle
£l

demands Gt dwee work must  be
done ana  the  ship made safe
and snng wiore Jack Tar can

think of been soup or Christmas pud-
ding and other fixines, and rot infre-
Guentiy, as the sea remembers nothing
and pays no homaze to customs, no mat-
¢ ter how aneicit, it nation of a grand
banquet can alone be relied upon to ap-
pease the apuetite: as “hot water and
spoons” are very apt to be about all thas
can be obtained in the way of a square
wmeal, and even the luxury of the hot
Jwater is often omitted, as the tossing,
restiess ship, lurching about from side w0
side, makes it impossibie to keep any-
thing on topof the galley stove, if, in-
deed, it be o practicable thing to keep up
the fires at @il Insuchra case the cud
of discontent, so to spea’t, must be rep-
Cresented, os the song gives it. by the
sterboard side ¢f an olid sou'wester.
! Christimas away irom home is, how-
rever, always Lkept  in some way or
another, even under such adverse cir-
cumstances @5 these mentioned: as a
little somct to warmy him up is
quictly given to the half irozen man by
some kindhearted cofiicer as he comes
down from aloft. and before drinking he
manages, as a rule, to pull off his cap
and to eay Merry Chrisumas,” which is
about 2l the circumstances of the case
will admit of.  Wind and weather per-
mitting, however, only the absolutely
necessary things are done, and the
Christmas dinner is made @s’ sumptuous
as the paymaster’s stores will permit, or
 the foresight of the mess eaterer in lay-
ing in something exiia before the ship
lett port has provided.  The ration gives
wore or less voriety of things that put
up to keep duving the cruise, but Jack -
prefers the things that are not made
to keep, and, being proverbially improvi-
dent, the day generally finds him
depending on plum dufi as the grand
picce de resistance, and no matter how
; much of the resistance there may
tabout the compound the relish with
which it cisappears is proof sufiicient of
its ability to take the pizce of other pos-
sibly more digestible articles. The bags
containing the sailors’ personal effects
are piped up and the men given an op-
portunity to overhaul their clothing,
write lciters or do whatover the limit of
the ship will admit. Smoking is
mitted ouisidle the daily regulation hours,
and everything is done to make the men
as comfortuble and the day as much of a
holiday as possible, having, of course,
due regard for the handling of the vessel.
When, however, the ships are in port,
and it happens to be one where there isa
good market, all that it affords is brought
off to grace the board, and the scene pre-
sented on the Lerth deck of one of our
men-of-war on such occasions is lively
and picturesque in the extreme. The
. mess tables are screened off with canvas
- and bunting, and very often evergreens
are used to complete the ornamentation,
each mess vying with the others to see
which can make the prettiest show. An
extra dollar or two apiece is usually
served out. *‘to put in the mess,” the
aggregate sum making great possibilities
in the way of procuring the
things which are net found in the dai
ration. The tin pot, pan and spoon whi
form Jack’s cover are made to shine like
pelished silver, the mess cooks taking a
ride in getting the Lrightest of poli

or the occasion. Scme more stylish,

thouch perhaps less thrifty, messes,
- crockery from shore, which sets off
table very preitily, and pessibly to some
of them scems more homelike and gives
an air of paying a little more attention
to the observances of the day: one might
say, 1 suppose, a little betier relish, per-
haps, to the feast. But wheever knew
of a sailor's not being ready for a good
square ezl at any hour of the day?

One vho has watched the rush for the
hatchway when the order **pipe to din-
ner” is griven, is guite apt to be convinced
that Jack's *siomach is as sharp as a
shark’s,” and that he **never was in finer
condition for feeding™ at any one time.
more than at any other.  When every
. preparation has been made for dinner
! and the viands set forth, the oflicers
as a gencral rule, invited to inspeet,
very ofientosample, the geod thingee the
captain of the vessel generally grants the
request {cr a beitle of beer or light wing
apiece, and in fuct most any reasonable
departure from the ordinary daily cus-
toms is allowed. In the afternoon, if
i the request is made, a large liberty
! party goes ashore, and is rermitted

o remain away fromn the vessel until the

following morning. Boat racing is fre-

3uently the amusement, especially if
; there are foreign vessels in the same port,
. and great is the excitement in the inter-
national contests. Prizes are offered,
and as many boats are entered as can be
spared {rom the different ships, Water
tournaments, catamaran races and va-
rious other aquatic sports are ind
in, as Christmas is not always in the win-
ter scason, much of a vessel’s cruising
being done in the southern hemisphere,
and the 25th of December often finds the
thermometer o high that a plunge in the
briny is an immense reliof.

The great evening amusement is a mine
strel or variety show, which brings ous
an amusing display of talent that one
would hardly believe possible until he
had witnessed somo of the character

ieces or lisien to the fine singing often

eard in a ship's company. The original
| jokes, which very often spara nobody,
from the cabin windows to the hawse

-

i
hing

i

poles, are always amusing, and
serve for many a day after to
hurl at the head of the poor un-
fortunate whose peculiarities have

i been sufficiently pronounced to catch
the ever ready eye or ear of the humor-
| ist, who has them carcefully stowed away
until some such occasion as this gives
him a chance to unmercifully bring them
forth. Wkhen *‘pipe down” comes, the
verdict is that, although away from
home, relatives and the conventionalities
of the holiday season that one’s earliep
ears have been accustomed to, the day
as been whut the morning greeting in~

| tends it should be—a merry Christmas.,

B

The Doston Dictum.
New Barber (in Boston barber shop)=
Next gent.
Joss—Ven you say ager “‘next shent”
I discharge you at vonce. Ve no say
ehents, ve say shentlemen.—New York

ibu.n.



