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ONE CHRISTMAS TIME,

L
“Dance with me, Letty Green,” sald
George Poynter, to a
blue cyes and “hair that shumed the
moru.’

Her amplo ball dress was of the purest
white muslin, fastened nt the sleevesand
round the walst with blue ribbon—bluer

Rt Dmacred Eatly, 3
“Yes," nnav + “1 want to
dance with you,”

The dance at an end, Letty tried to
smooth her golden curls into order with
her little hands, and then, open

ing her
< blue eves to their full, said:
% Poynter, 1 should like some

"5«. Latty,” said the v gentles
man addressed; “and theme's n:monndn
and pegus and such a cake.”

“1 like dancing with you better than
any one, Letty,” said George, to his pretty

“Do you? Why?" replied Letty, her
woloo rather Obsiructed by the sponge

“I think it is bt't.'?:rnh}, like ywl—hy:u
are so pretty.” replied the young gallant.
“You musn't say that, or manuna will
scold you, Georgy. She scolds every
one who tells me [ am pretty,” said the

you Indy.

# Bﬁ the words had been spoken, and
from that night until the end of the
Christnis holidays, George and Letty
said they were sweethearts,

1L

Bome four or five years had passed and
Letty Green and her mamima wers
witting together under the veranda of
their pretiy s, working, and talk-
of a pleasant day they had spent at

r. Pornter’s, when Master George came,
o said, to bid them good-by, as he was
weturning to school on the following

inyr.

“And | want toask you a favor, Mra.
Green, and Letty a favor,” said George,

slightly,

M=, Green wonld nt it, of course,
and so would Latty, if she could,

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

“But to nvcem: this proposal would give
#0 much trounide.”

“Not in tlluia least, 'l'nl;n—tlmt'a ouir
gEroom—says it won't, and papa sarvs it
wen't, and I say the same; 8o plense say
you'll use the pony. Straps, the harness
maker, will lend a side saddle.”

Mra. Green accepted George's oifer, as
Ietty was mather fmagile, and pony

ing had been decl to be good for

3 but Mre. Green's income would not
allow of the expense, she said.  There
were people who called Mra. Green a
mean woman, and hintad that she loved
money beuri.“; than her child hadd

George Poynter went toschool very
cheery, because he had made such a cap-
tal armngement aboat his pony, and he
often thought, when the weather was
fine, of Ru and wondered i Letty
were riding him. George had not for-

Eﬂm. perhaps, that years—years ng
and Letty bad called themsely
sweethearts,
L
years had passed, and brought
=, G and Letty were

More

i

“mlone together in asmall book room in

Mrs. Green's housa, the windows open-
ing to the parden. George was attived
in deep mourning, and there were strips
of black ribbon here and there on Letty's
white dress, They had been talking of
@eath and sorrow until both had become
silent. After a time Letly took Georges
hand, and said:

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

“I have—I do strive,” replied George,
looking away from Letty: “but remoem-
ber what has come to me. Two years

my father died. A vear before that

in, Jackson, ruined my father—
broke his heart—killad him. O Letty!
what have [ done to deserve this? What
can [ do?

“Trust still to the father of the father-
lems,” replied Letty. ““We do not know
why great afflictions are permittad to
overtake us any more than we ean tell
why great good comes to ns when we

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

She raised George's hand to her lips
when she had said this (they were true
swoeethearts now), and he—what could
he do but press her to his Msom, and
kiss hor cheek burning with blushes?

Mrs,. Green had been walking in the
E:.k-n, evidently busy with her thoughts.

had stopped neor #h8 book room

ow, near enough to hear what the
sweethearts were saying to each 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 nﬁmn a
consenting party to her daughter’s ac-
ﬁanm of George Poynter's attentions

deed, she had by several indirect
means encouraged the yvoung people to
think lovingly of cach other. it now
matters were changed. Master George,
as he was erally called, had neither
nor %, nor had he “‘ships gone
to a far countrie,” and Mrs. Green was
exed how to act. She knew that
loved her first sweetheart, and
perhaps love him more now that

he was 2

Mrs, Green was relieved from her per-
]iu-wt n:“:!hﬂ; agreeably s than she de-
Eerv a as
called the next day, hin%viﬂ: Eim a
latter from his uncle, old Silas
Cheeseman, promising to provide for his
only eister's only son, and hinting that
ne b3 conduct look to be

ty savings.
was a , having been
Blighted in his youth. He then took to
loving money, and had been o most suc-
cessful wooer, as those clever Epeoﬂe
who know everybody's business but
their own declared old Silas Cheese-
man to be worth his hundred thousand

poun

UnclesSilas had also procured a situa-
tion for George in the neighboring town
of St. Gnats—merely a prolmhonsmt-
un.tlh'on. nsclsrk to a ﬁmbeoi.t imen: ttc')
who was under pecuniary tions
Silas, All this was very cheegraing. and
wery kind of Uncle Silas, although Mr.
Bawk, the timber merchant, was indeli-
cate enough to surmise that Georgo was

in his establishment as a spy,

to watch the interests of his uncle.
George would have scorned such a posi-
tion for all Uncle b;{aa had to give,

Before we pass on 1o the events of the

mnext few years, will introduce Chaun-
Gibbs, a friend of George Poynter.

uncey—his patronym of Gibbs was

¥ girl with |

{

rarely mentioned —Chauncey was n

mtured wul for "“'"l:f’ ;mau
vedd o

amusing fellow, who t live
’(‘_:luy kind ot life on 209.@! n m.md.-
Iy refusing to encumber himself with
any smployment or o incur bili-
ties more (to guote Chauncey) than his
hat woulil cover. He was a native of St
Goats and known o everyludy in the
town, but he had no regulnr ol

aee, ns he chose to wander at will,

Jeorge Poynter would not have been sur-
Ivri.rm to hitee recvived oneof Uhauncey's
ariefl letters dated from London, ¥
Vienna or Pekin. He mostly ailee
ingland, however, and London espe-
cially in the winter. When money was
searce Chauneey walked; when he was
in fumls he uvailed himself of any cheap
converanee which offered, sometimes
never lm‘uirl its destination, bul
making himiel nally at home wher-
ever he was l%l'n!u;:!‘]. At Christmas time
he alway returned to B Gnats, and
was a welcome guest at many In-[rltnhle
tables in that thriving town, making his

u&ml lu:lweiwr with M?‘o old

friend and school chum, George Poyn-
ter. He had written to announce his
Teturn o St :::mmdﬁt;fr :'l: Christmas
n L two rs
-'iﬁ'::‘m intervened  since G{:sv
Poyuter had nssumed the of office
at Mr. Bawlk's, and suppliéa of tobacco
and bitter beer were already secured for
the weleome med Euest,

Chauncey a favorite lounge in
London, a tobacconist's in an out of the
way street in the neighborhood of St
Mary Axe.

The pnTriﬂor wna n beadle, or some
official of that character, to one of the
companies, and the tobaceo business was
conducted during the early pert of the
day by the beadles wie and davghtes,
It was Chivancey's pleasure to sit on a
snuff tub in front of the connter and
smoke, in tum, all the varietics of to
baceo sold at the lﬂdlc‘u‘ Doeguiling the
time, also, with animated conversations
with the daughter, whose powers of
repartée were more ready than rofined.
It is not our intention to chrondele wore
than Chauncey's parting interview and
what came of it, as slang from o wo-
man’s lip= is our abhorrence.

Chauncey was about to leave the shop
after one of his long sittings, when the
younger lndy said:

“You won't see me ngain, 1 e ;
Mr. Chauncey; I'm going to be married.™

“You married!” )

“Yea, mwe; why not, T should like to
know?” asked the lady, o little piqued.

“I'm sure 1 envy the happy man,” re-
plied Chauncey. “It's not the Beoteh-
man ot the shop door, s it

SWell, 'm o sure!™ said the young lady
and without another word she boune
into the little parlor at the back of the

ﬂ.h\‘ L 9

'l\ow you've roguisrly offended
Beeky,” said Mrs. Beadle, “and such
old friends ua you was—and she to be

married to-morrow, and so wotable.™
“Well, I'm glad to hear that,” said
Chaungey. W hera's the wodding to be?

'l buy a bundle of water cresses and
strew her way into church as an apolozy
for vy rodeness.”

“Oh! she won't want no apology from
you—she knows what you are Mr. Chaun-
cey: but she's to be married at 70 to-mor-
row, at St. Mary Axe's, but we don't
want it spoke of, as the bridegroom's
nervous,” said Mrs. Beadle, in n whisper.

“T'l be there in time,” replied Chaun-
cey. I suppose her father will give her
awny—in full costume, cocked hat, staif,
and all tht."”

*“He will do oll things thut is proper,
Mr. Chauncey,” said Mys, Beadle, with
much dignity, and Becky at that moment
calling “*Mother!” in rather an hysterical
tone, Chanincey was allowed to find his
way out of the shop as he pleased.

On the fnlluwimf worning Chauncey
was at the church of SBt. Mary Axe a
quarter of an hour beforo the time ap-
pointed for the ceremony which was to
unite Miss Beadle and somebody to their
lives' end.

~ A hale old gentleman between 40 and
70, perhaps, was thenext arrival. Having
mm'l.e some very confidential communi-
cation to the old pew opener, he was con-
ducted, evidently in great trepidation, te
the vestry, and there immured until the
arrival of the tobacconist and family—
but “without the emblematical SBeoteh-
man. Chauncey concluded, therefore,
that Miss Beadle had captivated the old
gentleman now awnaiting hisdoom in the
condemned cell called the vestry.

The Beadle waa in mufti, but his cos-
tume still partook of the aplendor of his
otfice, mmll n canary colored waistooat
with glittering buttons of ruby glass ren-
dered him somewhat conspicuous even
in the gloom of St. Mary Axe. His gen.
eral expression and bearing was that of
a tempered indignation, as though he
were about to consent (o the infliction of
some injury which'he coulid aveid if he
pleased, word, a look, might have

srovoked him to have torn the license
rom the parson’s hands and to have
dragged his danghter froms the altar.
He was therofore allowed to walk up the
aisle unmolested. -

Mrs. Beadle was very lively on her en-
tranee to the church—more lively, per-
haps, than black tea and the oceasion
warranted; but, whatever had been the
stimulating canse of her cheerfulness, it
ran in plenteons dirg from hor eyes s
she approached the alt#® Mnd must have

™ exhousted entirely by the end of
the ceremony, Niobe weeping for her
children would have beon a dry nurse
com «1 with Mrs. Beaddle,

Miss Beadle was resigned, as became
her to be at 31, nlvithl clmulni eyes a|:ul
drooping bhefid she leaned upon her
I:othor‘f arm  until, " rith ba wnable
confusion, sho released her hand to put
aﬂlwr parasol as she drew near the altar.

umﬂécumhal to her relief, nnd with
some Ity posseesed himself of the
incumbrance, and as were no at-
tendant bridesmaids the impudent follow
attached himsclf to the weddi 5

g & g/

to be, as he said, “gencyally
VG COTOINONY wit‘hsnm

to pick up the piccos.™

solemnity, but was Some nssocine
tion with the name of ono of the con-
tracting parties which made Chauncey
fairly start, and then determine to wit-
ness the signing of the certificate, to
satisfy a doubt which had siddenly en-
tered his mind.

The wedding party retired to the ves-
try when “Amazement” had ended the
ceremony, and proceaded to sl? the reg-
isters attesting the union which had just
been solemnized. Mr. Chauncey Gibbe
being, as he said, a friend of the family,
signed also, and there read—what had
better be revealed it\\rthc next chapter.

Any one had only to have walked
down the High street of St. Gnats tc
have known that Christmns was at hand.
The grocers’ windows were overrunning
with luscionsness; the butchers' shops
wore no choka full of beef and mutton
that tho butchors themselves would have
to cut their way out into the street; the

ulterers had laid in such stocks of tur-

svs, geese and chickens, that Mr, Balb-
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ﬂoﬂous fire blazed within
ble was spread to weleoome

to
est, forawhose delectation a fa
L rum pie was brow in the oven,

The tmin, punctual o time, was
heard sereasdng into the station close

If you are hu it Ia tantalizing to
listen to the of a dinner you
are not to if 1 are sated, you
nre the tulatin of dain-

two
el G s Chatnciy sodet et
pnt Chatines
beds fairly tintd out with jollity.

When fast was over the next
morning, and Chauncey fi
Genrge had excused himself from at-
tendance at the timber yard, he sald:

“1 am glad you can give the morni
to me, as | have some news for you tha
way, perhaps, surprise and annoy you. »
e ‘:‘?l.ldl‘l’dl' re George.  *“What

s

“1 would not tonch v it Jast night,
al I think some immediate m
should be taken by you or your friends.™
vontinued Chauncey, looking very ser
fous,

“Pray speak out,” said G -

“Oh ves. 1 must do that, for I have
no tact, never hud, to mako an unpleas-
ant motter sgrecable.  Have you board
l'nﬂq_ your um:‘l;l.;I lately? ipal)

“Yés, two days ago—prine ¥ on
Mr. Bawk's business,” rl-pE::I Goorge.

“My old boy, your uncle never in-
tended you any gwi when he ghut you
up in that log hous of Bawk's. He put
you there for his own selfish purpose and
nothing olse.”

“\\'hﬁ;ﬁo you sy that? asked George.

“He Il you to supposoe that you
wr{o‘m be his beir some day, has be
nol?

“Ie has never said that in direct tenns;
but he certainly has hinted at such a pos-
sibility."

“Then he's an old scamp, if he don’t
ttlhmrve n hu:;\lml- ]nmm‘:;“ mﬁt}‘ﬂm\mm .

umping table, “Two days ago he
odid lLE best to disinherit yon.  You may
stare, but I saw with my own eyes, heard
with my own ears, that old mgamuiflin
marry o bouncing woman of thirty.”

")l’nrryt L'nrﬁa Silas marry!”

“Fast as Bt, Mary Axe could do it, to
a souffseller’s davghter;” and then
Chauncey, to astonishment of his
friend, narrated what we already know
of the wedding at which Mr, Chauncey
had so officionsly nssiatod,

“This is indwed a terrible blow,”™ said
George, “‘an upexpected Llow. "™

“Yes: | am afrald, Enowing the hands
he has fallen into, that b won't havea
will of his own when a few months have

1.," said Chauncey. “I found out
ow the matter came abount. Old Silas
was very ill, and wouldn't have a doctor;
but—n wlle, I call him—got at him,
and then introduced his :lnughh-r as
aurse, They first physgicked him nearly
to death, and then Li®ught hiny round
with bottled porter. They told the old
fool they saved his life, and he be
ticved it; and out of grmtitude, and the
want of a nurse, he
High-dried, and m her.™

*This hits me harder than you know,
Chauncey—much harder, Poor Letty |
and 1 can never now"— |

“0h, nnmnse?’”mpliod Chauncey.
“Keep your uncle’s secret, as he will if
he ean, m Letty, and let Mother
Green storm afterwards,”

George shood his  head,
said:

“Channeey, you addvise that which is
dishonorable.™

“All fuir in love, old boy,"” veplied |
Chauncey, with a lnugh: “and if | were
vou, to guin the woman who loves we,
whom I love, I'd kill my unele.™

“Great heaven! what do vou eay? But
I gee—vou were joking., Noi my course |
ias perfectly ¢lear so far as Mrs. Green
and Letty are concerned. 1 go to them
at once, and tell what bas taken place.
if I am forbidden to continue my  visits
by Mrs. Green she shall be obeyed.
Letty, T know, will be always true to me;
und when I can make a home for her, 1
c¢an cloim her with honor,™

Y PDeviiish tty specch,” said Chaun-
coy,” and all right, 1 have no doubt. 1
still say, kill old Silas Cheeseman, and
get married; or, stay—perhaps—yes—
yvou shall write to him, 1 ow that he's
honeymoon gtruck—tell I''n you want
to follow his exgmple, an.. require ten
thpt  nd pounds to do it

“1 understand this nowroense, Chann-
cey,” replicd George, with o mad smile
“Youwr friendly chaff is woll meant; bat
my case is very serious,  And so good-by
for an hour or two. You will me
here after that time.™

e D log Dador v Gt oy zant
500 B0 fore to nter
as it did now he felt his fate. The
happiness, for a time at least, of his dar-
ling Letty depended upon the interview
he was mhm with her mother, e
was net without some fication for
the misgivings which besct him, as Mrs,
Greesi had more than twice or thrice
casually hinted at what a mother’s course
should be to prevent a child “‘marryin
into poverty,” Indeed, she had once tol
bim, when Letty wons not t, how

she was when his uncle’s
such a favorable in

and then

could the mother who had

loved her all her life, and lived only to
seo her happy.

his Letiy and her mother

any as to the decision to be made,

?ho :‘; him; but hﬂnpmghag

8 ¥
Letty also, when were left alone,

in her love for him. Andas
to his beating heart—not for the last time,
no! no!—he told her how he would strive
to make a home for both—that their
bation would be short if & brayp resolu-
tion could on]l];eﬁnd tho means to work
with. And t would come—they nl-
ways did; for had not they been promised
by the one which could not lie?

3

sposed Lo Miss | {

I'oorlmrmltheywtfwudbw

“Dman ?
Omriv Poynter, Is unfortanately suffer-
ing at this time from n severe blow in

his chest—(‘That's perfectly true’)—!

.h]n‘;e p!um.l-d ot at his z-rvtﬁr: sulnl
@ 1 ns

mmmu dotze on umjw -:*m:‘:

you will

true o1 fanes')y—1 e
t:l:n 10 nm'l!.l fm’{g ,.
reachad  us  here
like that dear

Nown

after many
vears of delibdrate enleulation—('No,
not  ealeulation® . ¥

have discoversd
to live alone, and thervlors, with u

regard for your own happiness, you lu:- e
t the witar of |

sought connubial felicity a

Bt Mary Azxe. (‘Very ' muttered
Chauncey: “the name of church will
show that his secrot is known tous.') |
know not whether it is wish that
your blissful union be made gen-

erally known; but 1 cannot hesitate (on
the part of my friend, 1 mean) o offer

you iy sincorest copgratulations, an
wish vou all the ha
(*That’s true; and

all you are likely to find,”)
sarily interfere In

with those expectat
ort ‘Shall 1 say promised?

enc me to entertain—( What
would old George say to that?)—and
though 1 descend from the cloudse-

‘Good figure that'}—to the sulstrat

{
of daily toil and permanent anxiety, !
sghall know that you are sitting happy at

your domestic hourth, smoking the g
of ‘It wants somothing else
round off the sentence }—and—an
(*Oh., blow it!' ) —rocki

“May I renuest—if not asking too wuch
ol of life—a line,
tomy affoction-

ut this blissful
to tell methat | may me
ate rermembrances sn Aunt C
“1 remnin, doar sir,
“Your

Chammeey pansed. f
my name, or Mrs, C. will remember
Yes—1 have it—they never beard

name of

~hnuncey proceeded to post it
In tnu!,l{tn down
Chauncey quit lenrned that a projec

branch railway from St Goats was in
high favor with all the moneyed interest

of the place; and when he susgested

wiety of killing old Silas he hpal this
faily lais mggnl. as on the following

milway
day the allotment of shares was to t
place.  Cha

everybody—Mr.
chairman
any. Without the

:};ut an extraordinary twist, or jerk
ARas
“Yon've hieard of the great windfal
our townsman, George Poyvoter, | s
we,” sail Chauncey. “No: Well, |
I:.qm it was hardly to be expected, ses
whut a retiving fellow he 127

“What is 17" asked Mr. Geolding. “lle
is a young man For whom 1 have the
hc-"g!:.u! to hear

greatest respect. 1 shall
of uny pgood fortune to him.

“And it is a good fortune! His uncle,
nsely rich,” sabl
‘haunesy. *The old bachelor is no more

you know, was

—swent off three days ngo—and wy fri

George wis long ago his appeintod hoir™
romarkod

“Bilas Chegseman  gone!”
Mr. Golding,

very rich—very rich.”

“Eabr-mously rich! Single mnn mnn;i
¥ &1
Ulauncey, “1 witnessed the lnst moments
of the old bachelor at S8t Mary Axe.
Went off quite composodly after his will
was gecomplished, By the bye, it strikes
e vour mighit secure the interest of young

ears: No expenses, vou  know,"

Goeorge.”

“How, my dear pir? naked Mr, Gold.
ing; “we are always glad to secure a good

client™—

“And with such wealth!™ sald Chn
cey.  “Yonu allot shares in the 5t G
Junction toanorrow, do you pot?™

“Yos." replie the banker; “and
applicationsexceed anything Lover kn

the sharcs will bo five or six promium

before to-morrow is over.”

*“That’s your plan, then! Secure him a

thonsand,

“A thousand!” exclaimed Mr. Golding.
“Well, half o thousand—say five hun-

3 Tl ket him

know whoso iniiumoo he has tothank

drod—for Poynter;

for them. You'll bo the banker of

immensoe wealth—his friend—adviser,
" sald Mr,

“But ho has not applied,
Golding.

“Hut you have, What's a paltry fve
to you in comparison lo after

husn:
guin—or to him? He won't care for
money, but the friendliness of the thi
said Chauncey, with a Hourish of
hand, as ti h ho were
woerest trifle of a sacrifice.

“And you, my dear sir? asked
Golding.

“Oh, nothing: I want nothing; and

1 may rely uj BOCTOCY .
kr., (ioldln’g pres Chauncey's hand,
and thanked for the friendly sug-

tion., .

Mr. Golding had but one confidant,
Mr. Baster, who at that momoent entesod
the bank, and was announced as being

Te.
“Do you object to my naming the mat-
tion | ter to 1y friend Baxterf—great

at the board,” said Golding,

“Not in the least; perhaps he may holg
thousand,

you to make the o

"EOh, 'il“p’.fm% my good friend,” said

the banker.

uncey's communication

ho had not
bank when

us eohcerning your friend Poyn
e:ml&ml young man,

“Yes,” answered Cly V.

“And will want a Bouse suitable to
new s *

“Yes."

“Now I am wanting to sell

1‘-“

doar  sir—("He'l

pess you deserye.
should like to add,
I s aware
that what sou have done must neces-
iy, if not entirely,
which you onee

No'j--

affectionate nephow,
“For Georoz Povsren"—
it won't do to sign

¢, Giaps,™
Having sealed and directad his letter,

from  Lomdon

knew—as he knew
, the ll'm:!r and

ro tem. of the jected com-
kns{'::huzhlnq or

wsitation he called upon that highly re-
spectable gentleman, and, after o few
minutes’ interview, gave the conversa-

with a shirug: “a vory
money L'Ll‘t‘lhlg wan; nnd wust have died

influence

having
been re t«lwﬂr.m'_ , the diple-
matist t he had y'n"ll"ralrer mn;%
., Baxter overtook him.

“Delighted to hear what you have told
ter—an
and deserves all he

“I am sura of that,” said Chauncey,
"whutaw u.mﬂ be.”
“He'll us-ﬂ% nnts, I suppose?™

Prospect
House vonder—fine garden, nbundance
of water and all that —would it suit him,

uncoymn&cr% this in-

i ol thorehrt Perhors.
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ing

end

1"y
s

tho
W

his

!he“
tho
the

Mr.

his

Pt e hasd iighting

work
with tht world, that | am _
upon

the offtct of this day's cruel
poor Latiy.™

Ani! then George told Chauncey all that
had itmn-d.

“Well, you would be o hastily honor-
pble.” replied Chauncey; **you had better
heen pdvised by me— a or
tevo until vou had killed r uncle. ’

G wrge looked at his and caw &l
ony; twinkle in his eye: but Chaun-
coy hwl his own reasons for saying no
more on the subject.

George was very il
—too il to go to the timber yard: so
{_'?_l:{:m?xy offered wt? Mr. hw

MISITHYSA M. A
place for a day or m’&wh de-
clined Mr. Chaunces's services, and was
so excossively and anxjous in his
inguiries gbout Mr, (k:;ge that Chaun-
cuy Thoy the story vesterday had

reached Mr. Bawlk,

It was not so; R.ilw
been to the timber o see Mr. P
ter, and had su Mr. Bawk by as
suring him that his clerk must have come

into money; as he had

house at a saum which be ( ;
geri had refused to

however, left a
Bawl: and Chauncey

i‘i::;lmr werchinnt the following partice-

l';\[ﬂnll'l , it appeared, had mar-
ricd a lady with meney—not plways a
desimble e for a man's life—and
the lady never him to forget the

-uritary part of their engagement. SBhe
I:::-.l tnkrfvn a l'm—thc":d 2 pot

strong cmol ug;—-
Honoe, apd

had en
o obtain it; but, fond of a bar-
gain, he hod Mr. Baxter with
a liresome tion, and the house
had sl from him. To counfess this
to M C Ranger would be to in-
voke n (1)!!{“5.] tempest; and in his ex-
tromity ho had come to Mr. Bawk to in-
tereedo his clerk to transfer his

PUTWelL ™ said Chauncey s

“Well," e a

ool natired fellow—too good

amd 1 will undertake to eay that theﬁ-
for &4,

tuin shall have Prospect
o000, ™

“Four thousand pounds!” exclaimed
Mr. Bawk.

“Amd not one ghill lesa,” said
Chauneey flrmly. “The is worth
it us it stands; but computs its valuo to
Caplain Ronger, and it is cheap &t any

wonoey. "
Mr. Bawk pleaded to p stone agent
when he t to soften Mr, Cha $

and Captnin Ranger into
wmmim‘g house at the m heard the

terins proposed, raved like a manise for
ten einutes, and then consented to be
swindied-—robbed, for the suke of peace
and quictness.

Chauncey could be a man of business
when he pleased, and he was now in a
business mood.  He therefore trotied off
the angry captain to an attorney’s, inade
the trun=fer, and secured o prespective
£1,000 for his friend George by killing
his unele. _

As the day wore on, Chauncey waited
upon Mr. Golding, and found t gon-
Ueman w-rhucl:tng o Mr. I‘uyl:icr. nndhehxl;

woensingg the great pli'ﬂﬂ.ﬂ’ mave

Ll Immi,hiln o letter of allotment for 500
chares in the St. Unats Junction, ete, ete.
ete, Railway; adding a | that the firm
of Golding, Silverton & Uo. might have
Mr. Poynter's name on their books ns an
honored client.

Chauncey undertook to deliver the let-
ter, nnd to use his influence with his
fricnd to make the only acknowledgment
‘l:; could for such goener-

ty.

Poor Geonge was very ill at ense when
his friend 'gnmm-{nmmmd, and at
first wos disposod to mgrr:nal. what he

“1 am serious, old boy,
gaid Chouncey, throwing
and the v er on the table. .
killed old Silas Cheeseman, and there aro
some of the proceeds of the transaction. |
Oren—rend und satisfly yourself.”

George o d the en
the transfer, and then Mr. :
tor. o was in a mist.  He
was delirious and had lost his reas
Chaungey was a lq‘.‘ ki
comprehend how he como Lo |
sosscd of — r
Profitontransfer. .. .......coonpuie assbos
Profit oo 40 shares, promium 5 per sharo. .

Total. . .c.icpicsverannisiosinmnsnat
and all by killing old Silas Cheeseman :
R R Lo
by, and when lmwmtwahepha@:
that he had robbed bank and had set

morning
Bilas.

uoplenapglarnt his
an act which he

was vouchsafed to erring man,
sk | {nitate the Great Forgiver.
o
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