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AN ACROSTIC.

SoUncE of joy, nnbounded pleasure,
Uniting circles when at leisare,
Bolling gema from GRAPHIU'S page,
Qausing mirth for youth and age.
Evervwhere the ery’s the pame:
Superior art in picture fame—
Surely all approvel ¢laim.

Talea of woe, and mirth, and joy ;
Of sincere love {withont allay).

Then of Fashion, Colonr, Dreas,
Household words of lovaliness ;
E'en conundrunms you may guess.

Never was there paper yet
Ever stamped with inky jet
Welcorued more—when GRAVIIC'S met.

Zeslandin's pride—Illustrates
Every feature, faithful drawn :
And the thrilling tale relates
Love's adventures, ably shown;
And the few, select, éfitr,

Nymphs of fashion, so complete,
Drawn in costumes, rare and neat.

{iive me but the Gral'iic's store—
Rich ir novel, picture lore—

After which, T ask no more.

Papers there may be—as good,

Higlly prized, least nnderstood —

| admit ; to me they're stale
Qompared with notes by * Dolly Vale.”

Addington. H. CLARKE,

THE HEYGOOD TEA-SERVICE.

_

By ELIZABETH W. BELLAMY.

Ix FIVE CHAPTERS, —CHAPTER IT.

TWO ADYVENTURES.

E'VE no weapun,’ whispered Fred, ex-
citedly, * but there nre two against
one !’

'Doas Tdo " Arooll whispered.
He had resolved tospring upon the
intrader the moment heset footnpon
that last turnin the stairway, which

would Lring hia back toward them.
But the hand that held the pistol
was presently withdzawn, the figure
dirappeared within the garret, and
tl:e light that had faiotly illuminated
the winding rtairway was removed.

There were stealthy steps in the garret

sbove, and then e great stillness.

¢ Let's rusl: up there !" whispered Fred,

rashly.

' Better wait till he comes down again,’
said Arnold.

A moment later the figure reappeared,

learing & lamp that burned dimly, and

was calefnlly shaded by the hand that
atill beld the pistol--a very clumay old
weapon. The lamp-benrers's face was
completely hidden by the hood of the
waterproof clonk in which thbe tall form
was cloeely wrapped,

Nluwly thin mystericus fignie deccended ; another step,
reil the turn in the staireass would be repched.

*Now ' whikpered Arnold.

*Now ' answered Fred, bracing hinwelf for the spring.

Hut the tgurs stond still, peered over the railing into the
wuhmdnws—and Innghed,

*Sally I' exclaimed both the boys.
angrily :

“Thin is sn outragevus prank, Sally !
you !

T %k eaid Sally, liftiog her finger. You will wake the

Aroold burst forth

I'm sshamed of

eolonel and highten Cousin Dorina ont of her wits, yon
s !

‘y“"e“, that's eool !’ said Fred. * H'¢ wake the colonel |
e frighten Aunt Dorinat What are you up to, Sally ¥

* Did you hear any noise ' she asked, uneneily,

‘Of course we did,’ answered Arnold, 'up there in the

rret,
m’lell.,’ said Bally, coclly, ‘7 went up there—and found
1ol :

' Weren't you afraid * Fred asked, in involuntary adinira-
tion.

'Yes, I was tervibly afraid !’ the girl replied, Her face
wan very pale, and she shivered slightly. ' But there was
only & bat up there, and 1 pnlled the hood over my head.’

* Suppose thare had been a burglar ¥

1 was mueh more atraid of meeting yon two boys,’ Sally
answered. “ But [ had taken care to provide myself with a
pistnl,” and she laughed again as she lifted the eclumey old
wespon.  * Great-grest- grandfather Heywood must have
carried this when he fonght the Indians. 1 thought it
waounld match that ancient trunk, Fred.”

Fred laughed rather sheepishly, but made no mation to
take the pistol.

Early the next morning Sally carried the pistol to Miss
Dorina.

‘You are & dear, thonghifal girl, Sally,’ eaid the old ln.df,
with a devont faith in the effectivenesa of the ancient family
relic. 'I don't approve in general of carrying deadly
weapons ; but self-protection is a duty, and munst be remem-
bered when a young man is going into distant parta.’

Southshire had %)een very far away in Miss Dorina's

outh,
¥ Ar Miss Dorina never drove out, there was no need of a
carriage in the Witheredge establishment, sod the gig
was toc amall to accommodate the Colomel and Arnold,
both of whom wished to see their traveller safely in the
train.

Fred, therefore, with his grandfather and his cousin, and
the little bair trunk, took his departure for the town and
the railroad station in the market-waggon,

It was just as he took his seat in this conveysnce that
Miss Dorina presented him with the pistol. A

*Remember. my boy, it is for defence only,” she said,
*and not to be vainglorionsly displayed.’

Fred took the pistol with a rueful glance at Sally, whose
broad-brimmed garden hat hid ber laughter.

*And whatever you do, don’t lose sight of that trunk,
Fred,’ Misa Dorins cautioned. ‘It's a good idea to sit on

¢ Cousin Dorina thinks you are going to sit there all the
way to Haybridge, Sonthshire,’ whispered Sally, and the
three young people lnughed.

“Dear, dear ! It'sa very zolemn occasion—a very solemn
oceasion, indeed,’ said Miss Dorina. *1 wish yon wouldn't
laugh.’

S’fle wiped her eyes on a eilk handkerchief, kissed Fred
tenrerly, and taking Sally's arm, walked slowly bnek to the
house.

f Don’t look aiter them, Sally, my child ! don’t ! she en-
treated, as they walked aloag the straight, brick-laid path
that led from the gate to the front steps. *It is bad luck
to watel B departing friend.”

Mies Dorina was evidently depressed. Whether it wan
because she was parting with the silver or pnrtinq with
Fred, ehe wae disposed to take most gloomy views of lifi

She had never been given to erying, but she sighed, and
Resured Sally again and srain that this is & world of
trouble, unti{ the gay, light-hearted girl was taken with
such a fit of sobbing that Miss Dorina Lerself cheered up.

* Come, come, child I' she coaxed. *It will never do to
fall into the dnwmps, for we two shall be all alone until
dinner-time. The colonel has basiness in Rigdon that will
delay him, so we must do our best to comiort ench other,
We'll have soie mulled wine and spice-cake for our lnneh,

‘In the good old days that are gone forever, Sally, we
always hsf mulled wine when we were droopy over a
friend’s departure, Old Martha shall make it by my
Grandmother Heygood's recipe, the same that has been
ueed in this family for many, many years,

*Yes, and we'll have it served in that esilver bow! that
wae your Great-aunt Sally Witheredge Holly's christening-
bowl; aud I've chasged my mind about the ladles, Sally.
I'll give the ladles to Hetty tiage Witheredge, and you
shall have the christening-bowl ; 8o do, my dear, cheer up !’

But Sally, notwithstanding this comforting mssurance,

only cried the more, and sobbed out that she did not de-
sgrve the christening-bowl.
+ 0ld Martha, who had been Mivs Dorine’s maid, and was
now her self-willed housekee;_\er. came in, and made the
nialled wine under Misr Dorioa's vigilant eye; but they
disputed over its compoundiog, and Miss Dorina pronounced
the brew a total failure.

It did not taste at all liked the mulled wine ber mother
and prandmother used to serve, she said,

‘Hit's you what areg't the enme, Miss Dorioa,’ said old
Martha,  She was youbger than Miss Dorins, but had al-
ways patronized her, . .

“Perhaps so ' sighed Miss Dorina, and sipped and sighed
agtin, while Sally's tears fell into her great-aunt's christen-
ing bowl. At that moment Sally hated the family silver,
and wixlied rhe had never eeen & pieca of it.

Old Martha, who went out with a goodly portion of the
comdemned beverage for her own refection, remarked, an she
shared the apeils with Caleb, her huaband :

¢ Mien Nally is crying for some of her sins.”

Meantime i'red waa niaking the fimt Illﬁe of his journey
fromn liis liome to the station. Arnocld drove, with the
colunel seated beside him; Fred waa perched on the bair
trunk behihd them.

‘of & confusion «f sights and

¢ Fred,’ said the old gentleman, over his shonlder, na sooi
as they had turned the bend ia the road, * better give me-
that old shooting-iron.  It'sonly fit to make you ridiculous,
and get you into trouble, perhape.’

Fred guve it up williggly.

“It's & joke of Bally’s, sir, he explained ; ‘0aly Aunt
Dorina wonld aoct take it as & joke.'

¢ She need be none the wiser,’ the Colonel asanrod him, an
he hid the pistol under the horse-blanket in the bottom of
the market waggon,

* How do you neufrpme I've managed with her all these
years ¥ he grumbled, confidingly ; and then, repenting thia
domestie treason, he began husriedly to give his grandson &
great deal of advice, the sum of which wan that he must keep
a at1ict guard over his tongue, and not be seen to watch the
trunk too closely.

' OFf course you can't sit on it all the way !' haconcluded,
testily. ‘ Women, bless 'em, are too mortally exacting;.
but there’s one comfort: once ont of their sight, & man
needn't do all they expect, poor things ! Your aunt Dorina
never was ineide & tailway train in all her days. She never
saw more than the smuoke of the locomative scroes the
river,”

The ald gentleman would trust nobody but himself to buy
Fred’s ticket.

‘ Here you are,’ he said dolefully, as he thrust the bit of
poper into his grandeon’s bhand. " “Don't loss it, You'll
change cara twice, remember. It will Le by daylight, as
near as I can make out, and you must be on hand in an off.
}mngdaort. of way, you know, to see your baggapge trans-

erred,

‘ Take ¢are of yourself, dear boy, and if anything goes
wropg, telegraph me at once. lint—if anything ~Aculd
bappen to your Great-great-grandmother Heywo«i"u silver,
betrer keep still the rest of your days, or your Aunt Dorina's
days, poor sounl '

lie bell rang, and Fred, with his heart in his throat and
a strange mist, that was not sorrow, in his yonng, eager
eyes, was off at last. He felt like a bird let loose as he
waved his bandkerchief to Arnold and to his bare-headed
old grandfather who stood uncovered in the wintry day to
honour his grandson’'s departure.

It is not neeeamr{[m tollow this inexperienced traveller
all of his way from Habersham to the remote village of Bay-
bridge. It suffices to say that he kept his eyes wide open
by day, snd only closed them at might when sleep over-
powered him.

But he was not watching the truok ; he was taking in
impressions that almost effaced his great-great-grand-
mother'a silver vea service from his recollection. e re-
membered it indeed, when he changed carriages, and assgm-
ing aa air of travelled experience, he eauntered forth to see
hia baggage transferred to his new train.

He had trembled lest the little hair trunk shoold be miss-
ing, but when he saw it he was ashamed of it, and turhed
away whistling, but greatly relieved in mind.

Having seen the trunk safely throngh the second ordesl
of this kind about noon of the second day,—it was a slow
train, with many stops and delays,—Fred felt that he might
congratulate himeelf upen lavicg escaped all probable risk
of roblery.

He expected to reach his destination at about ten o’clock
that night, and already he pictnred himself telegraphing his
grandfather, * Arrived safety. Irunk intact.” He bad never
sent & despatch in his life, and this one was of great import-
ance in hie eyes.

Eut late in the afternoon Fred heard news that sorely
troubled him. He asked the distance to Baybridge, and
was inforived that the railrosd, which was a new one, had
not been completed as far as Baybridge. Tt extended only
o Hulluw-Cane, about twenty-five miles from Baybridge.

‘ Only twenty-five miles !' said Fred, between relief end
despair. “How am I to get there with—with—with my
irunk ¥ he stammered. lhe words were out before he

new. -

Hin question was addressed vaguely to a gionp of men in
the seata opposite him, They all turoed, and ons of them
eaid, runmng his eye over the lad’s trim figure: *'Well,
youngster, it the wust comes, and your shiny shoes don't
pineh, you can walk, Sling your trunk across yourshoulders ;.
onleast it's heavy.’

This was followed by a very boisterons langh.

‘ What sort of place is Hollow-Cane? Fred ssked, un-
eagily, of  sober-looking, middle-aged wan, who sat apart,
and only smiled when the others laughed,

'Iv's & roadside hotel,’ he answered, slowly. *Mayhe
you can get a hunk to sleep on.’

* Could I get a conveyance oo to Baybiidge ? Fred asked.
This time he did not mention his trunk, but he thought of
it the more.

*There's a coach running regularly to Winwood—four
miles. You might get a conveyance from there to Bay-
bridge to-morrow,’

Just 88 vhe whistle blew to anncunce their mpproach to-
Hollow-Cane station, the sober-locking man who bad given
him this information came from the other end of the car.
riage and sat beside him.

“'The conductor tells re,” paid be, * that you can go on to,
Baybridge to-night. Tom Meyrick runs an open waggon
three timea a week, and this is one of his nigiits. Heisa

trusty fellow, bas a good team, and the road in essy, 1l
bunt him up ahd meke you acquainted.’
They sturubled ont into the darkoess, The station loomed

vp in the fitful glave of two or three flickering lampe.

Fred, stift and half-giddy with long riding, wes conacions
sounds, How he mabaged it,
he hardly knew, but he had siogled out his trunk, and was
seated on it when his self-appointed guide introduced Tom
Meyrick.

He was not s very tall mab, but was powerfully built.
His bair and eyes were black, and he hal 8 heavy black
beard and bushy eyebrows that were koit in au unpre} osseas.
ing frown. Fred did not like his looks, Iu his suxiety for
the safety of his tremsure, he exaggersted the man's hard
expression, and felt sure he wns g villsin, The young
traveller was very homesick and despondent,

* What time do we reach Baybridge ¥ he asked.

‘Put you there by three o'clock. Btart right awsy,”
Meyrick answered, with a rigid countennnce.

'g’ohm;greeabla Wiour torout up a family. [ suppore
there's ao hotel I can put up &t ¥

‘Oh yes. Any baggayge?

* Qnly this trunk.”

Meyrick snatched it op to fling it into the opev waggon
that was drawp up at the end of the pistform,

*Well | well ' be exciaimed with & grin, ‘] picked up



