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I charged him with opening the letter
entrusted to his care. '

“I neverdid.” It'salie!”

“[hat is your thumb-mark on the paper.”

“Pooh! The post-office people done it,
praps. Thumb.marks is all alike.”

“No, they are all different. The mark
on the envelope we saw you make. The
ong on the letter is just the same. You
opened the letter!”

“Well, what if 1 did? All's fair in love
“and war.  I'm goin’ to arst Louise to keep
company with me.”” Louise gave me oue
look, and left the room. “ 1 wauted fo
know if she had got a chap already.
it to find out. There is a chap, and 1've
got to cut " out.  Sec?”

“ Aro you not ashamed ¥

“Well, it ain’t quite the square
boss. ['m ready to apologise to Louisc.
There, that's. handsome

“ Listen to me, Drake.
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you for doing this dirty action, because you
know no better. But you are unfit to
associate with my daughter, and you must
not come bere again!”

“ What ye puttin’ ou side about?  Wha
are ye? If ye was better off once, ye're
only a poor bush settler now.”

 Not too poor to cheose my company!"

“I'm as good as ye, and better off.  And
after all I've done for ye! Confound all
snobs ! I'l} send yo n o Inll for
pack-"orses.”

“ Do, please. 1 shail be glad to pay it.”

“ Well, I'm off.  Bub I've got it in for ye
new, s0 yeo'd Detter wateh it ! ™

“QOhk! Dad, is he gone? " asked Louise,
coming vut of her room. * He threatencd
Dad. T am afraid he will do yeua
mischief.”

“We'll risk it. Thank Heaven, the
Bloke isx offended af last! Better on
avowed enemy than an intolerable friend.”
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Tuere is no god but God,
Bowever far he bo;

There is no hell but Karth,
For Warth is Hell to me!

Thero is no Rest but Sleep,

That knows not mortal breath ;
No path from Hell to Rost

But through the straits of Death.

Hear, then, thou only God
Who doest most things well ;
The means bo thine—thy lmnd or

mine—

But leave me not in Hell!

B V., Hawr.



