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But my ‘tale waits. At seven o’clock or
thereabouts, in that dull street only yet gray

~dawu, the old man came down, unlocked the

shop- door, and 'admitted another old red-no-
sed man, who proceeding to work, brought in
the'shutters one by one. It ‘was evident the
box had not yet been missed.  Watching the
second ghutter to .its place in the rear of the
shop, the thief safe with his prize got clear into
the street,and dived down the first court-way,
‘There he picled up the fragment of a door-
mat, that, wound abeut the box, concealed it
from observation; then making his way by ob-
seure streets, to some disused mews in the vi-
cinity of the Togg establishment, he brought
forth from behind the rafters an old file, rived
ihe lock, and - cleared the mystery. But no-
thing, for , thief-hero-glory ; ‘nething but what
would make the whole Togg establishment
roar with laughter, and Slimps once more the
presiding Apollo! A strange old book, and a
few fragments of womanly apparel, were all
it held. And for these he had borne cold and

‘Ranger through: so many winter nights! De-

pressed by hunger and vexation, for he had
not tasted food for many hours; he crouched
down amidst some mouldy straw; and for the
first time, perhaps since his miserable child-
heod, fairly cried himself to sleep. It was
dark drear night again; ‘when he awoke be-
nambed and almost lifeless with the cold. As
the comforts of the Togg “establishment, were-
ounly open ‘to- such as could give in retarn some
pretty practical tangibility, thus merely imita-
ting'the larger world” which by no  means re-
coguises glory of any abstract kind,. the thief,
after hiding the box, set forth to'the house of a
Jew named Cripps, whose dealings with Mrs.
Togg, for forty years, had varied between the
scale of a' rusty key, and a gold smuff box.

“ + Books don’t even come up to vipes, as you
should know, Tammy,’ said the Jew witha
leer, as snuffing the guttering candle with “his
bony fingers, ‘he looked round upon the group
.of thief-customers gathered in all attitudes
round the little counter—* thems isn”t prianted
at the top off Moll’s kasy-kism, my love.
Oh! dear no?’ S

< But, -but;’ said the boy eagerly, his face
50 koen with intellect that the eyes of the Jew
aropped. beneath hig Jook, ¢ it was taken preci-
ous care of in a brass bound-box.’

u¢Ah!ah!” and the! Jew who had ‘already
commenced business with a fresh customer,
Jaid his hand eagerly upon the book and draw-
ing it quickly ‘towards him, said in a whisper,
“Well, a shilling. my lovae.> That which had
struck Cripps in a moment was made apparent
to the thief; there must be seme ‘intrinsic va-
lue i ‘a‘thing so carefully preserved. He
snatched the beok from the Jew’s now grasp-
ing hand, and made his way to the door, with-
out looking back upon the old man, who, ea-
gerly bent across the counter, was crying ou
with his eracked squeaking voice—¢ Step i1he
boy, tivo shillings, ‘three shillings, my love
©Oh dear, stop the boy?’

Eyen had the Togg supper been, on this par-
ticalar night, a free-will affair, the thief ceould
not face the ‘old woman or the girl; for he had
dropped hints of coming glory, and to fall short
of this was a degredation too' low even for
humanity in rags.. So croeping back tc
the wews he found ‘the girl Bella waiting for
hia.

« Youam't'a eoming that dodge over Togg,’
sha ‘asked with something like centempt, as she
watched the thiéf draw the precious volume
from beneath his miserable shict; ¢ Lless you, 1
shall have a firm foot with yer all the way' to
the gallows, Tummy, but I sha’n’t bafgood
enough if’ your come to thaf. So put it by,
Tummy; them as is made by grand people to
live like ‘bats and owls, ha’ got uothink so
precious in natar as to prig and snateh when
they:can;so Tummy, flout the horn-book and
ba'a dero!”  This advice, added to certain in-
formation of }3limp’s progress, ¢o durkened all

agam the beaatiful young light of-natural good-

that on the produetion of a few pence, the
hook was carefully hidden, and. the dimness
of the squalid chamnber changed in a few min-
utea for the warmth and gorgeousness of the
ueareat gin-shop. Bome privileged customer
was justat thatinstant opening oneof the even-
18y papers, and his literary courage had been
jutely fortified with a glass, he immediately
read, for the edification of .a few around him,
an advertsemeunt that met his eye on the first
page:—* £20 reward and a Free  Pardon.
Sielen- from-the shop of David Brandle, book-
seljer Street, Cheapside, last night, or ear-
Iy this morning, a brass-bound box, containing
ivhook.? T'he thief stopped to hear no more,
bt placing back upon the counter the untouch-
ad gliss -of gin, wistfully looked round too see
i the girl had heard, or obzerveds bat as she
was as a distanee, amidst the strugzling crowd
ofsthat death-sea, he glided into the street, and
Ikept.on with 2 swift step. ~ All the visions of
‘Logu glory shone again; and as all that were
his frieads jvere too ignerant to solve the mys-
tecy that lav between this advertisernent and
{rips’s wudden eagerness; he determined,
with ome of those impalses that sometimes
saaiu 10 be ungel-wise promptings of our spiri-
tual nature, to understand and find tha clue
himsell. There was a newly-opened achool
in'vaat neighbourhood, where crime and squa-

lor, as he had often heard told with plasphe-
mous lips in the roar of Togg glory, met with
kindly ministration; and so the next threshold
stepped on from the gin-shop was that of the
ragged school. The heart of guilt was coura-
geous till this last step was made; and then,
with the abject ard the coward fear of guilti
ness, it stooped lowily, in meek confession of
its abjectness, before the beaming light of
good. But taking courage at last, he passed
in with vacillating step, and full of shame at
the abjectnéss of his rags, yet to' be kindly
hailed, as one boasting the form of the Divine;
that hand that had been stretched “forth to
thieve on the foregoing night, now held "the
horn-book, and the wondering and the thirsty
ear heard as were the silver-noted music of a
heaven not even fashiened forth n the hope-
fulless of dreams!

Of course the motive was yet towards that
vision of Togg glory. When he could read,
and ‘tell what was “within the book, what a
sam he might sell it for!" So mingled the evil
and the good, as the chief crouched back into
the straw that "night—to dream, however,
more of the horn-book ‘than the halter, and
waking in the morning to find that the poor
Duckling had been there, and left some food.
The act for the first time fell like dew upon
the course hird nature of neglect and crime.

Yet, though the parpese still feant towards
the furtherance of Togg glory, it was wonder-
fal with what rapidity” the poor thief learnt.
Weeks did for him, what only months for
others! He was the wondrous prodigy of the
school, and this knowleage grew from day to
day, the vision of togg glory dimmed, the
petty theft scarcely supplied the exigencies of
hunger, and, not only scouted at by Togg and
her crew, he all at once found himself oppo-
sed to the bitter malice of the Jew, who had
not forgotten the prize his fingers bad clutched.

Driven.by this from bis miserable lodging;
he had to find shelter as he might, sometimes
beneath bridge-arches, or dank blind court
ways, and even with the Duckling in hislone-
ly. sewer; for the little shrivelled creature had
lately fallen ill, and of course all the glories of
the Togg establishment were closed in the ab-
sence of some sort of tangibility. It was
Tom’s turn now to bea friend.  When he
could no longer thieve—when the paralysis of
crime passed into the iron nerve and strenuous
(orce of growing knowledze—when the last
theft hung like a shadow:on his spirit—he ga-
thered together the refuse of markets, earned
a few pence at wharves and stables, and when
not, starved with his drooping friend. Woen-
derful often too was the Rembrandt pictare of
light and shade in the lonely sewer. Beside
the narrow fire, sparkling up fitfully towards
the dank-roof, he told the pallid wretch of
that' ‘inncr life that is linked to divineness of
good, or read scraps of newspapers picked up
in the stieets, or went over the marvellous one
page stuck like tempting froit in some shop-
window; and so at last, even in this nursery of
vileness, the intellectual nature of the outcast
worshipped ' in spirit and truth. Now came
the glorious night, when he ¢ould read well
to open the bookseller’s quaint treasure
he Duckling fire. Now no longer was
riosity of guilt—but the curiosity of

it was a volume of ancient madrigals, with
appropriate masic; and ¢ Daisy "Brandle’ way
the name written on the fly leaf. It opened
everywhere, where the music and the poetry
were twin in gracefu Now it was cer-
tain that there was Togz treasure, but
seme old memory ofan earth-sorrow; and the
matter before theught of, was now resolved
upon;: and so, ina few days, (God bless thee
Tom?) with an honest earned shilling, ‘though
fearfaily hungered for, the Jock* was mended,
the book and the few things replaced ‘with a
reverent hand, and having “made up the Duck-
ling’s five, and placed his fragment of * blanket
around him, Tom, with the box beneath his
arm, and naked as of old, took his way to
Brandle’s shop, and, bless the oatcast! not a
bit of hesitatien now; se different is the prin-
ciple of evil and that of gnod; but going right
in, placed the box wapon the book the old man
was reading.  He turned deadly pale, looked
fiercely up ir the thief’s face, amd then, mo-
ving rapidly off his stool, griped the wretch’s
naked arm. But fear wus past. Looking
with eyes that never flinched or wavered be-
fore the old man’s searching gaze, Tom told
the whole truth, yet never usked one word of
pity.

QOae by one the fingers relaxed as the gaunt
face of famine betrayed the misery of endu-
rance, and when the tale was done, the old
man said merely—* Hamph! well see if you
can put up the shutters, there they are:
and when, with giad alaerity, tha boy had
moved away, that old man fell upon the box,
and ihe tears gushed forth like summer rain.
Well, when the shop was closed, and Tom
was especially - haady, the old wman merely
ing—* You’re hungry, I see;’ beckoned him

‘;uyictulrs, roosed up the fire in that same little

room, piaced bread and a scrap or meat before
him, and sinking into the old arm-chair, fell
into a sort of dreaming reverie, looking up,
however from time to time, to ask the name
of the scholmaster, and to note it down; and
when at last honger was satisfied, and the best
mursel saved for the Duckling, the boy rose
and thanked the old man, who then said—
¢ Well, I’ll light you down: but come to-mor-
rew at noon. 1'll see what can be done for
you.’

* It was a glorious night, of hope and fear.
When he weat punctual to the time, at noon,

he found that the old man had been already
to the schoolmaster, dud the report had been

. cheese, and.a warm to the beer.

¢ never was the

so favourable, that' he, 'Tom, the cutcast the
vagabond, found himself in some five minutes
appointed to the office “shop-shutter, “sweeper,
and sole attendant on the old bookseller, he
once-named red-nosed individeal having re-
cently died. In few werds, theold man told
him that he led a very lonely life; that one
condition of their intercourse was that of little
speech; that in the kitchen below he might
make his home, and do there as he liked, that
coals were in abundance for his use, that
though for himself he sternly refused all com-
forts, having merely his food from a geig
bouring cook-shop, yet that he, Tom, should
have a little weekly sum to do with as. he
pleased, and that some old clothes were in a
chest up stairs that he might have.

Life’s contrasts make the topry of life.
Trath’s poetry of hope and gratefulness was
there that night, when a fire barnt high and
clear in the long-neglected grate of the strange
kitchen; when the scissors, in the Jobn-Bull-
trowsers-of-capacity, fashioned forth a  ¢maller
pair, when their was a rub at the old Dutch
clock, and a new voice from the long perished
heur; when there was a dipping into one of
the dusty volumes; and just a toast at the

Oh! blessed

h-

poetry of cheerfulness and joy!

Weeks of this happiness soon rolled by, and
truth better shown, that all
great natural intellect, true to the great laws
of nature of which it forms a part, falls, with
its perfecting power, upon the lowliest, as the
highestthings. Thetrowsers of onee terrible
capacity fitted faitly; the coat.outshone Slimps’
very best; the saucepans bright, the dressers
reflected back the glowing fire; the fire itself
was so cheerful, that the long moped crickets
came in joy; the music of the Dutch cloek
went fairly onj the old man’sfood, though he
knew it not, was warmer than of old, his
hearth secretly cleaned;last and best too, with
leave the vast hetrogemous mass ef beoks, in
the neglected roems upstairs was begun to be
sorted and arranged: and when, one night, a
pile of thousands of spelling-books and gram-

, mars reared itself up, that intellect which so-

ciety had disregarded and called vile, thought

{ within ¢every ¢ne one of these shall be a light

vpon miserable Togg®darkness; and ' thus, and
thus began to be fashioned that great spiritu-
al divinity which suALL come forth from
rags.

Anotherjoy, too! One day, from some ques-
tions asked, Tom took courage to tell the taci-
turn old man the history of the wretched
Duckling perishing in a sewer. In a moment
in a word or so brief mercy, that supposed
hard old man gaid, ¢ Well, let him come and
be by your fire below.”  And so that very
nightin an ancient sedan, lent by a smiling
beadle (what a. wonder!) who lved in_the
neighbourhood and had, retired ; from sedan
keeping, the dying creature was brought, and
laid tenderly by Tom himself, for he had
wasted to a shadow, upon a little bed made
upon three chairs beside the glowing fire
Aud though the little shrimped-up starveling
was alone almost all day, with no other com-
pany than the ticking melody of the hours, and
the chirping crickets, there was night, when
Tom could sit beside and read, and strew with
flowers the sinking pathway to the grave.
Thowgh still taciturn, the old man seemed to
take pleasure i the corpany of the boy. - One
night aftar havig ebserved nvlittle jobacco=box

on ashelf, o bon

aid 1t Giled beside the ola

cate tobaeco, and |

man: © He shools “his heaill said something
g t hisnot having smoked for many venrs;
yet, ‘neverthe lawd it “reverently beside

him on the ma
of intercourse
after night-

pie hese privileges
nd, that often
a visitor; a
little flute gentleman,
named Webba. who kept i amall masic shop
in a street hard hy; dnd as the strange story
of the old man’s danghter ¢ Daisy Brandle’
oozed ont bit by bit from the said cheerful bee-
dle, "Tom began to take great interest in his
coming, as often on such occasions, a voice was
given to the music ofthiose old madrigals. This
Webbe had been music-master to the girl,
who, besile being beautifal had been gifted
with a wondeful voice and possessing some=
what her father’s quaint taste, had loved such
wusic and such words. Much mystery hung
about the feregone time; but on the very noon
she was to have been married a cousin wha
dearly loved her, and who managed the eld
man’s thea extensive business, she departed
with some princely vagabend, whom she had
by accident met with at Webbe’s. Little had
been known of her from that bour; the business
dwindled away, and the cousin dying broken-
hearted. the old man had sunk into the sort of
dreary life [ tell off, and only once a year, on
the anniversary of her Ceparture, opened that
old chamber that. had been hers, and in ity
mouldér and decay, was whispered to be just
as she had left it; Master Webbe being on
that night alwaysa guest.: From hiats, drop-
ped by the before-mentioned ‘predacessor of
Tom, the beadle had gathered, that Daisy had
retarned of late years to England; with a young
child, and earned a precarivus living as an
itinerant player. This was all that was
known.

’
ped weunzened old

It was corigus that, ag the 'summer waned,
tha Duackling; still lingering fitfully on, some
little errand. took the hey one nizht to old
Webbe’s shop. The musician was in his little
backparlour,rummaging amongst some old mu-
sic for & customer, who, seated in the shop,
was worthily representing those 'gods of Par-
nassus, Sternhold ‘and Hepkins, by seraping
his threat, and looking solemn, whenever he
laid aside an heritic song, from the quaint L.
M.’s and 8. M.’ he wae loeking at:

s and some deli- {
mnd some deli F of Godl

P

¢ A pretty

thing this, sir, said; Tom, ‘es ke
took up asong he nad heard old Webbe sing:

‘Profine, profane,’ hem’d Sternholdism.
« Yet even cometh it forth from, the month of
babes and ancklings, for no longer age than
laat Monday a little vagabond was a-sitting a-
singing it in my chuorchyard, and what made
it budder, under my very desk winder.
He—m, but 1 s’e scon "1ad her off, for Jike

foses I smote witha rod, ’specially as it was
a little vagabond, as our blessed wicar o’ Gol-
deuacorn i3 going to law with the neighbeuring
wicar of Batter-cum-Bacon, ’canse the moth-
er, a tramping cretur, died 'on extraparoehia
ground, and each parish says /it won’t: maie-
tain, ard so. *, *. ¥.:%. With. glistening
eyes, and heart divining all, Tom stepped him
to-ask the name. * Well, some scrap paper,
with Brandle written on it, was found in the
mother’s pocket, and, ¢ #8083, TP
was envagh,the boy waited not for his errand,
but posted off ‘to his friend the smiling beadle;
and that very night Tom asked his niaster for
a holiday, which was granted.

1t was a glorious autumn neon, seme days
after, that the once ouatcast and the vagabond
made some 1nquiries at a cottage door im. 2
Little village amidst the Surrey hills. ¢ The
child ‘that these parsons are a-making a meise
about! Well, as Gruntpipe ’s gathering his
apples, and ’s safe, she, pcor cretur, has crept
into the chnrchyard I dare duresay, it is her
only home.” And so, breathlessly, Tom cres-
sed the rustic stile, and with hushed step, went
on towards the shadow of the ehurch. In a
corner, assigned to pauper burial, for the grass
was rank and “long, sat a little child seme
seven years old, bending lilke a crushed flawer
dewn-troden to theearth. Starting with terror,
even at the boy’s light step,she rose, littla flower
as she was, and stood before him, the image
of the old man.  *Daisy,” and at that werd
spoken lowily by divinity from rags, the trust-
ing nature of childhood recognised in the ent-
cast a friend, and, folded in his arms, the
ministering angel of Pity wept above the tears
of overflowing gladness. He bore her swiftly
from the churchyard in his arms, to the tep ef
the lane where the coach passed by, waited
for it, and with her then journeyed on to town.
Reaching home by night-fall, ke bore her into
the house unseen by the old man; and the
slowly-dying ereature, who at times wandered
in intellect, said often through the night as she
slept beside the fire, nursed by Tow, ¢ Den’t
look at her hard, she is too lika . these pure-
winged things you read of, Tom.’

The morrow night, as the divinity-forth-from=
rags had reckoned, was the anniversary  when
the locked chamber was opened. Tom had
never entered it; but when he knew eld

L 'Webbe was come, and after listening writh lit-

tle tiptoed Daisy on the landing to some ©
those old songs, quickly recognised by the
child, for they had been sung by her mother,
he took courage and went in. It was a bed-
chamber, strewn with apparel, just as the girl
had left it; and the two old men were seated
by the instrument she had so often played.
The ote had played serrowfully, the other
had listened droopingly, and they heard not the
boy and the child enter; to them the past was
visible and sentient; the present dead.

¢ Please, sir,” said Tom, at last laying his
hand respectfully on that of the old bookseller,
“2o not now let thess songs make you lenger
sorrowful; here is a living spirit that will sing
them cheerfally because music is the glad voice
bimself. This is your little grand-
child.” The power of anger was all gone; and
the old man forgot his years of sorrow, in the
living image and voice of the ¢hild. Aad il
at'last ene was more subdued than the rest,
it was the once eutcast, the vagabond, the
thief, who had by act made the baptism o
sin, and recognised by each the beautiful pow-
er which good in its nature has over'evil!

The pipe was four times filled that night;

a rare gapper came from the Drum and Tram- -

pet opposite, and whilst Daisy sung on the eld
man’s knee to the ravished ear of Webbe,
Tom listened reverently and lovingly! * *
And now, whilst I write, Tomn Brandle, 23
he is called, is a proper fighting dragoen mn the
mattor of time and education, and the dogma-“
tic, self-satisfied British Lion, with all his
roaring, is like to have the werst of it; for, be-
sides being a bookseller, and concocter @
* 2iming high’ spelling books, and a diver in-
to every baunt of erime and wretchedness, ke
has turned the once gloomy warehonsea inte 2
great Ragged School, whern is forght, evary

night, a glorions and trinmphant battle ~with
Ingnorance and Supersti ion.  That sweet

harmonies of our divine nature may not be al-
sent,

Daisy has been  trained 1 sing: efttimo?
therein; and the little flute-shaped man ha®
become an enthnsiastic teacher,, And Mr.
Slimps, from an Apéllo of thisvery, has be-
come a dispenser of Brandlo speiling books
throngh the coontry; and-be efien telis of the
poor Duckling’s happy death, and Towm’s grent
friendship. And oid Brandle smokes éxtraor-
dinary pipes, over his Bartons and his Fullers
hinking much of a weddivg ring Tom may
bye and bye give to Daisy, with as mueh re-

. verence for the buinan ffower, aa did he, the

Pact,when he raised up the ons of the summer

. air erushed beneath his mountain ploagh.

Thercfore the divice metaphysic of Trath ¥
this: Evil is nol' e necessily to man, but a €0
tingent of 1gnorance, that will fall as hwms~
nity progresses towards the great prinsiplt
of good, whichis that of  Nature,

An Athenian, who wag lame in one {00’
joining the army, was laughed ut by the #°
diery, on account of his lamenesa, [ am her®

to fight,” said he, *“not to retarn.”
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