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contents every quarter of an hour, under
pain of your wife’s indignation, is not con-
sistent with any steady mental labor. Yet
all these small annoyances the Rev. Fred-
erick Latimer bore like a Christian and
a lamb, for he was a good, kind-hearted,
domestic man, who respected the saving
of the family wash, and knew that the
kitchen fire was fully occupied, and that
what he did was no work of supereroga-
tion.

That slapping and shaking noise in the
kitchen was, he knew, Mrs. Latimer fold-
ing, and that sound portended a busy day,
and in that busy day he was willing to
make himself useful

The children were ou! sliding—getting
irey red by tumbling on the back of their
heads, and performing the “cobbler’s
knock™ on the village pond. They had
been busy cutting holly-boughs for the
church that morning, and the sliding was
their reward.

‘“‘Jane, my dear,” cried the Rev. Mr,
Latimer to his wife, as he put on his great-
coat and hat, and seized his blackthorn
stick, “I'm just going to see old Martha
Hacker; and then I shall step up to the
church and see how Payne gets on with
the decorations. I shall be back to lun¢h
at one. The sheets in my study are quite
dry, and the sauce-pan has been on the
boil ten minutes.”

“Stop a moment, Fred,” cried Mrs La-
timer; ‘1 want to speak to yon before
you go out.”

Mr. Latimer was ruffied. ¢Well, now,
what isit, my dear?. I cannot stop now;
I must be off.”

Mrs. Latimer appeared and remonstrat-
ed. ‘““Why Fred., how impatient you are.
All I want to ask youis, if you wrote
your nsual invitation to Uncle Godfrey,
for Christmas. Of course he won’t come,
but still we oughtn’t to forget him,”

“Yes I wrote on Monday. Did I ever
forget to write to him—the old selfish
hunks! Good-bye, darling. Send down
for the children, if they are not in, in half
an hour; it is now just eleven.

IT. THE ELEVEN-FORTY TRAIN.

. Todmorten wasa pretty village in Dor-|.
setshire. Itlay in a little valley, surround
ed by wooded hills and slopiug fields, and
was intersected by a railway.
The eleven-forty train slided-out of the
distance and stopped, with bragging puffs
of smoke, at the Todmorten Station. It

 took np its load, and slid off again, with

~'jerks of white vapor, and disappeared in
the direction of Poole. The station grew
again louely;and the ouly sounds, the rat-
tling of the tight cords of the signal post
and the murmur of the wind against the
telegraph wires.

Ten nimutes after, the solitary arrival,
an old-fashioned man with a wooden len'
stumped slowly ap Todmorten hill. The
butcher saw him, the grocer saw him, the
blacksmith saw him, the guests at the bar-
parlor of the Ieal of Bells saw him and
discussed him. One and all pronounced
lim to be “a regular old guy,” evidently
tome by the train, and bound to the neigh-

bering village.

“The chﬁdren from the rectory window |

saw him—for the rectory was on a hill,
mdwmmnnded the village—and marvel-
hm wooden leg,
€ eldest girl, Dora, hm‘ golden fleece
of huck hair tossing in the air, ran to de-
scribe him to Mrs. Latimer. “O, mamma,”
she eried, ‘‘there is such a fanny man
~ comingup the hill—he’s got a wooden
\!gl Geurge says he moves it as it was a
apass, and he was drawing a cirele.
5 ".a hfun. Do come and see.”
atimer allowed herself to be
drag &d the parlor by Dora, George
lookei thrungh the win-
duw The wooden-legged man was only
thirty yards off. 3!1& had no sooner seen
him than she give a hysterical seream,
and exclaimed: “4Uncle Godfrey L—-—I'II:I
Dora, and tell cook to go and take the
sheets out of the study, and the sauce-
pan; and George, goand tell Susan to
put on a clean apron and go to the front
door.
not being in!”
The next moment, there was a strange
sound on the rectory gravel-walk, and a
- gharp curt knock at the door. Susan was

{ with

———

Dear me, how Iﬂmtnnate papa |

a long time answering the door; whem she
did so, she received a rebuke that she did
not soon forget.

“Young woman,” said the old gentle-
man fariously, “is this the way you are
taught to attend to your master’ s visitors?
Nlee weather to be kept in the cold. Ugh!,
it bites one’s nose off. Lucky youare nut‘
in my serviee,for you'd go this day month.
Is Mr. Latimer in?”

“Nasty cross old thing!” thought Susan,
as she replied. “No, sir; Mr. Latimer is
out in the parish.”

““Who cares where he is. If he's not in,
where’s your missus?”

“Upstairs.”

“Very well, then tell her to come down- |
stairs.”

“What name, if you please?”

“Godfrey Dodson.”

Susan swept out of the room. She never |
saw such a eross, unmanunerly old "thlng”[
in the whole course of her life; and so she
told Ellen the cook.

Uncle Godfrey was a short, irrascible,
little man, who wore a brown spencer, a
low-crowned hat of the old hour glass
shape, popular some twenty years ago,
and long drab gaiters. He was an old
bachelor recluse, who lived in the Adelphi, |
in rooms which he never allowed anybody
to enter, and which were stuffed full of
pictures, etchings, Buhl eabinets, snuff
boxes and old chinn. Early in life, he had
been a drysalter in Liverpool, and since
then had devoted himsell laboriously to
doing nething, and exciting the expecta-
tions of his poorer relations. Mrs, Lati-
mer had only seen her uncle once gince she
was married,

Godfrey Dodson was one of those old
conneisseurs who are to be seen any morn-
ing in the show-rooms of Messrs Christie
and Manson, examining efchings suspic-
iously thrqugh huge glasses, opening and
shutting with half delight, half distrust,
remarkable agate snuff-boxes, walking
backwards from spurious Raphaels, open-
img and shutting the drawers of inlaid
cabinets, and looking for the maker’s
name and date of lustrous majolica plates. |
They know the very year every pictare |
was painted, and where the original of it
18, and what it fetched. They know every
alteration that Hogarth made in his en-

gravings, and fall into raptures over what |

other people would thiuk a defect. They

eye the auctioneer with a magpie look ut‘
expectancy and cunning, and the dealers
glances of hostility and distrost.
They hoard and accumulate with the craft

of ravens and the industry of ants, and en- | 8*

joy the pleasant reflection that when they
die, the sale of their effects will be held
in the same room as that in which they
have spent so much. of their time, and
will give extreme delight to a great many
collectors, their old rivals during life; for

of leayes scattered in a field, that must
sooner or later be blown apart, and scat-|
tered to the four winds. Still, no duubt
in spite of this unpleasant reflection, there
is great pleasure in amassing, and there
will be collectors like Uncle Godfrey as
long as the world goes on spinning.
Unele Godfrey had a lean, wizen face;

the finest collectionis, after all, like a heap | _

cold, keen, suspicions eyesy short, stubbly
white hair; overhanging eyebrows, and a
projecting lower lip that expressed a sour
contempt for all he heard and saw. He
wore the frilled shirt-front of a past age,
and the little scarlet under-waistcoat, with
just the edge showing, such as waa the
fashion forty years ago. Al.ogether, one’s
impression of him was, that he was a
shrewd, cynical, old hunks; eccentrie,
dugmn._tiu, rieh and arbitrary.
[ To BE CONTINUED. |

EDWARD MARTIN'S
NEW PORTRAIT GALLERY.
OPPOSITE WALKER'S STORE.
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. Warranted to give satisfaction!

PUTTY, PAINTS, DRY COLORS &e., for Sale,
#3-All kinds of produce taken in Exchange.
§%. OLD FRIENDS GIVE US A CALL.“@&8 .

FOR SCANDINAVER.
Portraiter of alle Slags, tilligemet Grupper,

NYGRS. & WOHLGENUTH,

"nmuT STED FOR SALE

flere tilsammen tages af -
a‘lﬁ-ﬁf J. OLSEN,

=

WM. H. HOOFER H. 8. ELDREI}GE

Hoopen & ELonencE W. §, GUDBE \

ITAVE YET I"Jﬁr' HAND A

LARGE & WELL ASSORTED
STOCK

—OF—

MERC HAN ISE,

Consisting, in part, ot

DRY &0ODS,

" EXCHANGE BUILDINGS! !

BOOTS, SHOES, |
HATS, QUEENESWARE, ”
—AND— THE UTAH PUBLIC

BUILDING MATERIALS,

WHICH THEY OFFER AT

Will derive satisfaction and pleasure

from paying a visit to the above Estab-

By
> lishment where a full and 1plete
FAPR PREGCKSB.,. . 0 lastie

line of

—FOR—

CASH, WHEAT, FLOUR, OATS,

CENERAL
MERCHANDISE,

Not to be surpassed for

QUALITY & STYLE

—0OR—

BARLE Y.

20-INCE DUCKS! 1

PIECES United States 40-inch Standard
DUCKS on hand and for SALE by

50

Iﬁ-lf‘i‘ H, & E. ]
E_ In the Territory, is on Sale at extr r
MORRIS & MAIBEN, | Moy dv A
PAINTERS. |
—-—_o_._..

W. V.. MORRIS' AND HENRY MAIBEN TMODERATE PRICES'

AVING associated themselves together a.-.l
Co-Partners in the PAINTING BUSINESS, |
atefully acknowledge the past favors of their
individual patrons, and resectfully solict a con- !

tinnance of ther pat.muage to the uﬂmbined
. THE SOUTH-WEST CORNER

efforts of
MORRIS & MAIBEN,

Who are prepared to execute PAINTING in all |

its BRANCHES.

k- Shop in rear of A. Daft's Store, East Temple
16-5% Street,

NEW STORE!
NEW GOODS

JUST OPENED!!

-
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BULLLIODINN G

PEVOTED.. EXCLUSIVELY TO THE SALE ©F

BOOTS & SHOES,
HATS & CAPS,

EAST TEMPLE STREET,

Second door below Jennings’, announece to the

Salt Lake public that they have just Whiech it is determined shall be gold at nominal
opened nna of the mosi Select vados
Stocks of :
DRY GOODS & GROCERIES, !
CLOTHING, .
BOOTS,
SHOES, ga. Particular attention is solicited to an
: HATS, Ele.. unequalled Stock of
EVER OFFERED IN UT_‘;JI TERRITORY.

pes. We also wish it understood that
our Goods will be sold very

LOW TOR CGASH.
&CALL AND SEE."®a

COTTON YARN,
FRESH HOPS,

Which Brewers and others ahmﬂd see to ap-
preciate. 19-t1
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