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THE LIGHT OF YEARS.
WHEN violets bloom and soft winds

1 lay,
When fleckless 8kies float o'er the ruth.
When all is youth and joy and mirth,

Life's aim is happiness, we say,

When violets bloom and soft winds play.

we sigh,
summer joys have all gone by.

[This story begam in No. 118.]
JACK WHEELER.
A S8TORY OF THE WILD WEST.
By OAPT. DAVID SOUTHWIOK.

CHAPTER XIV.

He looked about as terror-stricken an individual
as it was possible to conceive, for he seemed to be
dying by inches through fear. When he saw the
consfnu his heart bounded with joy, and before he
‘was within ten yards of them he shouted :

¢ Please save save me, oh do; and I'll do any-
thing for you.”

He received no response from them, however,
and Alfred felt glad that he had been cluﬁhh

** What are they going to do with him? " he asked

ack.

*+ Kill him, I suppose,” was the answer.

*¢ He deserves it,” exclaimed Alfred; * you have
now an opportunity of getting even with him for
his lies, arrogance, and persecution.”

“ I would scorn todo that,” said Jack. *HadI
caught him out alone, I might have punished him
as he deserves. [ do not believe in revenge when
you have all the advantage, especially on such
cowards as he ig; and he is beneath one’s con-
tempt.

en the braves reached the centre of the en-
campment they indicated to the prisoner to dis-
mount, and he tremblingly complied ; but he had
no sooner touched the ground than he threw him-
self on his knees, and implored the cousins to save

him.

Jack asked the yonn‘y; chief how he had captured
Runman, and he replied that they found him trav-
eling alone on horseback over the ph‘inu.

!
lying where he had fired. On drawing closer he

saw it was an Indian. He finally turned over the
body, and was astonished to find it was Ruuning
orse.

It was evident that this man, who had since they
Joined the Indians been their deadly foe, had by
some means, probably by accident, discovered their
flight, and followed them for the purpose of killing
them in their sleep, and returning to the camp in
triumph with their scalps.

‘I wonder why this fellow hated us so mnch,”
Alfred said, looking at the body of the dead Indian.

 Because,” was the response, ** we have ruined
him as a medicine man, and I have been his con-
stant, though unwilling opponent.”

Jack also said, that he fancied that he had seen
a figure moving just as they left camp, and that he
hldg“no doubt followed their trail, which was an
easy matter, as the ponies were shod, es] ecinlly
when they led 1n a straight line. *‘It is lucky,”
Jack concluded, *‘that he did not come up until
our sleep was just over.”

They took the bow and quiver of arrows from the
dead warrior, who had been shot through the neck,
and dragging the body into the bushes, covered it
with leaves and brushwood to conceal it from
wolves and other beasts of pray.”

When they returned to the fire, Alfred said :

“8o you have the wisdom of the snake after all ;
and that Indian tale about the father of all snakes
is true.”

“1 don’t want the wisdom of snakes,” was the
answer, **as I fear there is more knavery than good-
ness in it. I have no objection to snakes acting as
guardians, however,” he continued laughingly ;
‘* and that one certainly did us a favor. I feel sorr)
l?nuyt killing that Running Horse in the manner
did."

Alfred suggested that it was a just retribution
upon_him, and if he had not died that he would
have killed them if he could.

** We'll drop the question,” said jack
us go and gather some potatoes for dinner.”

They collected enough to last them for two days ;
and when they finished their evening repast they
saddled their horses, which had fared generously
on the luxuriant grass, and started westward, in
hopes of falling in with an emigrant train, or et~
ting on the trail used by overland traius, in hopes
they could follow it to California.

They traveled at night, in order to avoid war

arties of savages, and to give them the day to look
for food and shelter. They reached a small coppice
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8o intense was the yed by Run-
man, that the young Indians looked at once with
sarprise and contempt at him, and Jack had but
little difficulty in persuading them that just as it
was fortunate, and brought good medicine to a war-
rior to kill a worthy fue, man or beast, 8o it would
bring the extreme of bad fortune to killso wretched
a coward as this. Finally, after several more dis-
plays of his medicine powers, and by means of a
solemn promise that Le would, at nu{‘ rate for a
time, remain with the tribe and help them against
their enemies, Jack obtained permission for their
white captives to depart for the nearest station,
nominally under the escort of Runman, but it might
be more correctly said that he left under escort of
the women, not one of whom was so base and cow-
ardly as this wretched young fellow.

For another four months Jack and Alfred re-
mained with the Pawnees, accompanying them
more than once to battle against the Sioux, and
joining in all their games and exercises. At the
end of that time, considering that they had now re-
deemed their promise, and had repaid the tribe for
their hospitality, the lads prepared to slip nvrnly;,
knowing that the Indiana would, if they had an fak-
ling of their intention, place every obstacle in their

way.

Kdlrk night was chosen by Jack and Alfred for
their attempt to escape the Indians ; and when the
camp was asleep, they made up their rugs and
other possessions into bundles, and stole gu‘etly
away to the horse lines. They had tethered their
mustangs at the end of a line of horses, and
therefore no difficalty in finding them. Quietly
they put on the saddles, fastened their bundles to
the pommels and cantles of the saddles, and then
vaulting into their seats, rode oft at full speed from
the camp.

They rode on throughout the night as fast as their
Eonies could travel, and found themselves by day-

reak near a small stream, on whose banks a few
stunted bushes grew. They halted there ; and hav-
scanned the horizon and the ground for an;
ation of foes, they came to the conclusion that
it was safe to stop where they were.

Having unsaddled and hobbled the horses, they
turned them out to graze; then cut down some
shrubbery with their tomahawks. They piled this
up until it made a large heap, and having secured
some of the inner bark of the bushes, which was
quite dry, they lighted it by firing loose powder out
of their rifles.

This was placed under the brushwood, and they
had the satisfaction of having a hot fire in a short
time. After drying their buckskin clothes, which,
fortunately, were smoke-tanned, so that they would
not shrink after a drenching, they commenced to
think of breakfast.

They had brought with them some buffalo flesh,
but having a preference for fresh meat, they started
outin quest of game; but after wandering about
for an hour of more, they did not even see a ground
squirrel or a prairie dog.

This was rather disappointing, and they were
about returning to their shelter, when Alfred no-
ticed the stalks of prairie potatoes, and called his
cousin's attention to them. is was hailed as a
good omen by Jack ; and he said that they had al-
ready received the benefit of observing what roots
the Indians had gathered. He thought the knowl-
edge then obtained would enable them to travel
westward without apprehending any danger from
hunger.

Drawing their knives, they commenced diggin,
the Kontoes, and in less than an hour had enougl
for breakfast. They roasted these; and having
eaten them with some buffalo flesh, lay down to
sleep in the shrubbery. Their slumber was as calm
as if they were in bed in St. Louis, until four o’clock,
when they were aroused by & hissing noise, Jack
started up immediately, and saw a huge rattlesnake
coiled near the fire, and very near his legs.

Its head beinﬁ raised as if about to strike, he
glanced in the direction that it gazed, and saw,
about thirty feet away, what seemed to be the coal-
black eyes of a man, which peered out of the long

s, but as the body was not visible, he thought
e had made a mistake.

He knew too much about the plains, however,
to take any risks, and seizing his rifle, he fired in
the direction of the eyes. The detonation had
not died away before a wild scream was heard, and

brought the consins to their feet with a startled

bound.

P the presence of the snake in_the new
ulvm,niuk leaped over the fire, and, rifle in
band, advanced towards the object which he saw

of trees by dawn, and there halted, un-
til it was light enough for them to see the ground
distinctly, when they commenced a critical exami-
nation of the grass and shrabs, to see if Indians
had been there lately.

Having satisfied themselves that there were no
Indian signs there, they started back to their
horses; but they had not gone ten paces before
their hearts were sent bounding almost into their
mouths by the loud gobble of a turkedv.

Jack thought at first that the sound had been ut-
tered by an Indian, and he lifted his rifie mechani-
cally, in order to sell his life as dearly as possible ;
but'when the call was repeated he dmé)ped the
weapon, and, turning to Alfred, he asked him to
keep %uiet and he would bag that turkey.

Both then retired, as noiselessly as possible, into
a clump of
the war-whistle Little Dog had given him, which
was made of the bone of a turkey's wing. i
this to his lips, he drew the air through the orifice,
and uttered the gobbles, yelps, clucks, and rolls of
a turkey 8o accurately, that Alfred looked at him
in astonishment.

This was answered by the gobbler, which rolled
out his liquid hotes with a resonance that made
the copse resound. He was followed by others,
and Jack chuckled as he thought of the number of
turkeys he would bag that morning.

He responded to the last call by a coy yelp,
which proved so alluring to the turkey cock that
he advanced boldly, yet_cautiously as if he were
ofraid of the bushes. When he reached an open
space, Jack could hear his spitz, spitz, spitz boom,
8s he swept the grollnd proudly with his wings.
This was followed by silence, during which the
cousins dared not move for fear of alarming him.

He finally came in front of their position, but his
eyes and ears were on the alert to ietect any unus-
ual object or sound. He stood on one leg, and
held the other poised, as if fearful of putting it
down. His burnished plumage and proud, vigilant
air made him a beautiful object to look at; but
hunger being pressing, Jack shot him dead, then
picked him “ﬁ' and found he was a beautiful speci-
men of his family, being over twenty pounds in
weight. Alfred shot another on a tree top, 8o that
they had meat enough for two days. They cooked
one, and that with prairie potates and some late
berries which they found in the copse, enabled
them to breakfast in the most sumptuous manner.

After hobbling their horses, they rolled them-
selves up in their blankets, and slept until five
o'clock, when they arose, and, after dining, re-
sumed the march.

They traveled at a rapid pace, and as the moon
was ghining brightly, they were enabled to note the
country carefully. They saw a dim smoke curling
up in the horizon about midnight, and Jack ad-
vanced to see what it was. After crawling through
the long grass for half an hour, he came in sight of
the smoke, and saw that it was produced by the
fires of & party of savages, who were evidently on
:«he war path, as there were no indications of a vil-

bushes ; and Jack drew from his breast

age.

Hastening back with all speed, he informed Alfred
of what he had secn, and both dashed away ata
full gallop, and kept up this gait for four or five
miles, when they settled down into a steady canter.

They came to a stage station early in the morn-
ing, but found that burnt down, and from the ap-
pearance, Jack thought it had been destroyed by
the Indians within two or three days, as some of
the sods were smouldering, and a pile of wood was
only partially reduced to ashes.

An examination of the surrounding region proved
that it had been attacked by a large body of sav-

, and that some of them had been killed, judg-
ing by the stains on the grass. It then became evi-
dent to them that they were in the midst of hostile
Indians, and that they would have to move care-
fully if they would retain their scalp locks.

’l{:ey cooked the potatoes and the remaining
turkey in the burning wood pile, and after partaking
of a Yxearty. though hasty, breakfast, turned the
heads of their horses towards the southwards, and
rode away at & smart canter.

After riding for an hour or two, Jack descried
the footateps of a white man on the ground, and
called his cousin’s attention to them.

The latter asked him how he knew they were the
footsteps of a white man; and he replied that Indi-
ans wore mocassins, and turned their toes in when
walking ; whereas white men wore shoes and
turned their toes outward.

Giving their horses a free rein, they followed np
the footteps by allowing the glance of the eye to

be rapid, and cast a little ahead. After riding for
about six miles they found that the “footsteps
trended southward, then to the east, and finally to
the northwest.

“This man is lost ; he is wandering in a circle,”
exclaimed Jack.

“*Who can he be ?" asked Alfred.

* Evidently a stranger,” was the reply, ** else he

would not stray about in this wild and uncertain

manner.’

They followed the wanderer in his wanderings,
and finally came upon & body lying on its face in a
dense clump of weeds. Turning it over they fonnd
it was young Runman, but instead of being dead he
was only sound asleep.

Their conversation awoke him, and when he
opened his eyes he gave a scream of horror, and
asked them not to kill him.

** He is wandering in his mind,” said Jack.

Then speakjng in the most soothing tone he
could assume, he asked Runman if he did not recog-
nize him.

He could get only one reply out of him, however,
and that was a senile petition to spare his life.
Seeing that he was thoroughly bereft of his wits,
the cousins lifted him on a horse, and while Jack
Leld on to him, Alfred led the pony.

They traveled back to the station in this manner,
and reached it about noon. Runman was scream-
ing and begging for his life the most of the way, so
that if there had been any Indians about they could
not help hearing him.

en he was lifted off the mustang, Alfred pro-
cured some water out of the well and threw it over
him, and this seemed to revive him, for he pleaded
for a drink. He was led to the bucket and allowed
to sip slowly, for if allowed to drink as he pleased
he would have killed himself,

After refreshing himselt with the precious fluid,
tho glazed ook of his eycs departed, and be d
on his companions with a familiar air. Ifred
spoke to him, and after much coaxing, and telling
him they were friends, he recoguized them, and be-
came idiotically maudlin, and asked them to save
his ife.  They promised him they would, and hav-
inf given him a feeling of confidence, Alfred began
to feed him with the remnants of the turkey.

was 80 ravenously hungry that he swallowed
the pieces without chewing them, and made a grab
for the bird several times; but knowing he would
injure himself if he gorged his stomach, they would
not give it to him,

Having allowed him to eat as much as they
thought was good for him, they placed him on
Jack’s ron v, and resumed their march, as they
were nrnhf of remaining near the station for any
Iength ot time, not knowing what moment a body
of savages might appear on the scene.

Jack walked beside Runman, and questioned

him about the events which caused him to go wan-
dering about on the prairie. He told him, in a
rambling, incoherent manner, that during the
attack on the station he had run away, and hidden
himself in the long at the back of the house,
and remained there until the Indians left, when he
tried to make his way to the next station to the
west.
Night having overtaken him soon after starting,
he did not know where he was going, and wan-
dered_about until he fell, where found, from ex-
haustion, although he had only been forty-eight
hours without food.

Jack thought fear had as much to do with his
exhaustion as want of food, but he did not even
mention this idea to Alfred.

'he march was continued all day at a slow pace,
as Jack was compelled to walk, and by six o'clock
they reached a spot where water and grass were
abundant, and there they halted. Having unsaddled
their mustangs, & fire was made of buffklo chips,
and Runman, having been covered with a blanket,
was placed near it, as his blood was so stagnant
that he was trembling with the cold. While Alfred
was attending to their guest, Jack started out in
quest of food, and soon came upon a large herd of
antelopes, but they fled on seeing him.

Sitting down in the long grass, he commenced
slowly waving his colored handkerchief. The ani-
mals on seeing this began to approach gradually,
for they were very anXious to learn what it was.
He played with them in the most careful manner,
now shaking the piece of linen, then concenlinr it.
Their fatuous curiosity at length brought them
within rifle range, and he opened fire on them in
the most rapid manner, and killed four before they
could take to flight.

Slinging one of them over his neck he trudged
back to camp, and having cut off and roasted the
most tender pieces, the wanderers made a hearty
dinner of venison alone. Alfred and himself went
after the other animals at a later hour, as Runman
seemed to have got rid of his moping melancholy,
and the fear that his life was in danger.

They gave him the largest share of the blankets
to sleep in that night, while they were content
with one between them. They were awoke at day-
break, and on the march soon afterwards, despite
Runman's protestations that he could not travel,
for they knew that every moment the{_ stayed in

! ever met, heard, or read of. Why, he is endanger-

ing our lives every moment by his laziness and pig-
gish selfishness.” 4 rie

Before starting out the next morning, the cous-
ins made a careful examination of the ground sur-
rounding the woods, and found that Indians had
been traveling over it the previous night. This
caused them much tribulation, for it their haunt
were discovered they knew it meant immediate
| death, or torture at the stake, for themselves.
| Had they not been burdened with Runman they
would have struck ont on a new track, and depended
on the speed of their ponies to take them out of the
region of hostilities, but they did not want to de-
sert him. Being unable to decide what to do, they
returned to camp to think it out.

( To be continued.)
———e————

AN EASTERN LEGEND.

ACCORDING to the Bengali legend, there once lived
on the banks of the holy river Ganga a Rishi, or
sage, in whose hut, made of palm leaves, there was
a mouse which became a favorite with the seer,
and was endowed by him with the gift of speech.
After awhile, the mouse, having been frightened by
a cat, at its earnest solicitations was changed by
Rishi into a cat; then, alarmed by dogs, intoa dog;
then into an ape; then into a bear; then into an
elephant, and finally, being still discontented with
its lot, into a beautiful maiden, to whom the sage
gave the name of ‘‘ Postomani,” or the “poppﬁ'-
seed lady.” One day, while tending her plants, the
king approached the Rishi's cottage, and was in-
vited to rest and refresh himself by Postomani,
who offered him some delicious fruit. The king,
however, struck by the girl's beauty, refused to eat
uutil she had told him her pafentage. Postomani,
to deceive the king, told him she was a princcsa
whom the Rishi had found in the woods and had
brought up. The upshot was that the king made
love to the girl, and they were married by the holy
sage. She was treated as a favorite queen, and was
very happy; but one day while standing by a well
she turned giddy, fell into the water, and died.
The Rishi then appeared before the king and begged
him not to give way to consuming grief, assuring
him that the late queen was not of royal blood.
Said he, **she was a mouse, and, according to her
own wish, I changed her successively into a cat, 8
dog, an n&, a bear, an elephant, and a lovely girl,
Let her body remain in the well; fill up the well
with earth. "Out of her flesh and bones will grow a.
tree, which shall be called after her * Posto’; that
is, the ‘poppy-tree.’ From this tree will be ob-
tained a drug called * opium,’ which will be either
swallowed or smoked till the end of time. The
opium swallower or smoker will have one quality of
each of the animals to which Postomani was trans-
formed. He will be mischievous, like a mouse
fond of milk, like a cat; guarrelsome, like a d“i
filthy, like an ape ; savage, like a bear; and high-
tempered, like a queen.”

—— e
A REMARKABLE DOG STORY.

A NT writes the g remark-
able dog story to the London Spectator:

One Sunday afternoon a group of children were
playing at the end of a pier which projects into Lake
Ontario, near Kingston, U. 8. A. The proverbial
careless child of the party made the proverbial back-
ward step off from the pier into the water. None
of his companions could save him, and their cries
had brought no one from the shore, when, just as
he was sinking for the third time, a superb New-
foundland dog rushed down the pier into the water
and pulled the boy out. Those of the children who
did not accompany the boy home took the dog to 8
confectioner’s on the shore and fed him with as
great a variety of cakes and otier sweets as he
would eat. So far the story is, of course, only typi-
cal of scores of well-known cases. The individual-
ity of this case is left for the sequel.

The next afternoon the same group of children
were pls{;in at the same place, when the canine
liero of the day before came trotting down to them
with the mosf friendly wags and nods. There be-
ing no occasion this time for supplying him with
delicacies, the children only stroked and patted
him. The dog, however, had not come out of pure
sociability. A child in the water and cakes and
candy stood to him in the close and obvious rela-
tion of cause and effect, and if this relation was not
clear to the children, he resolved to impress it upon
them. Watching his chance, he crept up behind
the child who was standing nearest to the edge of
the pier, gave a sudden push, which sent him into
the water, then sprang in after him, and gravely
brought him ashore.

To those of ns who have had a high respect for
the disinterestedness of dogs, this story may give a

the region was only leaving iable to be
scalped.

The cousins had to walk that day, and carry
their rifles also, as Alfred's pony was used to trans-
port two dend antelopes, while Runman rode the
other. The latter was whimpering and complain-
ing constantly, but they took no notice of him, and
toiled through the long grass as fast as they could.

hey camped in the eveninf in some shrubbery
that margined a half dry rivulet, and after dinner
Jack started ont on a reconnaissance to see if the
Indians had ‘msued through the country. He came
upon severa
camp, and having examined them carefully, he
concluded they had been made during the day, and
by a war party, as the animals had cvidently been
traveling at a fast gait.

He followed them up until night came on, then
hastened to his quarters. He ordered Alfred to
pack up at once, as he wished to ‘T‘ away as 5000
as possible. Runman objected to leaving, and said
he was too tired to move: but Jack told him to
cheer up, and they would soon find a better camp.
He agreed, after much grumbling and wlunu?,to
go on, and when the mustangs were sadled he
monnted one. o

Leaving the fire burning, Jack led the ponies into
the stream, and waded through it for three or four
miles. On reaching a small coppice he left the riv-
ulet, and went into camp on a sheltered spot near
its bank. He had not told his cousin the cause of
his sudden departure from the other place, but as
soon as the lorses were hobbled, and Runman
rolled up in the blankets, he took him aside and
explained the matter.

Alfred said he knew that there must have been
some strong motive for it, and began execrating
Runman as a selfish, cowardly cur.

‘‘He seems to your bane,” said he, energeti-
cally, *“ and if T were in yonr place, I'd let him look
out’ for himself. He is’ the most hateful fellow I

pony tracks about half & mile from | 5P

proof that the of the intel-
ligence at the expense of the moral natare, is by no
means exclusively human.
———
AN OLD DOCUMENT.

TaE following ** Certificata " is from an old Tem-
perance Almanac of the year 1837. It deserves re-
publicatio

Being satisfied from observation and experience,
as well as from medical testimony, that ardent
irils, as a drink, is not only needless but hurtful ;
and that the entire disuse of it would tend to pro-
mote the health, the virtue, and the happiness of
the community, we hereby express our conviction,
that should the citizens of the United States, and
especially all young men, discountenance entirely
the use of it, they would not onl[v promote thefr
own personal benefit, but the good of our country

and the world.
(Signed) Jaxes MADISON,
ANDREW JACESON,
JorN QUINCY ADAME.
October, 1834.
————
AN EPITAPH ON A FIREWORKS MAKER.
Colonel ——, who made the fireworks in St.

James’s Square, London, upon the peace of Rys-
wick, being in company with some ladies, was
‘highly commending the epitaph just then set up in
the Abbey on Mr. Purcel's monument.
“He i8 gone to that Place where only his
own Harmony can be exceeded.”
*Lord, Colonel,” said one of the ladies, * the
same epitaph might serve for you, by altering one
word only :

“ He in gone to that Place where only his
own Fireworks can be exceeded.”
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HIDING AWAY.

No little stepa do I hear in the hall ;
Only a sweot silver laugh, that is all.
No dimpled arme round my neck hold me tight ;
I've but a glimpse of two oyea very bright,
Two little hands & wee face to screen,
Baby is hiding—that's plain to be seen,
#Where ia my precions T've wmissed 8o all day "
« Papa can’t find me ! " the pretty lips say.
« Dear me ! I wonder whore baby can be?”"
Then I go by, and pretend not to see.
+Not in the parlor and not on the stairs?
Then I must peep under the sofa and chairs !
The dear little rogue is now laughiug ou ;
Two little arma round my neck clasp me tight.
Home will indeod be sad, weary and lone,

en papa can't find you, my darling, my own.

—————————

THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.

By MARY A. DENISON.
Author of *The Guardians’ Trust * Barbara's Tri-
umphs,” ** The Frenchman's Ward,” ** Her Mother's
Ring," ete, ele.

CHAPTER IX.
(Continued.)

Gorna out at a side door Clare ran lightly
up the steps. The gas was very bright in the
lower hall, but the great music room was
somewhat dim, coming in it, as she did, sud-
denly.

Somebody was clapping hands with enthu-
siasm, and presently, when her eyes became
accustomed to the interior, she saw Beth
seated beside the grand piano, while near her,
with eyes sparkling and cheeks flushed, stood
the Indian lad with his violin.

4“1 never heard anything so sweet,” Beth
was saying, her rare beauty heightened by a
smile of exultation. ¢ You fairly make me
envy you; I don’t wonder they call you Bee-
thoven. Do you know who Beethoven was?”

‘“He was & great man,” promptly replied

the boy, who stood as if rooted to the spot be-
fore this pretty vision.
- “Yes, o great musician, just what you will
be, and have people come in crowds and
throngs to hear you. They'll come a great
deal quicker because you're a savage; no, I
mean an Indian. It will be so funny, you
see, Indians were never born to do such
things. But you will make your race famous,
you gmw, and be a great music chief—oh!
gracious ! who's there?"

1 am here,” said Clare, who did not know
whether to laugh or scold at this exhibition of
vanity.

¢ And are they all coming? Is the Madame
coming?"

She had risen and motioned to the lad to

stairs again. I had rather not meet them all.

miles away. Perhapa if I write to him it will
chase this dreadful cloud away. Strange he
dislikes Colonel Earle. I wonder why? He
is intelligent, manly, and I believe a better
man than he passes for. He has a strange

will miss me. I had rather mnot go down1 “Why, Martha, you know better. I never

thought of turning you off. Ishall be glad

I will read Henry’s letter again. Poor Henry!|to have you stay, and you know it, but I
By this time he is on the ocean, miles and | shan't coax yon—you know that too."

“It's no coaxing I want, Miss Lucie, an’
that you well know, its only the permit.
There's that careless Injun’ letting the bread
burn. I could smell it a mile, sure, an’ it's
right under my nose ; " and she flew through

way of looking at
Nonsense; what am I saying? "

And for a moment she put her hands over
her face.—When she took them down, the
crimson had all faded out.

Her little writing desk was in_her lap. On
the left-hand corner of the delicate paper
were the words:

“Dear Henry.

Again and again she essayed to write fur-
ther. Such a tumult of thought burdened
her brain—so many recollections, now of Re-
viere, with his dainty manners, begging for
mignonette; now of Earle, with his haunting
eyes, asking for only one bud; then of the
scene between Beth and the Indian lad, on
whom that young lndﬂ was practicing her im-
mature coquetries—that presently she threw
down her pen in despair.

“Tt is so different from the dear old par-
sonage,” she murmured, half in tears. “I
wonder if I shall ever be sorry I came here ?
No use of my trying to write to-night.”

8o, as she went to sleep, the grand and pa-
thetic notes of the old-time song, sung in the
dim light of the music room, Louis swaying
with the sobbing accompaniment, the thought
of her mpther, all pressed npon Per brain. It

the door, her dignity, perhaps glad
enough of the respite.

Beth had been 1n the house several weeks,
and still she felt herself almost a stranger.
Hours were spent looking in the direction of
the dear old house occupied by Adam and
Eve. She imagined herself unhappy, though
a vein of her natural vamty ran through all
her surmises. Even the professor seemed at
times cold, hard and unnatural. The Madame
scarcely tolerated her. Colonel Earle was
deaf and blind to all her pretty wiles, and
oven Reviere, with his perfect face and glo-
rious voice, seemed to prefer Clare to herself.

“I would just like to know who I am,” she
often said, uncomsciously adopting the sad
rhyme of Hood's :

“Who was her father?
‘Who waa her mother?
sister ?
brother "

Nor was she the only curious one with re-
%I“d to :}neﬁtion so all engrossing. Even

artha had her theories. To Madame Lucie
she was a continual thorn, and Clare watched
her with a melancholy sort of interest. Only
the Indian lad met her from day to da}, un-

ioning admiration in his eyes, obedi

was no wonder that she felt hed after

and ad in all he did for her comfort

such a night, and that her aunt exclaimed at
her pale cheeks when she went down stairs
in the morning.
CHAPTER X.
THE QUESTION SBETTLED.

MarTEA burst in upon her mistress like a
storm-cloud the day after Honty's arrival.
¢ And is it [ must share the charge of this
bouse with a black nagur? " she asked. *In-
deed I'll not do it, and I must ask for my lave.
I'd a kept on, hard as the work was, but to
have her to share an’ share with, it's not my-
self 'ill do it, barrin’ I've been in the family
more’'n ten years come the next blissed
Christmas that ever was.”

Madame Lucie looked up from her sewing.
Martha had dropped in a chair, and was now
busily wiping her eyes upon her white apron,
while she inmP!ed in her capacious pockets

put up his violin, which he di
¢ think not,” said Clare;
and one or two of his pupils.”

“Then I'll stay,” said Beck. “I'm sor
they are coming, though. I was having suc!
a good time!—a little fun on my own ac-
count. What a strange creature that boy is !
What wonderful eyes he has! Did you
notice? They grow bigger and darker when
he plays, and then he looks at one so—well,
half frightened —and (i'ou've got to praise
him to reassure him and keep his courage up.
I rather like him. There they come; I'll go
in the shadow and watch them in hiding.”

Presently in came Louis, followed by Re-
viere, Earle, and two or three gentlemen to
whom Clare had been introduced.

“ Remember, please, this is all on your
account,” whispered Reviere, a8 he passed
Clare.

Before she could answer he was gome.
Louis seated himself at the old organ, and
from under his touch issuned the weird, wild,
rich tones for which the instrument was fa-
mous. The light, faint as it was, just
touched the silver of his lacks, and the whole
character of his face seemed changed.

Reviere's beanty was also exnﬁented by
the soft lights and shadows. e seemed
transformed as he caught the spirit of the
theme. The rich tones vibrated with some-
thing more than mere human passion, and
the soul that rang through their changes
brought tears to Clare's eyes.

“(gan you understand ?” asked Earle, in an
awed whisper.

4No; for it seems as if coming from rather
than ascending to heaven,” she replied. ‘It
is a8 if some glorious spirit had returned to
emphasize the new strength, beauty and har-
mony it has attained to.”

“The dead never return,” said Earle gloom-
ily, standing with folded arms.

“Not to be visible to our senses,” mur-
mured Clare, her lips trembling. ‘That
they love us still and come to us, I must be-
lieve, for my mother—" -

Her voice failed her.

“I understand you,” said Earle, with a look
expressive of the real sympathy he felt, and
that went to her heart. ‘“They are going.
You would, perhaps, like to pass out first.”

Her tears were falling now, and she could
not repress them. - She hurried up'to her
room. Presently Beth followed.

“May I come in?" she agked. “‘d#aw.you
were crying; and so am I I never heard
such singing! That man must be an angel !
Could a wicked man sing like that? -And yet
[ hear them say things=-that he is wild, you
know—and likes late ‘suppers and drinks too
much. Could one think that, hearing him ?
And, oh, if you could have seen him from
where I did! He looked more like a saint
trom heaven than a man. Isn’t he handsomo,
‘hough? But just think how they can make
vou ery! Well, good-night. It seems so odd
o have nobody to kiss !

““ You may kiss me,"” said Clare, smiling.

“ Oh, may I—thank you. It will seem like
‘iome, sonreway. I always kissed Adam and
Eve. Good-night.” . B e -

And she was gone. -

“I wonder,” mused -Clare, *if aunt Lucie

+/the Professor

fora L 2

¢ Well, Martha,” said Madame Lucie, after
a little pause—‘‘ perhaps you had better go.
You have threatened me g0 often that I am
getting tired of it. Suppose I _PAY you now,
and you can start at once. You can go to
your sister, can't you?"

Martha let both apron and handkerchief
fall, and sat staring at her mistress with
round gray eyes.

“Is it my sister you talk of, living down
in that dirty city, and eight children to the
fore, with only tge two rooms, and Mike com-
ing home tipsy with gin every Saturday
night? Sure an’ I thank you, Miss Carl!
An’ it's after my ten years' segrice ye say
that! I've never seen the like ingratitude.”
«Well, Martha, you wished yourself to go.
I never asked you to,” said the Madame.
“It's the nagur,” said Martha, in®s more
subdued voice.

“Yes, I understand. Honty, as she calls
herself, was Miss Clare’s nurse, and she has
been in the family for thirty years, and has
no home. I thought she could attend to all
the up-stairs work, and so save you that much
labor, so I sent for her.”

“The Injun’ was bad enough,” muttered
Martha, making an effort at a sob, as she
wiped her eyes again. ‘‘An it's too bad as
that slip of a girl should wind him round her
finger,” she added, resentfully.

‘“ What do you mean?” asked Madame

Lucie.

¢“Her that has the family look, an’ I'd
swear to 1t,” she said with energy.

“Nonsense, Martha—a purely accidental
likeness,” said her mistress, her cheeks flush-
ing hotly. ‘“Don’t let me hear you allude to
that matter again. You have'nt told me yet
what you meun.”

“It's the girl assays go an’ he goes—and
just beckons an’ he comes. Can't Isee the
cunnin’ that's in her? Sure it's the Blarney-
stone she’d have kissed an’ she’d been born
in tbe ould country. There don't be a body

“That will do, Martha,” was the calm re-
sponse ; ‘‘how much do I owe you?"”

‘“ Sure, what'll you be paying me for before
the end of the month?” she asked with a
blank stare.

. ““Why, you.said you wanted to leave me,
Martha,” responded her mistress, taking out
her pocket-book. L]

¢ Ah, wurra ! that be the way of the world,”
cried Martha, a few natural tears falling down
her gaunt cheeks.
served you honest, an’ made your welfare my
own in every rispect that you turn me off?”
and now the distress was genuine.

“But it was your own wish, Martha,” said
Mrs. Carl, moved at her tears. ‘I don’t
want you to go. But, of course, I can't keep
you against your wish. You didn't want to
stay because Honty came.”

““Well, if it's a respectable nagur she be,
an’ were Miss Carl's nurse for thirty years,
barring the young lady don’t look twenty,

try m{ best if you won't turn me off—me
that's been more friend than servant.”

she can't make do as she plases—all but me/” | m

or at her bidding.

Madame Lucie had said but little concern-
ing the loss of her voice, but it was evident
that the misfortune weighed heavily upon her
heart. Every day she sat down at the piano
hoping against hope ; every day she left the
instrument with a sadder face and deeper sigh.

Clare spoke to her about it only once, and
the answer expressed such hopelessness that
she never made the nttem;)t again.

“What do you think of Mr. Earle, now?”
her aunt asked one day. .

The sudden question sent the eloguent
blood even to the girl's fair forehead.

“T think him - interesting,” she said,
‘““though we never agree. He says my face
is the signal for a pitched battle.”

“8So much the better, dear. People who
begin with a quarrel sre apt to end with a
wedding.”

¢ Oh, aunt !” and there was a kind of hor-
ror in her voice.

““Why, don't yon know, he's a millionaire?"
asked her aunt, laughing —*‘a splendid catch !
He has one of the ﬂnest%:onses 1n Washington

—has had two fortunes left him. Wait till

you see his establishment. He gives tWo or
three grand soirees through the winter. We
always go.”

“1 beg you not to think, aunt, that it ever
can be more than a pleasant friendship. I
never told you, but I am engaged to Lieuten-
ant Arlington.”

“Really engaged ! that settles the question
of course. I'm sorry, for the Arlingtons are
a sickly race—not but what your lieutenant
may be an exception. I was not here when
he came ; I wish I could have seen him.
he handsome ?”

“ He is called 8o,"” said Clare, who for some
reason had lost all her oolor. “We have
known each other from the time we went to
school together—he wasnineand I was seven.

“Ah, a regular Paul and Virginia affair,”
laughed her aunt. ‘‘Sometimes these long
friendships, ending in i y, lead to the
best results—-sometimes to the contrary. Hu-
man nature is a curious thing.”

There was a knock at the door, and at the
nul;dnme's “Come in,"” Reviere presented him-
self.

I appear before you, ladies, in the deepest
anguish,” was his salutation.

“Your face certainly bears the marks of
woe,” said Madame Lucie, laughing. *‘ Pray,
what can we do for you?”

“Our amiable professor is in the last ex-
tremity of hurry. Three patients-—I beg

ardon—three pupils to attend to within an

our, and mountains of manuscript to be
copied, which must be done by noon. I, un-
fortunately, must practice while others
preach, or I lose my fame. Now what's to be
done?”

I sometimes copy for him,"” said Madame
Lucie, with a glance at Clare, ‘‘ but, unfortu-
nately, this morning I expect my dress-

er.”

“If I can be of any assistance,” said Clare.
“My dear young lady, you know not from
what a calamity you have saved us,” he said,
gazing with ill-concealed admiration at Clare’s
sweet face. ‘“Shall I tell our agitated in-
structor that help is at hand?”

“Tell him what you please,” said Olare,
smiling at his grotesque earnestness, ‘I will
be there in a moment.”

“An' is it that I haven't|

“Did you ever see such a monkey?"”
laughed Madame Lucie; ¢ never rational onl;
when he sin Then one might conjecture
he had a soul, poor fellow—x)oor in truth,
unless Earle has adopted him.

Clare put her work aside and went up
stairs, all that her aunt had said about Earle
still ringing in her ears. Earle might be all
they said—rich, generous, noble in endow-
ments of mind and person—still he was, he
could be, nothing to her. She would go
straight on, be as frank, as kind, as ready to
convince him of error, if she could, as ever.

whiy, I suppose I can put up with her, and | She would banish all surmises which were
she up stairs, and her meals with the Injun’| uncharitable, forget all hints that were super-
if so they can keep from fighting, and sure I'll ; flnous.

Saying this to herself, she entered
the room, and the first person she encoun-
tered was Colonel Earle.

He sat just back of the great writing desk,
at a curiously inlaid table.

8he could not but notice how his whole
face changed at her entrance. Nor could she
help the sudden rush of color that marked
how she did notice it.

“Miss Clare!” he said, in his wonderful
voice, ‘“ this is indeed a pleasure.”

“ Aunt was coming,” said Clare, ‘‘ but could
not on account of her dressmaker, and I vol-
unteered to take her place.” 8he really
hardly knew what she was saying, as she
looked round for a chair.

CHAPTER XL
THE HOUSEKEEPERE.

AxorEr moment, and Earle had gently
forced her to occupy his own chair, while he
coolly seated himself at her side.

It was a glorious day. The sun shone in
through the open windows, and summer-like
puffs of wind lifted the draperies.

Clare began her work, but something filled
her with a vague unrest. It was the image of
Henry Arlington — pale, sad, reproachful.
Every time she encountered Colonel Earle’s
glnnce, his phantom seemed to stand before

er, till at times she felt like giving up her
work and rushing from the room.

“Miss Clare,” he said, Presently, “did you
ever hear of Great Falls ? "

““ Aunt Lucie told me about them,” she said,
writing rapidly. ¢ You go up the Potomac

don't you?”
““Yes, by boat—or you can ride. I{)rofar
don't
. IThad

two good horses. It is a grand

know of anything grander of the

a chance to test their tender mercies once.
They tossed me about like a feather. Ven-
turing in too far, I was engulfed by the rap-
ids, and could not help myself.”

““Why, I thought it was sure death!" said
Clare. ‘‘A man went in two or three days
ago, and never came out. They found his
dead body. It was reading of the accident
brought up the matter. I felt for a moment
a8 if I never wanted to see them, it seemed
8o cruel ! How did you escape?”

“They are cruel, but beautiful all the
same,” he said. “I was a boy of eighteen—
not much younger than Reviere there. Ican
only say that I live to tell the tale. How they
sucked me in I can remember to this hour ;
how they flung me from rock to rock, from
roaming cascade to smooth and treacherous
water, under which yawned the black mouths
of caverns ; and all the time till I lost con-
sciousness, I saw the beauty of the sky and
the shore—I heard the birds sing and the soft
wind in the branches of the trees beyond.”
““What an experience!” said Clare, with
heightened color. ¢ What did you think?"
“T thought—" he paused a moment, and his
voice grew even softer-—‘‘of my mother. I
was a poor boy then, and she was a widow.
I was her only dependence, and it seemed to
me that if I could only feel her dear arms but
once more about my-neck—but, Miss Clare, I
am heedless—I am, indeed, to distress you.
I forgot—"

The girl's head had dropped lower, until
only the shining coils that were braided about
it could be seen, and on her hands and on the
paper hot tears were falling.

“It was very sweet of you,” she at last
found voice to say, a8 soon as she had con-
nered her emotion. ‘It seems to me 1
should have thought only of death.”

“T don't know that I did,”he resumed. “I
suppose like all lads, I wanted to live. I won-
der if it wouldn't have been better if I had
died then?”

“Oh, please don't end your wonderful
story with cowardly regrets! It is better to

scars of the battle of life, I think, than
die ingloriously.” .

“Thank you,” he said, and his face grew
bright again.

““Well, I lived, though they took me u
for dead. I dom't thin{ there was a soun
giece of flesh in me, was so cut and

ruised. But my mother nursed me back to
life and health, and here I am, the only per-
son_in history who has done the falls thor-
oughly, and lived to tell of it,” he added,
laughing.

«Ishould think you would never like to
look at them again,” she said, her eyes like
stars.

“On the contrary, I often go there. There
is something bewitching to me in their end-
less turmoil. If I were a painter or a poet I
should wish no grander theme. You must
see them, Miss Clare —indeed you must.
There is to be a grand excursion next Wed-
nesday to Cabin John Bridge, from there to
the falls, which at this time are at the height
of their turbulence and beauty. Mr. Carl and
Mrs. Carl are both going. The excursion is
one arranged by some of our old soldiers.
Pray do not make me miserable by a refusal.
You will go?”

Almost before she knew it her eyes had
said *‘ yes,” and the tongue, a little unwill-
ingly, assented.

“He is old enough to be my father,” she
said to herself. ¢ Surely there is no harm.
don’t think Henry himself would object.”

Why had she a thought of excusing her-
self ? The charm of this man's presence was
upon her, and she seemed to have no power

to say no.
(To be continued.)

OFFERING AN INDUCEMENT.
“T poN't know about going bail for you, Sam.
You are a bad nigger, and ought to be locked up.

You’re a disgrace to the commnnm-."

“1 know [ is, sah. I'se a bad niggah ebbe
way. But if yo'll go my bail dis time, boss, Pll
jump de country to-morrow mawnin' and nebber

come back. 'Deed I won't.”
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