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BY UELEN PEARSON BAKNARD.

XVl —Continued,

Monday was lovely and cloudless; Wian rose early, and
finished the chores before breakfast. When the first uote
of the bell rang across the bay, he entered his boat, with a
basket of lunch, a few books, and a slate. Mrs, Luscombe
walked down the hill with bhim, and bade him good-by from
the landing, as affectionately as his own mother might have
done. Winn could see her dress flulter in the ses breeze,
as she watched lus progress.

With & beating heart he crossed the bay, diew his boat
inio a sheltered place, fastened it securcly, and started for
school.

It was really hus ficst encounter with such an axsemblage
ot youths. He wondered how he should like the boys and
guls who entered the building and !hxongcd the steps.

There was silence everywhere when he appeared ; each
nossy, chatleting group was hushed, and brnight eyes scanned
the new boy with cool, pitiless cariosity. Winn kept his
courage up by telling himself that this was what every new
scholar had to meet, but it was cestanly uopleasant.

1e reported himsell 1@ Master Graham. His kindaess
was like a pleam of sunshine. If Winn had known him, he
would have seen that he was unusually kind; if he had
known the scholars, he would have found that they wese

- unusually distant ; but be did not know, and **ignorance
was bliss!”

He could not understand why theie was so amich fuss
about his seat; finally he was put with the minister’s son.
Jack turned ted, and appeared very uncomfortable. There
seemed to be a cloud over the whole school. At recess no-
bode-played with or spoke to him. Kitly Graham stole
intc the school-room to whisper.

b..:i‘ ?l:ap:. nobody will spesk to the aew boy.

“ Nobody?" lifting her chin, and smiling nto the sweet
face. ** Cannot you remedy that 2"

Kitty sighed. i

*¢1 knew 1'd bave to, because I'm the master’s daughter;
1sn't it horrid, papa? Jack Willcughby s2id he had to sit
with him because he was the minister’s son—we always
have the bard jobs, papa1”

Maester Grabam did not smile, as nsusl, at ber pretty petu-
lance—he gravely sharpened a pencil, and began to mark o
composition. Kitty lingered, pouted, then went out and
scanned the new boy agaio. ¢ certainly did oot look so
dreadful, with his roddy cheeles and fair hair 25 he sat alose
on thestep.

**Do you like school 2™ she asked.

*¢ X doo't think Ido yet,” said Winn, slowly. **I thorght
1 should, at fitst, but I'm not sure, now.”

Kitty liked his frank, gentlemanly mannev.

¢ Thisis only the first day,” she s2id ; * bye and bye, when
you get acquainted, you'll find the scholars real nice.”

Wion made no 1eply.

Kitty, fecling that she had dooc her duty, joined the
others, and was soon the centre of 2 nuerry game.

It was just thesameatnoon. Those who brought lunches,
ale ip groups in some favourite spot.  Winn dined by him
self. The boy had never feit 30 loncly.  He fairly saffered
as the loog day wote away, and it became evident that he
was shunned by the entite school.

At the afternoon recess, Master Grabam appeared amocg
the boys. Afier watching the sports for a moment, he
called out :

* Here's Winfred Campbell, be looks as if he liked gzmes,
too!"

There was 2 suddeo silecce. Thzn Calvin Watkins said :

**This "ere game’s full ! ™

Mzster Gizham frowned, and returned to the school-room,
and his desk.

Jack Willoughby, the miuister's son, who was camestly
regardipg the 02t -comer, now spoke .

“*You know this game is not full, Cal. Why not nsk the
aew boy 2"

“Weain't 2 poin’ to put up with no poor-house trash,
what wotks out for a livin',” observed Cal, loudly.

Winfred cozld not belp hearing,  Tacre was a subdued
“Oh 1" 2nd twenty pair of eyes were turnsd upoa bim. No
wondecs his face turnad hotand red. He beot over hus slate,
with a pretence of cyphenng, but bis hand shook.

Wian knsw now for the first time why they shooned him }
Despite Joe's precantion *“the poothonse sign was a stickin'”
to him afterall !

It wozld be impossible to describe the exmotions that sillea
the bzant of the orphan as he sat on the steps of the old
school-hoase, in the flickering saclight, with the careless,
happy ctildzen abort him, and felt himself an outeast. He
was suddenly smitten with a sense of shawme, like one con-
victed of crime.  The 3chool 204 the scholars grew instantly
hatefal to bum. He wished he had not attempted to came,
he would go bome that night and never teturn. Soon he

tose and weat slowly into the school-room.

“ Hc's goiog to tell on m=!" muttered Calvin Watkins.
“He's jest oac o” them still, deep, fellars that tells tales oat
0" school.”

Jack Willoughby reconpoitred throgh the door-crack,
z0d repested 2 little trismphactly—for he had acver hiked

wig--

“Hc's goac to hisdest. Hehzd no 1dea of telling Mas-
ter Grabam, 1koow.”

Thaie were many glavces directed towasds Winn that
afterooon. Bt they coald not make mach out of the grave,
boyizh face that beat so indastrionsly over his books.

chool closed with the singing of & hyma. Winn seized

books cad bat, and hastened away with a sense of relief.
‘The children were talkiag and laughing now, 25 they walked
gayly homeward in groups, or in confidzatial pairs. They

Is it not too

had apparently lorgotten the iacident at recess. But the
new echolar atill brooded over it, as he passed throuph the
village and aloog the dusty road towards the beach, un.
mooted his boat, and rowed swiftly for Moor's Island,

Mrs. Luscomb was on the landing. Winn poured out his
troubles at once, saying, pxuiomleﬁ':

*‘I'll gever goncar them again. I couldn't stand another
such d'ny. You can't think how lonesome I was this after-
noon."

Mrs. Luscomb did not remonstrate.  She said she was
sorzy, and she looked as if she was, which comforted Winn
greatly. He felt some better for telling her. Burdeos are
always harder, botne alone ; his had grown much lighter,
as he went about his chores.

After supper they had = talk, Mrs. Luscomb and he, in
the kitchen, while she folded the cluthes for the morrow's
ironing, and Aarco smoked and pondered on the rocks.

I am going to preach you a little sermon, my boy,” taid
the good lady. “giy text is suif-reliance. To leam to be
maoly and independent is of great importance. You have
your own way to make in the world, Winn; there is little
that I can shicld you from," she sighed—*¢ you must learn
to stand alone, if need be. If yeu can go through such a
tnal as this, and not be overbome, you will Le the painer,”

** Do you want me to go to school, and have nobody to
spesk to? " asked Wion, in a grieved tone.

* I would have you be self-reliant enough to go, even if
they did not speak to you,” was the prompt response, and
thete was a fire in Mys. Luscomb's eyes that awoke Winn’s
spitit.  ** But 1 am sure if you go right along, pleasantily,
as if notbing had happened, this matter will soon be forgot-
ten by your school-mates. In other words, you * will live
it down,'”

The clothes were folded, and put into the basket, and a
bit of cloth laid across it—this snded the *‘sermon,” for
Mrs. Luscomb Lad something to do in another part of the
house.

Wirn thought over what she had szid for a loog time.

** Haiot ye sorter down at th’ mouth?” t';ucricd Aarop,
coming in later. ‘‘Like yerschool? Hain't nothin’ bap-
pened there sgin yer grain, ¢h 2"

Winn replied evasively, and coocluded it was time to
retire.

«*What 2ils the boy, mother?’" asked Aaron, as Mis.
Luscomb appeared. She told him.

«Iknowed it !" he said. * That air poorhouse story's
broke out, ‘s’ it'll hev to hev its run thiough th’ school like
th' measles, or some sich catchin’ disorder. But oar boy's
got th’ rale grit, he'll live it down, '’ be n credit to usyit,
mother !*’

XIX.—THE FERRYMAN'S DAUGHTER IN SCHOOL.

“1t’s got to come sometime, I knew it!" sid John
Moor, as be paced back and forith before his retreat in the
forest, * ove canvot expect to keep such a lively child here.
But I hoped she would oot dgo until she was older.”

It was Elsie that disturbed him of late, *he bad wearied of
the woodland solitude and being the sole pupil of sucha
grave master, she longed to go to school, for the society of
*‘other girls,” and the stir of the town. The brown-eyed
maid neglected her family in the hollow tree, entircly giving
up her mimic housckeeping.

John Moor found it up-hill work to teach his dicontented
pupil, and at length decided to let ber go to the town school.

he was to start this morning. He was waiting for her,
as he paced the woodland path; the dog waited {or her,
ruppiog back and forth between the landing and the bouse ;
the boat waited for her at the pier.

“Elsie! Elsic!" he called impatiently.

There was a noise inside the hut 23 of some one hastening
after forgotten articles. Then the door flew open and Elsic
appeased, her sacque half bottcoed and her bat hangiog
from her arm.

“I'm here, father,” she apologized, ‘it takes a bodya
long time to dress to go when they always stay at home!”

The little maid was greatly excited, her Sae brown cyes
sparkled and the lovely coiour came s 4 went 1a her cheeks.

Joho Moor regarded her gloomily. Elsie did not notice
this; she ran down the path, chatting wernly whilz she
fastened her sacy.~, and sprang so carelessly into the boat
that it dipped almoit into the water.

“I'vca greatmin to keep you at bome," 3:d her father,
*‘you are t00 hezdless to go 10 school.”

But nevertheless he took her. There was quite & sensa-
tion when Yohn Moor strode up the steps, before the bell
rang, followed by hus daupghter.  Elsie smiled at the scholars
1o her half shy, haif ruguish way, that was quite arresistible.

**Jn't she jast lovely 2* sud Katty Grabsm,

** Now you ate goeg to like her better than me!” said
Mionie Willoophby, who was Kitty's intimate friend.

**Now, Mionic dezar, don’t be jealous "—Kitty pot her
2rm about her waist—**of course I shall have to get ac-
quainted because father's the teacher.”

Withio, Jobn Moor was layiog down the law to the mas-
ter. He bad brow bt his daaghier because she was so un-

2 home that hecould make nothinpof ber. He wanted
her taught thoroughly, cothing fancy, only what woald
make a seosible womao of her.

¢ Father,” whispered Elsie, pulling at his sleeve, “these's
the boy that came with Captain Marsh.”

Yes, thers was Wing, in his seat, srrangiog his books for
theday. He looked very grave for 2 boy ; but had bright-
coed suddenly as ho answered Elsic’s fricndly smile.

*¢ Will she bave to ot with some obe ?” askea the father
cyemp the dooble seats as if he woald have oac alone fo.

Elsie.

¢ Oh, yes," int the child, who ionged for a com-
panion, * I'll sit with that pretty garl in the door ; or—that
aice boy over therm 1

How he scholars wounld have laaghed (| Master Graham
beat 2n amused look apon her.

** The gitls and bops do 7t sit together.” s2id he, gently,
** that gurl 10 the doot ¢ my dacghtes. Come beze, Katty 1™

1z a few moments the (o had wandered to the farnther
part of the room, and were talkiag rapidly. John Moor

watched them with 2 moody face. Apparently he did not
care to have Eluie ap}uopxhlcd by anyone, But Eliie, who
had been kept so secluded, was like a bird let out of & cage.
Her rheeks wete flushed and her eyes shore like stars. Soon
Kitty drew her out of the school-room, und among the chil-
dren, who had often heard of the fecryman's pretty daughter.
As she vanished, the father sighed.

It is just as I thought—the child will be just crazy to
get with the rest of them,” he muttered.

+* 1 presume you dislike to have your little gisl forn new
acquaintances,’’ observed DMaster Graham. IHe knew of
his visitor's hermit.like habits.

“ 1t is apainst my wishes," said Joho Moor. **1 do no
know why I yiclded to her cntreatics and brovght her.” He
then added moroscly. * Doubtless it was to sotwr bitter seed
for myself and her t”

* Do not think so,” said the school-master, kindly. * My
puplls are atove the average youth of these days. 1 know
some of them are stiiviog to be usefu] men and women, I
will louvk sharply after o&vour little Elsie, and see that she
associates with ounly good children."”

The bell tang and the children came in noisclessly agd
folded their hands, Elsie was assigned a seat. The bell
siruck a sinple note, and each head dropped upon a desk,
while the master offersd a shost petition, after which the
Lord’s Prayer was recited in unison. There was semething
touchiog in the devotions of the old-fashioned School.

The stern ferryman sat beside the master.  Perhaps those
yowthful, bowed heads, the murmur of devutions, and the
bhymn afterward, calmed his fears, for bis brow cleared a
little. He soon left. Then the *“roll" was called ; each
scholar answering when his or her name was read, —* pres-
ent.'” These preliminaries over, Master Graham called Elsie
to bim rod had a liitle talk. He knew that the child had
never been to school before, and he wished to prepare her
for the discipiive. Master Grabam arranged to have a
short time in the moring, for such extra matters as this,
and he felt well repaid. One of his favourite sayings was
the old ope about the ‘‘cunce of prevention.” By havinga
plain, kindly talk with each, explaining repulations ang
getting personally acquainted, he established 2 bond of
sympathy that made the school disclipline comparatively
casy, He had not talked long with Elsic before it was

Iain that there would bz no trouble with her; she showed

erself o frank, generous, affectionate little gitl.

Elsie was far beyond the others in many studies, thanks
to her father's cazeful teaching.

Winn thought she was very smart ; it was plain that she
was to be a general favourite in the school, by the friendly
glances she got.  He could not help contrasting her recep-
tiod with his, especially atsecess. Everybody wanted Elsic
in some game, and she romped 2nd ran and jumped rope as
if she was bound to make up for lost time.

*Who is that boy ?  she finally asked in the afternoon.

‘*\Vhat boy? O him? Wby, that's the fellow what
old Luscomb took out of the poor-house! " Calvin Watkins
hastened to reply.

‘ *“Whet's his name ?  Captain Marsh told father, but he
orgot.”

** Winfred Campbell,” said Kitty, adding, ** It's quite &
pretty pame, I think.” .

“Don't he ever play ? " inquired Elsic. **I should think
he'd want to come down here and bave some fun.”

* He'd like to, no doubt,” said Jack Willoughby, *‘he
waits for an invitation, I expect.”

Elsie looked puzzled.

“We baiat asked him,” 12id Calvin, eyeing the quiet
figure on the school-house steps, ** we don’t "sociste @ith no
paupers here 1"

¢“Oh,” said Elsie, and looked very closely at Winn.
When she went bome that night she got upon her father's
kncdc, and told him the story of the day. Suddenly she
said :

% They don't play with that nice boy at all, father,
'cause he's voorhouse trash, and a pavper!”

“Don’t repeat such expressions,” szaid John Moor,
frowniog as he saw bow soon she had caught somebody's
‘erm.  ‘ Who said that ™

¢t Calvin Watkins."

+ Ah, Calvin Watkins 1"’ repeated her father in a sarcastic
tozne; ‘*the Watkins's are growing patticular, it seems.
When I went to school, we thought them trashi X do oot
wish you to talk with Calvip, or anybody else, if you can
possibly help it ; youare there to study, not to form acquaint-
aoces. 1 want my obe little bizd all to myself!”

He clasped ber closely, and she saw that his eyes were
very sad.  Elsic kpew that he was thinking of her mother,
and those brothers and sisters who perished with her, and
althosgh it happened when she was an infant, a feeling of
sadaess entered the tender beast of the child also. $he
nestled closer to her father, saying softly:

«* Don't be sorry, father, you've got Elsic left and she'll
alvrays be good to yoo !

XX.=—3MOORSTOWN MORE FRIENDLY,

Meanwhile the *‘poorbouse boy™ Winfred Campbell,
was manfully withstandiog the tide of school opinlon. To
be despised beesuse one does wrong, is bitter, but to be
despised because one is unfortunate acle the additional
sting of ipjustice. As Winn often s2id to M. Luscomb,

* If I bad done anything mean, or treated any of them
rudely, it would be differeat. 1 should exprct to be called
pames! Tsbouldat blame the boys for not wanting to
play witb me.  Bat when s fellow"s trying 10 Jo right, I
say it's a shame to b2 bringiog up ¢ poorhouse,’—as Cal Wat-
kins does.”

"g.x Calvin Watkins the only one?™ inquired Mrs. Los-
com

4 No, but he's at the battorn of it Scmetimes T think
they would like me frst-rate if he did o't keep it geing.”

Mz Luscomb could have told him why. She was
shrewd eoough to guess thereasen  Bot she was too wise
to Iet Wind know that it war simply jealously that made
Caivin torment him.  She often recalled the day when
Calvin applied for the place that Wino now held, to help




