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el in the air through which the

y The church stood high

ill- and below, the fertile valley

to horizon, ped out in fields,

some of which were golden-brown with their

load of ripe rich grain. Here and there

woods clustered, \and through the midst of

i ran the river.

‘ Onone of the church-yard, a little ;?

down the slope of the hill, was a -
brick many-ga .

Here, too, were the signs of age, seen in
the old-fashioned mullioned casements, one
of which, looking toward the church, stood
open, and back.

The changing leaves of a wistaria rustled
round ﬂ;‘t' H a'hobnnch ofl:llimbing moa,th:'itb one
late er i e agamst
swayed coyly ‘inn,ngu though it woulm
claim for that last sweet blossom of the wan-
i some kindly notice.

thin shone the faint light of a redmg-
lamp— faint as yet, for the night outside
was m;?my, not dark. Ind it would
niot have much chance of growing really dark
for some hours to come ; for over the valley
the sky was ruddy with the lingering light of

) and looked like a fire behind the

id crescent nioon shimmered,
nme tints to vary the lovely
of a perfect autumnal evening.

charch, on the other side, and
t some way behind and nd it,
_was asort of waste land, studded with trees,
astile in the low stone wall.
a ise to the village
t am and ially at
the present season, for was not the ground
ith acorns in their dainty cups, and
too, in the uhag:.l of ﬁr-fonr:

many strange and curiously colou
droil to see and amusing to handle,
sensible child knew fulliwell,
as articles of food ?
id of the bunches of
which hung tempt-
that rac round the

They seemed ver‘y
as the delicate e
them, but were

berries as well as
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taken of the blossom and fruit of life, which
ssémed beautiful beyond compare, yet whose
aftermath was as the very ““ shadow of death.”
scarce across the threshold of man-

« bad fallen under the irresistible
spell of a woman’s charm. He was then but
an’ emsign in a marching regiment, yet already
a favourite in the corps to which he belong-
. Hehad a i independence beyond
his. pay, and on%me of these two
combined married his penniless fair

' Early marriage, even under the most favour-
able cu"elnuhneea. is almost always fatal to
@ man’s'career in the service. A man grows
léss daring, less ready to make the best of
auy station, any duty that may come in his
way, when he 1s conscious of a wife and chil-
dren whose welfare and comfort depend upon
his life ; but in John Erlam’s case it appeared
$hat miarriage had an effect the exact contrary
o this.

VVlna,bnts few short months after his
‘waddi%rday, his regiment was put under
orders India- (then in a state of extreme
durmoil), the young fellow, whom everybody
y to see aomewh:thmtl." ddown at so
prompt s separation from his bride, was ap-
puen‘;ltydmostwild with delight at the pros-
pect of ing & taste of dglmp(:-wdc:r. The
wife Went to live with an elderly relative near
Plymouath ; the young husband went to the
. . distinguished himself by his fearless

pmmotd’ “l:umb:: g Suips
to his lieutenancy.
E!hr{bod?-ld, “Erlxmc{ulngmndweer
before him.” Some women envied his wife,
inking how proud she must be of her hand-
-gome lad (for be was little more) ;
“and then—no one could gness why or where-
fore—when the fighting was .done, John
Erlam's military career came to a sudden end.
He went home on leave ; “‘to fetch his wife
out,” said ; but instead of rejoining,
sold and that without writing a line
E R M b, brother officets to explain so
~his comrades heard that ** Erlam’s
were in,” they were alike amazed and
puzzled. They discussed the matter this way
‘and’ that, looking at it from every possible
standpoint. But the only conclusion they
ume“to “:m that there :l“:k something about
7% that was being ‘' kept dark;” an expression
that zm equally well have been applied to
the man’s life doring the next few years. It
was known in the old regiment that Erlam
to live in that undefined localit
***abroad ;” that be had. taken his wife
him ; that his father, Mr. Rodney Erlam
ia Hall, was taciturn in speaking
im, and there all information ended.
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eud.xlowed in the dusky twi
p and down, up and down, the dark
res paced, now nui Tm ing still
awhile side by side to look at ﬁegg:a-nm
stretched below, a’ picture done in y and
silver, and -oftenedp by exquisite half-lights of
blue and grey. .

* Erlam,” said Major Daverin, after a long
look round, a look that li od last upon
that open window across the dell, the window

mgouarenvery man ; you would be
cﬂ:wit to know what to wish for, if
the ce were given you, eh "

“1 should, indeed. é.ﬂunk God day by
da.yir’:'dutlo.mju:t what you say—a happy
man.

The words were said quietly, : reverently,
almost solemnly. The rector’s d eyes—
eyes keen ana clear, yet to soften to
marvellous tenderness—were looking far away
across the valley. Perhaps it was as well ;
for so he mi a quick and fartive glance of
scrutiny cast upon him by his companion.
That woman with the exquisite voice and per-
fect graciousness of womanhood—that perfect
wife and loving mothér, whom the tor
called * Milly,” was not the grl-wifc Major
Daverin remembered in the days that were

past.
True, he bad ounly seen her. once, for she
had been but little with the regiment during
;hosefevmontl;uofhi:myin : after
er marriage, t he remem er.
She was a remarkable Woman, a woman
g::lgﬁlybtﬁclk:: forgotten when once seen.
flashing eyes, 3 manner at
once abrupt and imperious, much beauty of
form, thick, dark tresses growing low upon
her brow, and, just acress the temple, a
strange scar, almost like a sabre cut. Her
hands were long- and lithe, and of a soft,

gﬂy blood in her veins. She was restless
ike in look and
atter contrast in every  possible to

a wild ani-

u
rose higher
in the heaven, trailing her veil of fleecy cloud
after her. Each midment the fire behind the
trees grew fainter. Each moment the light
in the study window grew clearer, glinting on
the leaves of the wistaria, and on the solitary
snow-white rose outside.

‘1 mustn't forget it’s Saturday night, a
bad night to dine with a parson,” said Major
Daverin as the clock chimed the quarter.

“I will walk the length of the lane with
you. I have a sick man to see before 1
in,” was the reply. So they set off down tﬁ:
lane, casting grotesquely long shadows on the
;i.leep ruts left by the hay-carts as they went

ong.

At the door of a cottage some way off they
parted with a long cordial hand-clasp, and
ml.ng' kindly words.

Then the Rector, bowing his tall head be-
veath the low doorway, went in.

We will not follow him.

Suaffice it to say he earried comfort where
comfort was needed, and that without striv-
ing to probe #nd pry into the wound ina
stricken heart. He did not I.m?rr long by
the sick bed, once a few hopeful cheering
words said. It was one of his maxims that a
cotter’s hovel was as sacred as a nobleman’s
castle, and he knew that Saturday night was
a busy time with working people. He even
apologized for his visit, such as it was,

As he lett the cottage, Mr. Erlam let his
th ts drift away to the past; the past
that been called so vividly to his’ mind
by the interview with his old comrade Vivian
Daverin. He was not one much given to
dwelling on dead sorrows. *‘Let the dead
past bury its dead,” was in his estimation a
wise maxim to abide by—unless there was
some good to be done by setting it aside..

But to-night the old trials, the old bitter
searing gri the agony of shame, the cruel
sense of degradation, the demon crew of
torments that had once beset his life, seemed
to gibe and mock at him as he went his way
homeward through the moonlit world.

He was a man who from the teaching of ex-

ri;noehnd learnt to hold himself well in

This tone of retrospective thonght was mor-
bid, unhealthy, ungrateful to the great Giver
of all Good—the God who, through much trib-
alation, through many deep waters, had led
him into ** paths of pleasantness, and ways of

,” to a ineffable, unspeakable,
such as the lives of few men hold—to a love in
which an all-womanly, loviag, gracious woman
filled heart and thought an¥'mind, giving in un-
stinted measure perfect symupathy, entire devo-
tion, ionate tenderness. Wrestling with
those bitter memories that would obtrude them-
selves upon his thoughts. ‘John Erlam turned
once more into the quiet of God’s Acre. He
would go home soon; mdeed, he had work
still to do for the morrow, and he bhad not
given little Rodney his**kiss
these thought-demons muast be ex !
felt like a profanation tocarry them into Milli-
cent’s dear presence. So he turned once more
into the favourite pathway where it was so
often his eustom to pace to and fro while
thinking over his sermon; or pondering some
literary problem.

Neither sermon nor lore of cultured mind

where the homo-ciﬁd gleamed, “*it seems to,
PPy

dusky shade. She might well have had |
manner ; in a word, an |
this fair, sweet Millicent, John Erlam’s pre- |

“Sheis dead then, ” thought Major Daverin ; |
a ing too; if I |
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"{ together, but at intervals, hopin

one would make the shrouded |
itself, would show him the hidden face.

e dyml:m is close here, not five minutes’
walk n the hill ; you can have food and
rest. Surely you s sorely in need of both ?
Tell me what I can do for you.”

The woman seemed to gather herself to-
gether, hugging her own breast, moaning
piteously the while, and shivering as though
thel:uight were in January, instead of Sep-
tem

‘‘ What can I do ?” said the Rector, puzzled
and distressed. “‘ShallI fetch some one elss,
some woman?”’

“*No, no; fetch no one,” said the poor crea-
ture, rocking herself to and froas though in
sorest agony either of mind or body. *“ltis
best you and I should meet alone. John!
John!it is I—your wife—Judith. Oh, m:
God—do youn hate me so bitterly ne that?”

She might well ask that question of the man
before her, for, as she spoke, as she rose and
faced him, as the moonlight fell upon her
black sunken eyes, her wan and withered face,
with the scar upon the hollow temple showing
white and livid, he threw up his arms almost
as though he would have felled her to the
ground where she stood, and gave a low yet
exceeding bitter cry, such a emothered cry as
might be wrung from the unwilling lips of a
strong man tortured beyond all power of en-
darance,

Then, as she watched him, her eyes dilated
with horror, with wild expectation of she
knew not what, as, stretching out his shaking
| hands toward heaven, he turned uhv‘;ym
i ber, away from the woman who
| across his pathway like some lo‘tluomehlifht,
| to where the lamp gleamed through the lcaf-
| wreathed wim'lowl,l tow;.rd htlhr ome whe::
! Millicent sat watching for is  coming, wi
little Rodney at berinoe.

PART IIL
An octagon-sha room, elled half-
way up to the walls with dsrkm On either

side of the fireplace, book-shelves rnnmns up
| to the roof. At one end, acroes the deep
| recess miade by the bay-window, a writing-
| desk, also of gak. On this a tall and slender

| vase, filled with the ruddy leaves of the Vir- |
ginhncmpeu.mtefnuympod,withhm |

and there a rose-pink ten drooping low.

a single spray of stephanotis, whose perfumed

window a low | ing-chair, near it a tiny
work-table, with a bit of embroidery lying

an infant’s eyes, upon a
satin. Seated in the lounging chair a woman,
most fair to see—a woman with locks of ri
pling gold, eyes soft as a e's, a form £
of grace and dignity—Millicent, John Erlam’s

.

By her knee, his yellow locks against her
shoulder, his arm about her neck, a little lad
of five years old—a bey with the mother’s eyes,
but with something of the father in the grave,
sweet lines of the mouth, and the high and
noble brow—Rodney, John Erlam’s only
child. The black velvet dress he wore, and the
rich lace collar round his slender throat, gave
him somewhat the air of a picture by 5:::
dyke. "He had all the precocious intelligence,
the sensitive susceptibilities often found in
combinagion with a delicate frame ; and now
the finely-pencilled brows were drawn slight-
ly together, the pretty mouth drooped at the
corners, the disk of light falling from the
reading-lamp upon the desk showed a fair,
child-|jke face full of a pensive discontent.

. “Whyis papa so long coming ?” he said
with gentle petulance. ** Rodney is tired
wu’unﬁ; Rodney wants to kiss him good-
night.

he mother lifted him on to her lap, and
let the golden head lie back against HNer
breast.

Outside the quiet night was made melo-
dious by the music of the bells from the old
church tower. Muffled by the now closed
window, their falling cadence sounded v
faint and far away to the mother and chil
_yet ing sweet. p
“ Why doesn’t papa come ?” Rodney said,
-after a silence during which the bells had it
all their own way.

** Perhaps poor old Méses Larrup’s son is
worse to-night, and papa has had to stay a
long while with him to comfort him.”

This touched the little, . gentle, pitiful
beart, and with a deep-drawn sigh of resigna-
tion, Rodney set himself-to be patient.

‘“ Tell us a story,” he said at last, lpeakinﬁ
with the imperiousness of perfect love. * Te
us the story of the man who went away to
the war. ney likes that story.”

- So, while the far-off sound of the bells kept
up a soft accompaniment, Millicent began to
tell the story of the knight who went to the
war in the good old times of a long-dead
chivalry.

““They brought the good knight's snow-
white steed into the court-yard, and then he
rode away, waving his hand to his wife and
hus little son, watching him away from the |
turret window—"

away on a big

i g0, wouldn’t we ? And I'd kiss my hand
—80," Y

Som i ol Ses o 0

WOl a an

h.niw:parﬁng on a milk-white z:sfm
o two were very sad and sorry when

the good knight was ,” continued the

narrator, tenderly smoothing Rodney’s silken

ey Gl St Ry i ks ool dadghi

0::." echoed the child,

. x4 .
o0 Sould sl e iy Bt o

In a specimen-glass close to the writing folio, |
breath made the room sweet. Close by the |

across it—the pattern forget-me-nots, blue as |
nd of sombre |

- He wiped the sweat from his brow,
his r-m pacing to and fro, md'%pmpet:
moméntinbhobmgrumofthe pretty gar-
landed window.

It seemed a cruel thing that, on this night
SR e e e
over ey, in

the old ch{m;b hg:)vl:xg S

They seemed to mock him, to add to the
torture of the memories of the past, the'past
that was as dead and cold as the co
forms ing so soundly within a stone’s
throw of w. he stood.

The light from the shaded lamp upon the
desk fell upon ‘the work Millicent had laid
down but a while ago There shone the little
blue-eyed forget-me-nots on their satin

grou
[eD.gimnot they, too, speak with a voice of

9 i g ?

. Forget |  'When should he do that ?

He raised the pretty things reverently to
his lips. Were they not the work of the dear
hands that soon his own should know the
soft touch of never more ?

&: might have seemed as if such thoughts
would bribg with them the relief of tears.

But no tears came to John Erlam’s eyes.
Those hot eyes, strained beneath their thick
brows, knéw as yet o softening dews.

The time for tears was not come. The
need for action faced the man, as the necessity
of the hour. Taking a bunch of small keys
from his waistcoat-pocket, and selecting one,
he opened a drawer in the side of the writing-
table, moved the lamp so that all its light
should fall upon the contents, and with hands
which shodk as though with ague, gathered to-

some notes, thrusting the packet into
is bosom.

The Rector of Halcombe-on-the-Hill was a
rich man, and'in that open drawer was more
than one roll of bank-notes.

As he looked at these, a dark and dread

ion rushed acruss his soul.

e would—he could—buy from that wo-
man, whose coming into his life threatened to
render it desolate, the inestimable boon of
silence.: v is o

**She is'poor; she loves luxury ; do you
not know her of old ?” whispered the tempter.
‘“She will bé as wax in your hands, if you
Eotyitg St el fir drik- thes poswesom
satisfyi ¢ lust for dri t possesses
her, as dsemona *)oueoed men of old. Think
{ of your home, of the woman who loves you,

who ever'greets your coming with a smile ;
thi

the look in Millicent’s eyes as she

you com

home from some trying ordeal ;
{ think of

e touch of her lips on yours, the
touch of her hand on your brow ; think of
| the child—the child that is hers and yours—
{ prattling beside your knee, looking at you
| with its mother’s eyes.” .

Crushed by these bitter, stinging thoughts,
at last he fell upon his knees, flinging up his
arms across the desk as one in the very * bit-
terness of death.”

“Buy her off ; you can do it ; pay her
well enough, and she will keep silence,”

whisrered the tempter.

“Iwillpot! Iwill not! I cannot make
wrong right, do what I will. It is the devil
that tempts me thus. My God ! have pity
on me and help me to do right.”

Even yet no tears.

Only a h , weary face lifted to heaven ;
only hands clenched in bitter despair ; onl
words muttered through set teeth—wo
whose sound is mufiled, as those of one who
battles through a flood of waters deep and
dark. "He closes the drawer, rises to his feet
8 ing like a drunken man, yet firm in
will once more.

He placed the notes in: an emnvelope, and
wrote a few words upon a slip of paper—a
commendation to the farmer’s wife of whom
he had en during that interview in the
church-yard, to take charge of and shelter
the poor homeless woman who bears it ; and
then, almost before the letter was closed,
came a sound that he dreaded, the rustling of
a silken robe, the footsteps outside the room.
The door-handle was turned—at first softly,
then impatiently. 3

“John, John,” said Millicent, ““what is
the matter ? Is the door locked ?”

“The latch must have |ﬁ3ped," he said,

uietly turning the key ; and then opened

-the door and stood face to face wi
dearest thing earth held for him.

the

him ; she rested her two hands upon his
shoulders, pushing him gently backward into
.t down,” she wid, & L

““8it down,” she sai rawing a lounging-
chair ‘round to the ﬁ.&; "bo'g tiredgl;ogu
look.”?

Then, as his head sank wearily back, and
his eyes, dim and heavy, gazed at her with a
lh‘?e, dreamy look,-she grew full of fear,

*“ Johp, are you ill ?” she said ; anl ina
moment she was kneeling bgohi- side, puttin
back the grey-lined locks from his fonheuf
bending tenderly -over him.

“} am not well,” he said,
laboured voice that sounded {0 her ears quite
unlike His own ; ‘‘ that faintness that has
|_bGthered me now and again of late came over
me just aow. Don’t look so serious about it,

king in a

‘| sweetheart,” he added, smiling at her air of

grave concern, *‘if has now.”
Then-looking at her long and teunderly, he
" kissed the blue eyes and the sensitive sweet
lips ;reverently, m,gmn%' y, a8 we kiss the
d:ri.oitbstyin about to be hidden from our
sight. forever. Then he put her, gently bnt
firmly, away from him, and rose to his feet.
““I have to go out again,” he said, not
looki sthc‘ru he spoke ; “but it will not
‘.'

be for

“QOut again to-night !” she cried. ** Oh,
John, you are not fit to go ; is it something
that m?not wait till to-morrow ?”

"_%og.ﬂ:ing that will not wait till to-mor-
row,” he echoed wearily.

So shesaid no more.
It had pever been Millicent's habit to ques-
tion her husband about his work in the parish ;
but her heart was heavy within her, and
silence was a bard thing

“ Let me ine,” she said

meets you in the hall, when tired and weary |

Millicent’s sweet eyes looked gd?vely up at |

£

LS FEE.E
g}gg-bég’é
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S b pof firs.
Nothing stirred in their quiet gloom. The
only sentient thingsa besides himself
loemedgo be the bats, which flited hither
md_ thither, floating in the moonlight—
ik

ht, time was to be given
to resolve, to plan.

But what was that shadow movin slowly
across the patch of t - that la; een
him and the firs ? Judith, his wife—the wo-
man who in the ‘black past had dragged him
through such mire and misery as only a
drunkard’s steps can wander into,

He paesed quickly through the stile and
met her balf way across the patch of light.
Then the two turned into the shadowy wood.

8he spoke first.

* Will you trust me with the money ?”

*““No ; the farmer’s wife I told you of will
pay your way to the town, where I shall meet

ou to-morrow. Here is a letter for her.
he will give you food and shelter for the
mgAhtl.:" lare
ungry lit up the woman’s eyes.
She pushed tie shabby gonnnt back fromfher
face, and peered into the face of her com-
10n,

“You're acting well by me, John,” she
said. “ You mean to deal fairly by me, I gee,
and I'll show yon I'm not ungrateful. I'll
keep sober to-night—aye, and to-morrow, oo
—see if I don't. You shan’t find a sign of
drink upon me when you come to meet me at
this town I'm to go to. I'll try and smarten
myself up to look like the lady I am, for all
I've fallen so low—for I'm your wife, John.
You know that, don’t you ?and you’re not
the %\a to deny it either.” :

Did he know it ? Let his blighted life, his
Kroken heart, his ruined home, answer for

im,

She took the letter he gave her, hiding it
in her bosom ; and as she did so the sweet
falling notes of the bells from the old church
wwher once more broke the stillness of the
night,

As he heard them John Erlam took a wild,
uncertain step or two out from the shadow
into the cgver nr:dimee which flooded the
open G woman, fearing she' knew
not wﬂt, followed.

Astrange and awfnl look had come into
the man’s eyes, a look that seemed to see
pothing near at hand, but to be watching
something far away—something that he, and
he alone, was conscious of. His hreath came
in short, quick gasps ; his hat had fallen to
the ground. He stood thers bareheaded in
the moonlight, fighting, as- it seemed, with
the tangle of his own wild thoughts.

¢ The bells are ringing, Milly,” he said at
length, and she who hstened to his words
shuddered as she heard. *The bells are
ringing, dear, and I must The pight is

sty, give me my coat. Where is my book ?
| the little book I always take to church with
| me—the one you gave fme, dear. Hush !

| don’t wake Rodney ; why is he sobbing in
his”uleeprluhxubehte.mydnling; let me
0.

Then, asif guided by the sound of the

| sweet bell-voices whose appy chime seemed
such a cruel mockery in the dreadfal hour
that bad come upon hq. John Erlam stag-
gered toward the church, making his way
into the church-yard, with the woman, wide-
eyed, dumb with dread, following in his wake
like some sinister phantom of the night.

He passed through the shadow cast by the
tower, and then stood still, clasping his brow
with his hands, as if in one t supreme
effort to clear away the mists of thought and
delirium that maddened his reeling brain.
The woman stood still also, and as she so
stood, he turned, met her  affrighted look,
and with a strangled cry fell prone among the
grassy mounds.

in a moment she was kneeling at his side,
and had raised his head upon her arm. The
eyes were closed, the worn, lined face was
waxen white, the grizzled locks fell back from
the square thoughtful brow ; a livid hue had
settled round the mouth. :

“Is he dead ?” she said under her breath,
bending closely over him. ‘ Have Ikilled
him ?”

No ;life was yet there, for the closed lids

| quivered ; the pale lips moved to utter one
pitiful, sobbing word—‘‘Mercy.” Then all
was still. ’

No matter how low a human creature may
have fallen, the trace of what has once been

noble remains. This woman, this outcast,.

| this sodden drunkard, felt her heart stirred
within herat the sound of that terrible appeal.
““Did he ask for mercy from the heaven or
from me?” she said, speaking aloud in the fear
and passion of the moment. *‘If from me,

’;

"FOUGHT
of the
cord. :
Several years before the Union war there
Tnn-eo,. ' ﬂnhﬂ”t. ite fmb;f
near ; site o 4
Sty Butaest Whfe g ths conciodliy
4 ys ago the conc]
oommun‘xz.
In the neighbourhood mentioned there lived
amﬂ::on.mnﬁ Wpen;.h;:mof
ucati in ition,
but of so violntl'mhyxn’when aroused that
he was known as ** Bad" Dent. gﬁmt;n ..:il
handsome, possessi remar; d 8l
-ﬁmgthrdmwﬁxv‘z‘tythnhnd-mfdzhim
a favourife on the school-house play ground.
He was ;dulthy, to which influence he owed

IR A GRAVE.

liquors, but wonld, as his fellow companions
termed it, get on & spree of ill-humour. On
such occasions he was morose, quarrelsome,
and dangerous. His freaks were strange and
unaccountable. He would help a friend out
of an altercation and immediately turn and
knock him down. Among his companions
was a young man named Louis Guill—a noble
fellow. He was as brave as a lion, intelligent,
kind-hearted,and faithful to ev: obligﬁon.
His father and mother were dead, vmg
willed him the farm and several “black fokes.

The friendship between Guill and Dent was a
sub of remark, for when Dent was violent
Guill was gemal ; where Dent was §in for a
fight,” Gufll favoured an adjustment and

hurxhnfh Yet the two y. men were
frien: t seemed that thoyom been born
friends ; their tathers were friends. Their
mothers insisted upon having the same kind
of coffee ; the same kind of cooking ; had the
same ideas regarding children, and, of course,
were friends.

One day, at a picnic, the two friends en-
gaged in a qu.

*“You told me that you were not going
to dance with that girl,” exclaimed t.

el kn?w I %x;l, Abe, Mdn’t weg
get out of it. e boys e set an
assigned the boz

*“It wouldn’t make any difference to me
what the boys did, I wouldn’t acknowledge
that I had told a d—d lie.”

“If a man tells & lie it is better to so-
knowledge it. Ihope I have not offended

on. »

‘“ But you have, When a man tells me a
d—d lie I hold him accountable for 1t.”

““ Abe, you are on one®of your sprees to-
day. Let the matter drop.”

““I am not in an ill humour, and you utter
a d—d lie when you say so.”

“ Abe, this has gone far enough.”

*““It shall go justas far as I want it. I
meant what I said.”

“Go away them. Don’t call me a Lar
again. -If you do, I'll knock you down.”

Several friends rushed up, among them a
coloured man, owned by Guill. He was his
master’s friend as well as servant, and would
have risked his life for the man who could
make his existence miserable or pleasaut, and
who nobly chose the latter.

““Mars Louis,” said the darky, *‘doan
hab no truck wid dat man. He doan kere
no moah fur blood den he do fur water,” and
he put his hands gently on his master’s arm.

““Get away, Buck,” said Guill. *“ He has
insulted me and must pay the penalty.”

“Let him alone,” coolly remarked Dent,
and the next instant he lay full length on the

und. Blood flowed from his mouth, and
or a time he seemed insensible. Recovering
suddenly, he drew a Barlow knife, and as
Guill stooped over to raise him, he uttered an
oath and plunged his knife-blade into Guill’s
breast. Such a stampede followed that Dent
esca; Guill Iay on the bosom of his faith-
ful slave, o & %

“ Buck, I'm ing,” sai
murder. . Buck, {lr:gyou bere ?

‘“ Yes, Mars Louis, I's heah.”

““If Dent is not hung by law, I want you
to kill him.” ?

Ty ey

“But don't tal van of him. “'Fight'
him with a knife. Do onhgemi.e?"

“Yes, Mars Louis, T'll follow him ter de
e:x:dob de earth! I'll—oh, my master is
d !7’

The tragedy sent a thrill of horror through
every one. Old men shed tears when they
saw poor Guill lying on the ground, with his
_hsnmull of grass, pulled up with the grasp
of death.

Guill was buried in a little orchard near the
old farm house. Buck delivered the funeral
oration. Several ministers offered their ser-
vices, but the coloured man claimed the right,
and no one could doubt the friendship which
existed between master and servant, no one
disputed the right of the faithful man to con-
duct the ceremonies. On a Sunday afternoon,
when the sun shone bright on the apple
blossoms, when the blue jay flitted and the
‘‘sap sucker” pounded the old black trees,
Buck stood at the head of his master’s grave.
Friends and neighbgurs gathered around, and
children peeped over the red mound into the
deep cavity, shuddered and drew back. For
full five minutes Buck stood without attering
a word.

‘I doan know how to preach a funeral, Lord, "
he said, ** but I knows what'‘hit iz tez feel de
pullin’ ob de heartstrin, Ez a smile can
change ter a tremblin’ ob de lip, so does sor-
row set heaviest on de heart what wuz once
filled wid joy. My marster had a heart big
ez de magination of a chile, an ez de heart is
de birth place ob de soul, my marster is on
de right En.u ob God, close up ter de throne.
May we all meet death wid ez little fear, an
may de angels be ez glad ter see us all ez I
knows da hez been ter make de heabenly
quaintance of Mars Louis Gull. Amen.”

Dent fled to Texas, but was brought back,
and, by some technicality, acquitted. He
left Tennessee immediately after the trial and
went, no one knew or cared where.

- - - - - - - ~ -

Several weeks ago a tall man stood on Su-

“ it was a

| perior street, in Cleveland. His hair was

almost as white as the snow at his feet. His

| face wore a sad expression and his eyes

wha t is the mercy I cangive? Onlyone thing. !

| and that—silence, Heis dead,” she k
| seizing his hand; thrusting her own into his
| breast to feel if the heart that she had tortur-
| ed still beat. *‘Dead! and he was so good to
| me,

wandered as though tired ef every object.
An old coloured man came walking along.

| Seeing the white-haired man, he stopped,
| gazed intently for a moment, approached the

| keep silence. No harm shall ever come to |
| those you loved so well through me. I dare |
| not kiss your face—only your hand, Wil |

you know in the heaven you have gone to

willyou plead for me there, as for a poor lost

you loved?”

soft music of the bells, how stran
that prone fi ; that white face turned u
to the cloudless sky—the smile that dea
had laid um the dead man’s lips.

She lajd hi

to rest. = A moment she knel
weird figure in the moonligh

lided away among the ;hadows—-goinf asshe
gad come, unnoticed and unknown; leaving
the man whose life she had wrecked, whose

and within sight of the home that had been
his earthly heaven.

The letter that the Rector of Halcombe had
written, commending the homeless tramp to
the kindly cave of the farmer’s wife, was
never delivered. €

The woman . whom John Erlam first saw
crouching among the grave-stones on that
fateful antumn evening was never seen or
heard of again in Halcombe >

She was only a poor d:fndcd. drunken
greature ; an outcast from all decent society ;
& woman who had lived a lie, and ruined a
life ; but the mercy she promised: to the
do-donbehslio!st:okh;;i:u she gave in no
stinted measure. She an eternal :
ilﬂhm died with her,~—d{ the Year

£

ISP S on i e el o

creature wanderingin distant lands, so that |
no harm may ever come through her to those -

| and said :
B - Mr. Dent
Oh, John! T will leave you bere; I will |  « Vo that's my |

““ Yes, that's my name.”

“ Did da uster call yer Mr. Bad Dent ?*
“Yes ; do you know me ?”

“T does, y name is Buck Guill I

| uster long ter Mars Louis Guill. Don't yer

that I gave you the mercy you prayed for? | recollect me 2

“Why yes, Buek ; how is your health
extending his hand.
** No sar, yer doesn’t tetch my han’in de

| grasp ob friendship. I wuz at de picnic yer

The still, exquisite calm of the night, the |
ly they |
seemed to harmonize with the awful quieteoyf |
| cassen de law didn’t han
| ter fight yer wid Barlow

head back upon the dewy turf as |
tenderly as a mother lays her sleeping child |

ere, autrn:ge !
and then she

|

death she had hastened, lying near the church |
he had loved, within sound of the bells that |
had ever been as sweetest music to his ears, |

riccolleck, when you stabbed Mars Louis.
He died in my arms. Fore he died he made
me promise dat I'd kill yer in a fair fight
yer. Now I ’poses
nives,”

‘“ Did Louis make you promise this ?”

" ;n “h. » k

“Then you must keep your promise.
Whatever {mua Guill said gmst be done,
shall be done. I have never refused to fight
auy living wman. Where shall the encounter

e place ?”

““In the little orchard near the ole farm
house.”

“ When ?”

“‘Jes es sorn ez we ken go dar.” ’

The two men  boarded the next train and
went to Nashville. Engaging a private con-
veyance, they wentup into East Tennessee,
and stopped at a roadside inn, mear the old
Guill farmhouse. It was agreed that there
should be one witness to the encounter, and
after engaging a man, Dent wrote an explan-
atory letter and gave it to the inn keeper. It
was Sunday afternoon. The three men went
through an old orchard —orchard only in mem-
ory, for'nothing but the decaying trunks of
thot;:;- remained. Buck Dnth;! way. He

atl'punken VO,“ is is- ars Loui
” he said. onde pdder side,
step ober hit.”

Dent, without uttering 4 word, took posi-
tion as directed. The witness stood a few
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- bards.—Chicago
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FUN AND FANCY.
Man wants but little here below zero.

Men are like pins. One with a little head
may be just as sharp as one with a big head.

If you should be asked when a cat is like ¢
teapot, you might say,.** When your teasin’ it

When a tells you that the ocean kissed
the shore, he does not refer to fishing smacks

Thermometers reform late in life ; they
never become * temperate ” until nearly
sixty.

A Massachusetts o saysman wanl
but little here below zero.—New Orleam

The man who gave away all his money had
"ioomuchwﬁog‘ottho heart,” as the doo
tors say.

If we were a girl we would select s lover
from among they all know how i«
press a suit.

““The man who stops his
mize is like & man who
his shoes.”—Boston G

Innnit{_hhmmfordivminWin
consin, ey think a person must be craz
in the first place to marry.

They had women doctors in Egypt oves
3,000 years ago. They used to bend ove
their patients, crooning, ‘‘Let mhe kiss hin
for his mummy 1"

In what part of the world are the ears o
the donkeys most brittle 2—In Switzerland
because in that country they have glass ears |
(N. B.—Glaciers.)

What a pleasant thought it is that the lux.
ury of ice, which we enjoyed so dearly last
summer, is now within the means the
poorest of the poor. ¢
p»Mr. Vennor—Dear Sir :- Find enclosed
¥ umber’s bill onaccount of pipes frozen by

our late cold snap at my house. Pleass
Yemit.—Oil City Derrick.

Quite a number of young women have re-
cently been killed while coasting. Young
man, if you have a girl don’t let her
slide.— Philadelphia Chronicle-Herald.

] e you understand my business,”
said the census-taker to the acrobat. * 1
merely wish to know your occupation.”
*“Oh, yes, I tumble to you,” replied the
acrobat.

v | Infve threeu“ childrenl wbomm the very
image of m; T e ity the youngest,
replied the i)l'nau'locutor. ke Why ?” ““ Becauss
he is the one who will have to resemble you
the longest.”

to ecomg
to sawm

The prudent man now
Ibaowu mowmhisn‘ei "

ur is very ready to lend it at this
and by the time he wants it will luvam
ten what he did with it.

“What? Twenty-five cents a pound for
sani ? Why, I' can get 'em down at
Schmidt's for twenty-cents I” “Vell, den, vy
didn’t yer ?” *“Cause Schmidt was out of
‘em.” “‘Vell, uv I vos owit of 'em I sell ’em
for dwendy cents, ‘doo.”

A Boston man was invited to a banguet
lAt the bottﬁ)m ofBe the iElvihtion was the fol-
owing : *‘ Nota Bene—Eight o’clock prompt.”
He read it thus : “Notgs bean,ehp;ol%en
I don’t go to the durned banquet, that’s all
about it.”—Syracuse Sunday Times.

In a divorce suit, the petitioner, in stating
by whom married, gave the name of a clergy-
man, and in mentioning that the clergyman
had a coll e ‘in the ceremony, said,
‘ aided and abetted by the Rev. Mr. So-and~
s0.” ** Equally guilty,” quoted the judge.

“My husband is a brute,” declared Mme/
X. to an intimate friend, the other day.
“Why, my dear, what is the matter now ™
‘““He found fault with a little vivacity of=
mine yesterday, and I threw a candlestick a¥ *
‘his 'head ; then what do you suppose he did 1
“l don’t know.” *Why, he stood before -
the mirvor, so that I couldn’t throw the other.”
“The brute !”

“ After the Ball,” is the title of Ella
Wheeler’s latest poem, but as she does not
state whether she was playing short-stop or
left field, or how far she chased the or
whether the batter was ultimately put out,
mauch of the work’s intercst is lost. Itis in
attention to little details like these that Lohg-
fellow and Tennyson lay over our Western
ribune,

A man who never has money enough on
hand to pay his bills bought a pair of boots
oncredit. “ How much are they ?* * Five
dollars, if you buy on credit, as usual. but
$10 if you pays cash down.” ““How is that?”
*“ Well, you see,” said the simple-minded
shoemaker, **ven I sells on eredid | knows it
is a dead loss, 50 I makes de loss so schmall

as g:-ble.'," 3
e other. morning when a milk dealer
delivered the usaal quantity of so called to a
new customer up town. he was met with the
accusation, *“ I found the milk you lef$
esterday composed of about half water.”
he dealer muttered an apology of some sor,
and hurried away. Next morning the custo-
mer looked very. serious, acd said, ** I found
the milk you l:ﬂ. vesterday bad a deal
of chalk in it.” The dealer tri to
astonished, and went away saying he w
see about it. Next morning his customer met
him with, **I found the milk yow left yester-
day largely composed of some earthy matter.”
“See here,” said the dealer, as he squared
off, ““what sort of a famuly are you? I've
iven you three kinds of milk in as many
ays, and yet you are mno nearer being
satisfied than at first, I've only got ome
more kind, and if you find fault with that
you'll have to get a new milkman."-Wad
Street News, ;

Errs's Cocoa.—GaareruL axp Co
we.—“By a thorough knowledge of “the
laws which govern the operations -of
digestion and nutrition, and by a carefal-ap-
plication of the fine E:pparbn of weli-select-
ed Cocoh, Mr. Epps provided our break.
fast tables with a  delicately fiavoured bever

=
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Report: on Emigration From
' Western Frontier.

 SOME ELOGUENE PACTS AYD FIGD

The Opposition Calculat

Bffectually Disposed of.

Orrawa, Feb. 7.—Report on emig
from Canada on thc Western frontiey.

“Orrawa, Dec. 22nd, 14

““Sir,—I have the hgnour to repes
when at Sarnia on' the 19th Qctober
obtained at the Ganadian Custom Hi
printed statement issued by the United
Custom House at’ Port , Huron, which
the number of immigrants arrived a
port during thé fiscal vear eaded Jun
last at 94,375. I called an Dr. Pag
United States consul at Sarnia, hoping|
cerfiain how these large figures were 'ms
He told me they were obtained hy th
toms officials at Port Huron, an
proportion from Canada of the total imy
tion was 7.':,(%" Jut he had no pe
knowledge of the manper in which the
were obtained. He had given about 74
tificates (he could not say the exact o
which at 4} persons per certificate wo
3,150 emigrants. The average of fam
five, but very often only parts of

e

7 'f next proceeded to Port Huron,
tained an introduction to the Deput;
lector, Mr. F. L,-\Wells, who, in the 3
of the CoMector, received me with
courtesy. Bat I conld not ascertain
him the me}‘hod adopted in taking dov
large figures of the alleged
Hyron. 1 found from the reecords
Custom House that 69,159 of the 75,039
ed as immigrants from C la were f
provinces of (Ontario and Quebee, 4
mainder being from the Maritime Pro

“In view of this situation 1 agai
ceeded west, under your instructions,
18th Novémber last, to make an enqn
specting the emigration from Canada
United States between Detroit ani
Gratiot. There are alopg this fronti
United States Cdstoms districts, one ¥
head office at Detrait and the
3t PRort Hurop, to " which th

- lying districts report. At Def
w: received - with mach courtd
ng'a. V. B. Bell, the Collector of Custom
sort, and he kindly gave me the fd
gures of immigration from Canad
worded in his office during the fisg
mded June 30th last :—

YoM cccocccccncecene ol

‘‘ Mr. Bell told,me that these figm
taken by the officers in the face of 8o

culties while the trains were ere
river, and he could not vouch for th
aceuracy, His beliet,however, was i
were-honestly taken. He stated, m
that from motives of humanity
directegiblthnt as :ﬁ' foes should be
as possible from the poor immigrant:
entry of their effects Pu:ou far as th
sonsist with official duty.

““The emigration from Canada pas:
through the district of Detroit is su
two lnes of railway running all
across the province of Ontario fi
Niagara frontier, viz,, the Great
and the Canada Southern, and th
their turn connected with two throy
of railway leading to the Wester:
viz., the Michigan Central and the
and Milwaukee. In so far as the pi
Ontario is cencerned, there would
uatorslly flow as hﬁu or a larger
emigration to the Western States
these . two railway systems than thn
Gread Trunk at Sarvia.

I next proceeded to call on Mr.
the Canadian Collector of Customs
sor, and he informed me that there |
little movement of Canadian emig
United States at this peint. He ad
he hadTot kepta record of numbe
from the:2nd of August last, at whic
had received instructions to do
figures he gave me from his record
the dates of August 2nd and Noven
last were 136. These figures, w
Benson informed me had been caref
sn, show anything but an active en
from  that point.

4T next considered it important|
tain how matters stood at the fe
Sarnia and Port Huron, and
view 1 procured an introduction
A. Larned, the United State:
st Port Huron, who receives ent:
landing, and he kindly gave me the
facts from his bodks, which I took
the* spot :—

“ ¢ 1380—From July 6th to 3lsi
165 souls, 81. From August 3ls
21; souls, 68. From September 30tH
39;.souls, 163. From October 3ls
42: souls, 175. From Novem
entries, 30 ; souls, 143. Total, ents
sous, 631., These figures are 4} p

wg{.;vu not able toogct the figures

mere extended per but these
the -outilow at this point in th
of alleged most active emigrafy
a. There is a constant
.ferry passengers without any
of any sort passing backwards
wards by the ferry steamers,
number of these | am informed is
record. But it bas no reference to
’ tion. Crossing over to Sarnia, I
» g:m Mr. Mathewson, the Canadiay
€ollector, the fact that the num
ward entries at Sarnia and its ¢
settlers’ effects during the fiscal §
June 30 was 858. This, taking
4per family (or more ocorrectly
‘iamﬂ'y) with each entry—which i3
estithate per family than appears
entries at Mr. Larned’s office—wou
{emiggption of 3,861 for the five
wuly 1st to November 30th th
::mriawu;%,ncomidmble 0]
ine as compared with the fiscal
{these'with the same number of p
sntry would give an emigration of
“ T procured an introduction to
born, the collector of custom
Huron, with the object of commu
him the information I bad gath

Frontier ting these emigraf]

Sies, mdri:E:g over with him !

mﬁlw&,' but I found he
to bhave any question rai

acouracy of the figures furnish
mthm‘xy,

and so I regret to
conversation terminated. - I fi
‘%he alleged emigration from €
] on In a very la¥gely.increal
gding to the collector 4
8% Port Huron, from the end of thi
a4 the 30th of June last, as appes
following printed letter which. w
my hands while at that place :=-

‘“*Cpsron House, PorT Hny_q
“ ‘Correcror’s Qrrice, No

i T;&M s Young, Esq., Port H

“ADAR —In reply to your
e s i o
3 : igration for
meptioned, vis., year endipg Jux
94,375 3. quarter wdmﬁ’e&ptembt
43,978 ;. month of October, 1880,

#1n this statement the ’;'
Quarter are at the rate of 179
ear, and the figures for the
& a8 the rate off 933!7),‘
i - An emigration of
ould be a very large fact, pial
s eyes, and not at all '
the ions of




