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steps Gutside the house, and gave tho
new-comers a welcome., It was a
strange kind of inn near which thay
found themselves. It looked more iike
a huge darn than a house; the lower
story was taken up by a large stable,
into which Abol'sa donkoy and cart wore
put for the night; but tho jun itsel? was
built over the stable, and could only bo
entered by the outer stone stalrcase,
which led to the upper story of the
buiflding. The cheery man led the way
up these steps, and Abel and Nemo fol-
Jowed him, whilgt the landlord remained
below !o got a handful of hay for the
poor dreached donkoy.

* Now,” sald their friend, as he threw
open a door at the top of the stona steps,
‘““come in here, and see if Jemmy does
not deserve tho good name I gava him.”

It was a curious room into which he
led them, very long and narrow, and
with nothiug but wooden rafters over-
head; the celllng was so low, that for
once Abel felt inclined to be glad that
he was no taller; and the floor was go
rough and uneven, that Nemo felt as if
he weore walking up and down hill as
he crossed it. But a Dblazing, roaring
fve was burning in the grate, and on it
was tho pot of which they had heard,
the very smell of which made the
travellers feel how hungry they were.
Three men in rough blouses were sit-
ting over the fire smoking, dut they
moved away when the fresh-comers en-
tered, and good-naturedly gave them the
warmest places; whilst one of them, an
old man with white hair, took off Nemo’s
~oa¢ and put him on a stool in the warm
ohimney-corner,

“It's as cold as Christmas, Crumpets,
for all it's July,” said the old man.

Crumpeta—that wes the name of the
sheerful man-~-answered that it was
colder than many a Christimas he could
remember, but he gave it as his opinion
that it did not inuch matter how cold it
was, provided that yo: had 2 fire llke
Jemmy's to come to.

“ And stew like Jemmy’'s to eat,” sald
another man, getting up from his seat
to lift the iid and to stir the pan, and
at the same time to make the mouths of
all those who sat round the fire to water.

“Have ye come far to-day ?" said the
ol¢d man, turning to Abel.

‘A good way,” he answered; * we've
co;ne from Everton, me and my little
la -"

*0Oh, you've been there, have you ?”
the said. ‘“Did you gc up to the big
kouse ?”

“Yes, wo were there this afternoon,”
sald Abel,

“And it was beautitul,” said little
Nemo, looking vp from his stool.

“Ay, it is beautiful, my little lad,”
said the old man. ‘I was one of the
gardeners there till X got too old to
work, and if any man kaows the Hall, I
should know 1t."”

“We saw the little pinx lady,” said
Nemo.

*“ Ay, the little lass; I believe she’s a
bonnfe little thing, so I've heard folks
say. I've never set eyes on her mysell.”

* Was she born since you left ?” asked
Abel.

“ Ay, yes; at least, she wasn't at the
Hall then; them folks as has the Hall
now never dreamt of such a thing as

getting there a few years ago. Ay, it's’

queer how places change hands, and
there never was & queerer story than
the story of Everton Hall. But they’re
nice folks, I beligve, these new people,—
very nice folks—so people say; but, as
I tell you, I never did see them myself,
and I don't expect I ever shall.”

Jemmy now came upstairs and an-
nounced that the stew was ready. A
largo deal table was drawn in front of
the fire, and the littie company in the
inn gathered around it, whilst Jemmy
1adied out the hot coup from the steam-
ing pan. Thae stew tasted quite as good
as its sinell had promised. It was filled
with carrots and turnips, onlons and
parsley, and small pleces of meat, and
Jermy's guests did full justice to it.

“1t 18 good, Abel,” sald little Nemo,
as he sat between his foster-father and
Crumpels, perched on & high stool which
Jemmy brougrt up from the stable for
him to sit on, and a3 Abel strotched his
neck, that he might see as far as pos-
sible above the top of the table.

When the stew was disposed of, and
also the hot coffee for whick Jemmy was
much famed, they drew round the fire
again; the men lghted their plpes,
Jemmy closed the shutters, and piled
more logs on the fire; and the old man,
turning to Abel, said—

“Maybe you'd like to hear a bit about
the Hall, as you've seen it with your
own eyes 2"

* Ay, master, that I would, right well,”
said Absl,

“Yes, do tell us, please,” echoed little
Nemo.

Tie old mAn drew closer to the firg,

put his hands on his knees, and, lean.
ing forward, and looking from one face
to anather, all ruddy and bright in the
firelight, he began his tale,

“1 was born in a little cottage on the
¢l] mast \r's estate, and there I lived all
my iife 1l about five years ago, when
I came to live with my daughter here
on the moors. You scc, my f{ather was
gardener at the Hall, and the old master
thought a deal about him, and wouldn't
have parted with him was it ever so.
80 as soon as I had got a bit of school-
Ing (we didn’t get such a deal in them
days as they do now) my f{ather got me
to work In the garden, to weed the
paths and wheel thoe barrows, and rua
errands for the men; ho kept a lot of
gurdeners, did the old mastor, cight or
ten of them always at work. You ses,
it's a vast placo to keep in ordor, and he
wus mighty particular, bless you, nover
a weed on tho path or down them
avenues but what {t caught his eye.
But he was a good master, if you did
your work well and didn't slip it, and all
hir men thought a deal ou him, and ho
was a bad fellow who didn't try to
please him.

* Ay, lads, when the old master died,
his funeral was a sight to see. All the
village was there, and they wept like
babies, men and woemen and children, all
of ‘em together, and my mother put a
black band on my hat, and we all went
to hear kis funeral sermon the next
Sunday,—even my father, who hadn't
geen in a church since I could remem-
er.”

“Why, Jemmy, what's that ?” said
Crumpets, interrupting the epeaker;
* l{sten, man "

* Nay, 1t's nothing,” sald Jemmy; “ it's
the wind dblowing the pig-sty door, may-
be.”

* It sounds to me like a knocking,”
sald Crumpets. *1 heard it before, but
1 didn't like to stop the story.”

‘ Well, meybe 1'd better go and look,”
said Jemmy, rising reluctantly from his
cosy seat by the fire; “it's mayds a
stranger who can’'t find the way in.
Wait a bit, master, till 1 come back.
I'd like to hear the end of your tale. I
knew they had had a lot of changes up
at Everton, I've heard my uncle talk of
it,—him as lived here before me,—but I
never Quite kpmew tho rights of the
gtory.”

Jemmy +was away longer than they
expected; they heard him moving about
below, opening and shutting the deers
in the stable, and the rest of the party
were full of impatience to hear more of
the story. When their host returned,
he told them that it was an awfu! night,
that the rain was coming down in tor-
rents, and that he quits expected {t
would keep on like that til! morning.

*Who was it knocking, Jemmy ?”
asked Crumpets,

*“ It was only a tramp,” said Jemmy,
* drenched tbrough, poor chap. I waat-
ed him to come up to the fire, but he
wouldn’t hear of it. He asked if he
might turn into the stable and sleep in
the hayloft, and I hadn’t the heart to
say him no. Come, let’s hear the rest
of your story, Tom; you'éd got as far as
the master's funeral, hadn't you ?"

*“Yes,” sajd the old man, clearing his
throat as he began again; *“that was
the old.master, him as. was there when
1 was a boy. He only left two children,
a son aud a .daughter, and the daughter
died soon after him. The son mede us
a very good master too, only no cme
could think he was just as good as the
old man. You see, he was a quiet man
at the best of times, and he hadu’t the
ready word for every one he met that
the olé master had; but he was very
‘kind for all that, &8 many a one knew
who was {li or wanted aught, for he
was a reg'lar father to the peoplo on his
land, no one can deny that.

“Well, this master—the old man’s
son, you understand—married late in
life: he must have been near upon forty,
and we all thought he was going to die a
bachelor. But all at once came news
that there was to be a wedding, and
every one 'was glad that there was to be
a lady at the Hall, 1 mind me how the
bells rang when he brought his bride
home, and a bonnfe bride she was, poor
little lassie, quite a girl, as you may say,
only Jjust left school.

“The measter was &8 Lew man. He
came, as folks say, oat of his sheil, and
there was gay doings at the Ialil; ¢ .a old
place was all alive with cacrriages golag
up and down the avenue, visitors com-
ing round the gardens, and boats row-
ing op and down the lake. But it
dido’t last loug, for in lass than a yesr
the bonnfe bride dled, at . left him with
a little baby not more than a week old.
Then all was changed, all the brightness
was gone, no visitors came to the Hall,
and the poor master was well-nigh
broken-hearted. He had pobody left
now but the chlld,—Master John, we

used to call him,—~and as the boy grow
oldor ho was more and more bdound up
in him,

“ A fine manly lad <ras Master John,
bless him, for all he had no brothers
90r sisters to keep him company. He
was all life and apirit; ho would climd
the trees, and ride the ponies bare-
back2? and do a0 many daring things
that the wonder was he didnt come to
somo harm when he was but a boy.

*“He nover had many companjons,—
there was nobody, you sco, in the villago
or about for him to assoclate with,~but
he novoer scemed dull, bless him; he
made friends of us all, and would talk
to us and ask us quostions by the hour
together, and he was as hnpoy and
bright as the day is long. Sometimoa
Master Gllbert would come to stop with
him. He was the mastor's nephow, you
see, son of that sister of his who bhad
died soon after her father,

“ But, somchow, the two lads never
got on togother, never quito hit it, as
you may say. MAlaster Gillbert alwaya
wanted to have his own way, and to got
everything for himself, never mind If 1t
was lis by right or not; and there was
one day when he even went 8o far as
to strixe Master John, becauso he did
not give him something ho had set his
mind on.

** As thoy grow older, wo noticed that
Master Gilbert very seldom came, and
when he did come, it was mostly when
Master John was away, and when thero
was no one at the Hall but the master,
who could not turn his back on Master
Gilbert, because ho was hia sister’s only
80N,

*“ As Yor Mastor John, he grew up Jjust
the same nobls fellow as ha had been as
a boy, and always so daring and afrald
of nothing. He was a great favourito
with us al), g0 free and easy in his ways,
just like his old grandfather, and folks
used to say there would be good days
snd merry days when he was master.
But that day was never to be, for when
Master John was oply four-and-twenty
there came the day which was the dole-
fullest day ever known in Everton.

“ Master John had been to college and
all that, and taken his degree, as they
call it, and soon after he had got ac-
quaintad with the Lady Lillan. Her
name suited her well, for she was as fair
as a white lily, and his father, when he
gaw ner, was almost as fond of her as
Master John himgelf.

* Well, they were inarried at her'home
away In Dorset, and then he brought his
bride home, and we had fireworks, and
a big dinner, and all kinds of golngs on.
And the master looked brighter and
jollter than he had done ever sincs Mas-
ter John's mother died.

“ Well, the young people did not stop
long, for they were going abroad for
their wedding trlp. Master John wanted
to show her the mountains where he
had been the summer before, and they
wero to spend about a year trayelling
from place to place before the \setued
down in England.

“so they went off together, and they
drove out of the lodge gate, and we all
stood outside and cheered themn, and not
one of us guessed what was coming.
Now,” sald the old man solemuly,
“hearken what came next: they drove
oft, waving their hands and smNipy, and
we never saw neither of them again—
never agalin.

“ It all came like & thunderclap. The
master had had letters from timo to
time, and all went well, and their year
was nearly up. They wrote in guod
spirits, full of all they had seen; they
were in italy, so folks sald, when the
master heard last

“Then there came a telegram, that
dreadful day of which I told you, and
that telegram was from Master Gilbert.
He had comeo across them somewhere
amongst the mountains, and he sent
viord that as he and Master John were
climbing a mountain behind their hctel
there had bdeen an accident. Master
Jobn had slipped, and had fallen over a
precipice, and bhad been taken up dead a
hundred feet below.

“ Ay, but it makes me shudder to
thick of it, even now. To think that
he who was always s0 brave and so
daring, bless him !~—to think that he
should lose his life through it after all.

* Nor was that ail; for only threce days
after, while the old master was still un-
conscious from the shock, there came
another telegram, also from Master Gil-
bert, to =ay that she was dead too. She
bad never held up her head, poor ‘ittle
thing, after her husband's crushed,
mangled body was brought into the
hotel, and the little baby boy, who was
born the day after his father was kiiled,
was 1;ing dead by her side.

“ There was nobody there belonging
to them but Master Gilbert, and be saw
after everything, packed up their things,
and settled all up there. and did every-

thing that had to be done.  They were
brouzht to Everton to bde burled, the
father, the mothor, and the poor lttle
dabo; and a sorrowful day it way tn the
viliage whon the two oak cofiny, with
tno lttle white coffin laid atop of them,
were put in the chancel of the old
church,

*The roaster could not go to the
funeral. Wo nover saw him out agaln,
his halr turned white as snow, so folks
said who did seo him, and In another six
woeks he was lald In the grave baside
his son.

** DId you ovor hoat tho like ot that
sald tho old man; “1f yo read it in &
book, yo would scarce bellovo it. That
was six years ago last summer, and I
left the placo after that. 1 was get-
ting old, and my daughter gavo me &
hemo, and it's well sho did, for 1 could
nover have got on with Master Gilbert.
Tho properiy all came to him, for 18 wia
ontatled, as thoy call {t, and ho weas the
next helr, and he made a regular Turk
of & master, so tho peoplo sald who had
to do with him.

*Ho was as hard as {ron, and grudged
overy penny, and was hated by every
one. But he was only thers a little
more than & twelvemonth; for one
autumn day, as ho was out shooting,
there came a torrible thunderstorm as
ho was passing through a thick wood
on tho hillside. Tho lightning struck
the tree under which ho was walking,
and kiiled bam on tbo spot. And folks
reckoned up, and it was just & year, and
a month, and 2 weck, and a day, since
poor Mastor John dicd on tho mountaln.
Apd some did say,” the old man went
on, lowerlng his voice to a whisper,
* that thero had been foui play, and that
God Almighty tent the lightning a3 o
judgment on Master Glibert's hoad.

“But that's as it may be,” aald the
old man; “I don't pretend to say; ha's
gono, and we won’t speak 1l of the
dead. But that's the strange story of
that place yonder; and now these folks
as have got the Hall are ro near of kin
to the master as had it before, uor yet
to Master Gilbert nelther. Him as 1s
there now is the grandson of 1 cousin
of the old master, the one that was mas-
ter thore when I was a youngster.,

“ Ah, well, 1t's a blessing that, If they
areu't much of kin to him, they follow
fn his footsteps, und make folks about
them happy and comfortable.”

(To be continued.)

Jack's Ploughing.
BY MABELLE P, CLAPP.

Out in tke fleld in the sunshiny weather

Jack and the farm boy are ploughing
together.

‘The dandelions in bloom by the wall

Twinkle gally at Jack; and the robins
call

From the apple-tree boughs: * Ho, Jack !
Look here!”

While the chipmunks are chattering:
* Come, Jack, my dear !

But Jack keeps on with his ploughing

The plough is high, acd the dimpled

. hands

Must reach for the bandles, "twixt which
he stands,

The south wind lifts the loose brown
rings,

*Neath the sallor bat with its fiying
strings,

And kisses the lips pressed tightly to-
gether,

When out i{n the flelds in the asunshiny
weather

Jack lends a band with the ploughing.

Up and down the long furrows brown

He manfully trudges, a tiny frown

On the smooth broad brow, so earnest
L ae.

**We has such lots of work to do, Jim,
hasn't we?

il dldn'i help you, now what wouid you
do 7

Says Jim: * Magter Jack, if it wasn't
¢ for you
1I'd never be done with tho ploughing.”
The sun grows hot, the lazy breeze
Scarce stirs the boughs of the apple
trecs.
The soft earth clings to the molst little
hands,
When, at last, at the end of a furrow,
be stands,
And looks toward bome. “ My mamma,
1 guecss,
Wil be ‘fraid ‘thout a maa ig the house
unless
1 did come home from ploughing.”

Such a dirty boy as runs home at last !

Such 8 dirty boy ! but mamma bolds bim
fest,

And kisses the dimples that como and go

As he tells of the morning’s fun, til jo ¢

Tho white lids droop o’cr the c¢yes of
brown,

And in the mcadows of Slumber-town

Jack still goes on with bis plouvghing.



