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And to Ned, the affectionate hospitality
of theee peopla was delightful; it was 8o
honest, 80 8imple,so diffsrent from the re-
gard showan to ber in Rabandabed. Her
owa loving nature expandel noderit, and
she ate and drank of the simple buat in-
viting repast prepared for her, and
langhed apd talked with perfect abandon,

Meg's relatives kuew Ned's whole story,
both from Meg's own freqneut recitals,
and from Dyke's leiters, which, owirg to
his sunt’s 1ability to read writing, tney
were obliged to read for her; and it wes
no slight eutjact of indignant wonder to
them that Mr. Kdgar slurd persist in
concealing his relationshipfrom his niece,
a8 phe was, if indeed she was not his
danghter; but as it was his desire to do
80, and Mag would not displease him, her
rela.ives were equally careful to drop no
word that might reveal her identity to
their yonog visitor.

The next day, when Meg and she were
alone, the men being at work, and the
good woman of the houss engaged in ex-
tra culinary operations for the benefit of
the young gneet, the lattar took ont I"?'

urse and poured its contents into Meg's

ap.

E)‘All for yon, Mag,"” she said, her eyes
gparkling with dalight; they have been
80 good to me in Rahandabed that I bave
been enabled to save it.”

Bat Meg could not speak; she was 80
tonched by this proof of affectionate grati-
tude that & lnmp rose in her throat,and film
came over her eyes;she could only throw
her arms around Ned's peck and kies
ber. And when she recoversd herself,
ghe put the money back into the little
purse, and said through her tears :

“It's & proud and happy day for me to
have you remember me 8o, but I can na
take if, my darling; I have na need of it,
being well provided for by the boys here,
God bless them. They seem glad enongh
to have me with them, and were well
pleased when Dyke's last letter came,
saying that he conldn’t go back to the
mountain home yet, and that I'd bave to
stay here another while.” ;

All Ned's persnasions could not indace
her to accept the gift, She constantly re

L ed:

“ [ have na need of it.”

Then Ned begged Meg to keep the
money in trust for her, but even at that
the old woman demurred; at length to
satisfly the young girl, who geemed 80
pained by all these refusals, she consented
to keep half of it in that manner.

“Kvep the other half yourself,” she
gaid, *for there’'s nae telling now that
we're off from each other, Dyke and you
and me, and you among strangers, what
may chance that you'd need a bit of your
savings "'

And Ned was obliged to yield,

The good people provided for their
young visitor such entertainment as was
afforded by drives to places of interest in
and abont the cily, and they were ex-
tremely sorry that her stay must be 8o
limited ; bat ghe had said sbe would not
remain longer than a week, and she felt
it to be her duty to keep her word, even
though she had Mra. Doloran’s permis-
gion to stay two months.

Fate decreed, however, that Ned should
be unable to fulfil her promise, for, be-
fore the ciose of the week, she was con-
fined to her bed with some sort of a fever.
The physician, who was tuarriedly sum-
moned, could not tell at firet whether it
was the contagious illness ragiog in
another part of the city, but for salety's
sake he adviged the family to eend their
patient to the hospital. ‘They were in-
dignant at the proposilion, and he, seeing
that, and being touched by their unsel-
fish regard for one who, by some chance,
he learned wes no relative, induced them
to appropriate a part of the honse for her
especial use, and to be content to have
one person alone in aitendance upon her.
Of course that person was Meg, and never
was patient nursed more tenderly, nor
even niifnlly s for the old woman in her
youthful oays had acquired a quantity oi
valuable knowledge regarding the sick,
added to which she had strong common
sense, and sffaction now made her quick
and certain in the use of both.

Oane of her nephews suggested sending
word to Dyke, lest the young lady should
die, and he, thinking so much of her,
would hardiv forgive them for such
neglect, but Meg shook her head, reply-
ing:

“There's na need of it; we'll bring her
throngh with the help of the Lord, and
what'd be the use of worrying that poor
fellow, and bringing him from his busi-
ness all the way up here. Na, na; her
disease i8 a slow one, but she’ll come
ronnd all right in a few weeks.”

The dieeare was a slow ons, congnming
five weaks before the poor, weary, wasted
patient conld eveun git np in the bed.

Then one of her first questions was, had
any word been sent to Mra. Doloran.

4 Na, dear; we didn't know rightly the
directions to rend to, and you were too
sick to tell us; but what's the diflur?
When you're well enongh to go back, if
ghe wants von she'll take you and wel-
come, and if sho don't there's plenty of
other places for the like of you;so don't
be tronbling yourself, but take yonr rest.”

And trath to tell, Ned was glad to fol-
low the advice: she was 8o weak and
tired that it was an exertion for her even
to think o' Rahandabed.

How kind everybody was to her in the
little honsehold, and not ove would hear
of remuneration in any form ; she used to
lie awake sometimes in the night, wonder-
ing whether God gave all the heart and
feeling to the people in hnmble circam-
stapces; her experience of the rich had
been 8o different from all this tender
treatment, Fight weeks from the day of
her arrival in Albany, she was ready to
leave the historic city ; she wonld have
gone a week before, but every voice was
raiged in protest, and she feli obliged to
yield to their combined and earnest en-
treaties.

She had not written to Rahandabed,
being content to trust to what Meg had
gaid about other places being obtainable;
and 8o long as Mrs, Doloran had given
her two months, it might be as well to
explain matiers in person v8 by letter.

She looked pale and emaciated, and
her strength seemed very fragile, but she
insisted that she was stronger than she
appeared to be, and she allayed their
fears by promising to write immediately,
and in case Mrs. Doloran decided not to
re-engage her, to retarn to them without
delay.

Meg and one of her nephews accom-
panied her to the train, where the young
man purchased her ticket and saw that

ohe was comfortably seated. Bhe looked

80 il], owing to ber pallor and emaciation,
that, as she raised her veil to bid him
good-by, many & pitying eye was directed
to her, and he himeelf felt like purchas-
ing another ticket and accompanying her
all the way, but, when he intimated his
deire, she protested go energetically that
he was obliged to forego it

And 8o she was whirled away with
Meg's fond face looking up to her from
ine side of the frack, wnere the old
woman wonld ingist upon standing, 8o a8
to et a last view of ber darling.

Counld Ned have forseen the circum-
gtavces under which she would next
meet that fond old countenance, ghe
wonld rather bave journeyed to the most
distant part of the earth, than go to
Rahandabed.

XXV,

Not expecting to find at the C—station
any of the Rahandabed carriages, Ned
was about to engage one of the publie
conveysuces in waiting, when some one
behind her said, with a strong Scotch ac-
cenl :

“lh! Mies Edgar. This wav.” It
was Donald Macgilivray, with his Scotch
face all aglow from delighted surprige.

“They'll be glad eneuch at the house
{osee youn,” he continued, * for Mrs. Dol-
oran's gang daft wi’ thinking you never
meant to come back, and Mr. Ordotte’s
gang up to Albany looking for you ; bu’
he had no directions to find you. Sol
was thinking it'd be nae easy wark for
him to get you. He’s thonght to be com-
ing back on this train, and that's why
I'm here to fetch him, but to my mind
it'll be a8 good if I fetch youn,”

All this time he was leading the way
to a handsome open carriage, and as Ned
tonk her seat, feeling considerably re-
lieved that she would not be sent away
from Rahandabed, the man seemed
atrnck with her changed appearance.
She had thrown her veil back, so that
Ler white, wasted face was folly seen.

“ You've noo been sick ?”’ he eaid,
with an honest concern in his tones,

She replied with a brief affirmative, as
as she leaned back with a sense of de-
lightfal rest among the cushions.

Donald attended to his horses, waited
another moment to be sure that Ordotte
had not arrived and was not loitering
somewhere, and then drove off, turning
speedily into the shaded fragrant road-
way which led to Rnhunda'hed, But he

Hine gerans

could not Kvep from comm ating ¥
of newe tothe young lady. JEvery few min-
utes he tnrned to tell her something of
the doings at the houee during her ab-
gence, and at length he imparted that
which immediately arouged her indiffer:
ent attention.

“There's anither young lassie at the
house wi’ a name like your ain, an’ a
face the same as if you war twa beans on
ane stalk. The company war all talking
about it. She came wi’' friends of Mre.
Doloran, an’ they say she's verra weel to
do in the matter o' the siller. Her
father lives in Barrytown, but he’s in
Iiogland now.”

Ned was surprised ; that it was Elna
ghe did not dounbt, but it seemed eo
strange thatshe shonld come to Rahanda-
bed. She was not diepleased, however,
for sinc their last partingshe entertained
only kindly feelings for her cousin, and
she was also gratified to find that she
would not be compelled to meet Mr. kd-
gar; with all her generogity, she could
not divest herself of a certain fear and
dislike of that gentleman,

Donald, instead of driving all the way
up the main carriage-road, turned into
another that led to a side entrance of the
houese.

“1 war thinking you'd nae waunt to
meet wi' Mrs. Doloran and the rest o
them, till yon'd have a bite and a bit o'
rest. They’d be fashin’ ye wi’ questions,
an’ ye noo weel able to answer them. =90
I drove ye here, instead of the front, that
ye wouldn't meet wi’ any of them. Ye
can bide aweel in one of the rooms ; an’
I'll get some of the lusai,es to bring you a
bite.”

Ned was grateful for this thoughtfal
kindness. She felt so weazk, and tirad,
and ill able to meet Mrs. Doloran jast yet,
and with a * thank von' tha sincerity of
which went to honest Douald’s neart, slie
accepted his offer.

Macgilivray had hardly exaggerated
when he eaid Mra. Doloran had gone
“ daft " over Ned’s protracted absence.
Her captiousness, which had delighted in
making poor Ned its victim, having now
no especial butt, vented itself sometimes
in most disagreeable freaks, often causing
her to break into disgraceful fits of tem-
per, during which any servant who had
occasion to go to her presence, and who
was luckless enongh to manifest any awk-
wardness in the discharge of duty, was
likely to have the most convenient objact
hurled at his or her head. Immediately
after, however, the delinqueut was sure
to be presented with some valnable gift
as & token of forgiveness ; so the domes-
tics scarcely objectad to this valgar mode
of chastisement, since tbey knew that 1t
meant in every instauce an accession to
their purse. The guests, however, were &
little tired of ebullitions of temper, which
were 28 likely to occur in the middle of a
most enjoyable repast as at any other
time, and though Mrs, Doloran’s wealth
and lavish hospitality covered all her sins,
still, with a selfish desire for their own
comfort, they devoutly wished for Ned's
return, that the eccentric widow might
%o back to the old tenor of her ways.

So, when Nad gnietly walked into the
summer parior, where Mrs. Doloran, in
most peevish mood, sat with souwie of her
guests, there was a general boghtening
of countenances and & chorus of glad ex-
clamations. The widow, in her delight,
rose 80 suddenly as to throw down her
chair, and to throw it with such torce
that it fell against a tall, slight, heavy-
faced young man who had been standing
just behind her; the blow sent him to
digplay his full length on the tapestried
floor. ~Mrs. Doloran, however, did not
panse to look behind her, nor was she de-
terrad by the burst of ** oh's ” and ** dear
me's "' which followed the young geutle-
man's ludicrous fall, accompanied by
andible attempts, in the shaps of sudden
coughs, to snppress langhter.

She took her wonted strides to Ned,
and having folded that young lady in a
very undesirable embrace, brought her
fooward to the company, most of the
members of which by this time had
gained a semblance of composure, even to
the fallen young man, who had picked
himself up and retreated blushingly to &
cartained embrasure.

Ned looked like the ghost of her former
self, and now that Mrs. Doloran had time
to notice that fact, she began at once :

“ Have you been to the spirit land,

Ned, or have those friends of yours done
what Ordotte tells us they do in Treland,
sometimes—kept yoareelf and sent us
your wraith ?"

“ I have been qguite ill,” was thefgentle
response, i

Bat Mrs. Doloran was fall of!another
subject, about which sha was more anxi-
ous to ingnire than to ask the particalars
of Nad's illness, and with her wonted sud.
den transition to & diffarent topic, sha re-
sumed :

“ We have a young lady here of your
name, Edna Egar, and with the sirang-
est regemblance to you, only that you are
not as brilliant nor dashing She told ng
how you were schoolmates, aud that it
was by accident yon came to have the
same name and such a marked resem-
blance, for yon were no relation. Now
you tell us all about it, Ned,”

“1 can only tell you what yon have
already heard,” was the reply, the
speaker thinking at the same time how
fortunate had been Donald’s thoughtful-
ness in her regard, for Mrs. Doloran evi-
dently did not dream of asking her * com-
panion "’ if she needed refreshment or
rest ; possibly she thought it nunecessary,
anit was almost time for the late dinner.

Disappointed in Ned's answer, she
gaid, with some asperity :

“]tis very improbable, such a state-
ment a8 that ; nature doesn’t give such
striking resemblances to people without a
cauee, Ias it never strack yon that yon
might be related to these Ejgars in some
way ? How did they get to know you in
the first place ? Here, sit down, and tell
ue all about it,” struck, perhaps, by the
increasing pallor of Ned’'s countenance.
The girl wae glad to eink into a chair, and
ghe answered a8 gently as she could,
feeling, however, a littleof ber old in-
dignation at such impertinent probing
into her family history.

“ Mr. Eigar knew my parents in Eag-
land, being perhaps drawn the more to
them because of the similarity of the
name ; when they died, he was prompt-
ed, both by his pity for my orphan condi-
tion and by the singular resemblance I
bore to his own child, then also an infant,
to take the interest in me which after-
wards cnlminated in his sending ms to
school with his own daughter, and giv-
ing me a home previous to my coming
here. Such arethe facts, Mra. Doloran,
told to me by thoee whose veracity [ know
too well to doubt.” The last words were
gpoken with a decision intended to silence
Mis. Doloranon any farther questioning ;
but, if the self-willed widow could not
pursne her inquiries, she could at leaet
give vent to her thoughts on the sub-
ject.

“It's a remarkable case of coincid-
ences,’ she continued, * and the most
wonderful thing about it is the way you
two girla just accept what has been told
you. Tnat Miss Edgar, who came while
you were away, doesn’t see anything
strange in the coincidences any more
than you do."”

“ Wiy should she ?” broke in Ned with
some impatience, ‘‘it is not the first case
of curious resemblance helween people
who are no relation—even history records
such things.”

“ Ugh!” said Mrs Doloran, shrugging
her shonlders with an affection of dis-
gust, “ you are too practical ; if you had
a bit of romance in your goul you would
make a clear case out of this. Bat
wish Miss Edgar would come ; I want to
compare her with you—not that the re-
semblance will be such a marked one,
now you're so white, and sick-looking—
and 1 wish Mascar was here, not that
he’'s much good in this case, for he pro-
fesses to believe implicitly just what you
and Miss Edgar say about yonrselves.
There she is now—""happening to glance
in the direction of the open window, just
beyond which appeared Miss Ldgar, on
horseback, attended by Mr. Carnew, also
monnted.

The whole company rushed to the
veranda to see the dismounting, and
Mrs. Doloran, pulling Ned along with her,
followed in their wake.

How beantifal 1dna looked; how
magnificently she sat her horge, and with
what charmioggrace she just touched the
palm of Alan's hand, extended for her
dainty foot, as she dismounted. He
must have whispsred some compliment,
for ner face and neck were dyed for an
iusiani, and ihe contident way in whisl
ghe took his arm to ascend to the ver-
anda gave evidence that his attention
pleased her.

Ned, as she eaw it all, experienced a
sudden and most nnaccountable pang,
whether of jealousy or envy of her cous-
in, or sudden love for handsome Alan
Carnew, she could not tell, butehe was
most distressed that it should be ao, and
she was very angry with herself for her
weakness.

Up the steps came KEdna, looking like
gome beautiful picture—as with one hand,
she held her whip and the train of her
riding habit—and so fall of bewitching
animation, that it was little wonder Alan
Carnew bent to her in the tender way he
did, She canght sight of Ned's pale face
over Mrs. Doloran's shoualder, and drop:
ping Carnew’s arm, she rughed to her
with the prettiest grace imaginable.

“ ] am—""' the sw~eetest of kisses on one
cheek—"80 glad,”—another sweat kiss
on the other cheek—“to see you,’—a
third sweet kiss on Nod's mouth—" you
naughty dear; never to tell me in your
last letter that you were going away for a
while, and I took the trouble to write to
you that 1 was coming here on a visit,
which ietter, of course, owing to your ab-
gence, you did not get. And when I got
here, no one could teil me farther of your
journey, than tt was to eee some one in
some part of Albany. O you darling ! I
have so much to tell yon.”

All of which gushing effusion looked
very pretty, and very condescending to
the company, for they remembered that
Nod was only a hireling after all, behold-
en to Mr. Kdgar's bounty for her edunca-
tion, and as a consequence of these
things, to be regarded iu the social scale
very wuch below the heiress, Miss Id-
gar.

Upon Ned herself, this lavish outburst,
althongh it was a little too lavish to ac-
cord with her ehy, sensitive nature, had
the eflact of opening her heart all the
more to Edna. That Edna was sincere
ghe did not for a moment doubt, and
Ned's generous soul always warmly re-
sponded to aflsction.

They looked very pretty together, being
the same height and having the same
gracefal pliant figures, had Ned's form
not lost its wonted curves by her recent
illness. Mra, Doloran was observing
them very critically even to the secret
amusement of the company, applying her
eyeglasses which she wore on a chain,
but never before had been known to use.

“When Ned gets back her color and
her flesh,”” she said, looking over her
glasses instead of through them, “ there
will not be much difference between
them. [ wish Mascar was here, to tell

me what he would think now.”

Alan Carnewv, having waitel until the
first gnah of Miss Edna's salutation was
over. advanced to give his own greeting
to Ned,

“ Have yon been ill?" he asked,
atruck a8 everybody elee had been by
her appearance, and pntting into his
tones 8o deep a concern, and into his
magnificent eyes, 29 he lonked down into
her own, such an earnest golicitude, that
ghe wag thrilled throngh and through.
Tones and look were in her dreams all
that night.

Just 8 the summons to dinner sonnd-
ed, Ordotte drove up to the honse in one
of the public conveyances, Macgilivray
having taken it upon himself to imagine
that, as Ordotte (Fid pot arrive from Al-
bany when expected, it was most impro-
bable that he should come from any other
place, at least on that day, to give him
(Donald) the trouble of harnessing up
and taking the carriage again to the
atation. And Mrs. Doloran, who some-
times happened toeee just what would be
most desirable to pass without her obser-
vation, saw Ordotte drivingunin the pub-
lic and inelegant vehicle. Not even her
delight at geeiog him conld make her im-
pervious to the fact that he had arrived
in ench 8 manner, when her orders had
been for Macvilivray to meet every train
up or down, Ordotte having written that
he might go to New York from Albany,
but that in any case he wonld return that
afieraoon or the next. Nor could the
gentleman’s own agsnrauce, that it made
not the Jeast diffarence, pacify her. She
would rebuke the offander without de-
lay ; and while Ordotie went to his room
to dress for dinner, she dispatched a sum-
mons to Macgilivray to come at once to
the dining-room.

“You're in for it, Donald,” said the
gervant who bronght the message; “ 1
heard her talkiog to Mr. Ordotte aboat
your not taking the carriage for him.”

Donald gave a dry laugh.

“Weol, weel! 1 was a match for me
leddy before, when she wanted the coffee
carried behind her, leek agale in the wake
of a ship—"" putting forth a most inappro-
priate gimile—" an’ maybe I'll noo be
found wantin’ this time.”

And quite unabashed he took his way
to the resplendent dining room. The
company were all seated, and the waiters
were serving the first conrse when Douald
entered, Astheentrance to this summer
dining-room—s0 sitnated that the win-
dows on two sides of 1t looked out on &
epacions veranda—was broadly opan, he
did not think it necessary to use any pre-
liminary courtesy before entering, but
took up immediately a position near the
door, facing Mrs. Doloran who sat in stale
at the head of the table.

“Your favor, me leddy, and what
would you leek tosay to Donald ?”

Mrs. Doleran suspended her gastrono-
mic operations, and sodid everybody else,
for the appearance of the Scotchman in his
stable dress, and the odor of the stable
from his clothes, was exceedingly dis-
agreeable to sensitive eyes and nostrils.
Handkerchiefs were taken out quickly
and applied. Alan Caruew flughed hotly,
and locked disgusted enough to leave the
table, but Miss Edgar, who sat next to
him, with admirable tact sought to draw
his attention from the threatened scene.

The lady of the house, however, was
no respecter of persons, and since Donald
was in her employment, it was her right
to rebuke him when and where she
wounld, regardless of the visionary or
olfactory organs of her guests.

“You disobeyed my orders,” she said
in her most severe tones, and shaking at
Donald with every word the head dress
of gay-colored feathers that surmounted
some lace drapery of equally gay colored
hone. “I told you to meet with the car-
riage to-day the train from Albany and
the train from New York, in order todrive
Mr. Ordotte to Rahandabed."”

“Right, me leddy;them war the orders
you gev Donald. Alway wi' your leddy-
ship's favor, ye said 1 war to meet the
Albany train. I done 8o, an’ fetched up
Miss Edgar; on' wi' your leddyship’s
favor still, 1 war iver so weel minded to
bide by your leddyship’s instructions as
to take out the beasties agen, but it war
0o in me power.”’

With every word, Donald had advanced
to Mrs. Doloran, the stable odor from his
clothes causing a closer application of the
scented handkerchiefs by those he passed,
and— a8 the shrewd S:otchman intended
it should do—now pouring fall into Mrs.
Doloran's face.

Bat the lady could endure that—she
scorned even to apply her handkerchief,
and she looked with a little contempt
about the table on those who were mak-
ing such conspicaous use of their goss-
Amers.

“What do you mean?” she eaid, very
severely still, and with a toss of her head
that set her feathers into a ludicrous
quiver,

“Why, you see, me leddy, old Mollie
got & sudden colic, and her mate, brown
Jim, war threatened wi' the epavin,
an___”

“There were other horses on the place,”
interrnpted Mrs. Doloran, angrily. ~ * Ra-
handabed does not depend on the two
you mention.”

“ Right, me leddy,"” answered the
Scotehman, with the stolid earnestness of
one before a court of justice, * that war go,
but the other likely team war out wi’ Mr.
Breakbelly.” The name was Brekbellew,
but from the first, Donald had humorously
twisted it into Breakbelly and as the
owner of the iuckless name was present
at the table, and was the same whom
Mra. Doloran’s chair had prostrated that
afternoon, handkerchiefs had to be taken
from noses and crammed into mouths to
prevent & most impolite explosion of
mirth. Even the unfortunate gentleman
had a sort of ghastly smile upon his lips.

Mrs. Doloran could endure strongly uo-
pleasant odors, but it was one of her
whimsical hobbies to tolerate no lan-
gnage that bordered on the vulgar. She
rose from her chair, end while her feathers
kept time in most tragic vibration to
every indignant word, she waived Donald
away, and said :

“(3), vulgar man; go back to your own
proper place.”

“Ay,” said Donald, turning right about,
“an' why did ye summon me from me
ain proper place?”

And he walked as soberly out as if he
was not keenly conscious that he had
given to the company, when they should
ve out of sight and hearing of Mrs. Dolor-
an, an occasion for as hearty a laungh as
ever had emanated from any (especially
the masculine portion) of her guests.

XXVL
Ordotte met Migs Nad E lgar—in search

of whom to Albany, being sent by Mra,
Doloran, he had been nothing loth to go

—with an expression of ladicrously

affacted surprise. He even sssumed a
ridicalous attitade, and said, with an im-
itation of absnrd rant:

“My dear young lady! where have you
been? I scoured nearly all the haunts
of civilizition in Albany withont obtain-
ing news of you, aud a8 & last and desper-
ate resonrce I thoughtof securing the eerv.
ices of a balloon that I might hover over
chimney tops in order tospy you by some
quiet hearthgtone. Bat, as it was sum-
mer, my asrial flight wonld have been in
vain—yon would hardly have been found
by a hearthetone.”

At which nonsensical speech Ned
laughed, as did everybody else, but she
did not feel called npon to tell the pracise
locality of her sojourn in Albany, and 8o
she was silent.

Ordotte resumed :

“ Having failed so ignominiously to find
you, I could not return immediately to
Rahandabed. I visited New York first,
to restore my conrage.”

From the mauner in which he lowered
his voice, there might seem to he some
strange significance in his words, but if
there was, it passed unnoticed.

Life now at Rahandabed was exceed-
ingly pleasant, even for Ned, Mrs, Dolor-
an’s exactions being rendered lighter by
Edna’s good natured respouse to them, as
if she wonld save the “companion,” and
by Carnew's frequent kindly interference,
to spare Ned the mortifications which had
marked her earlier stay 1n the honse.

Whatever might be Edna’s motive in
being thus amiable, she carried that
quality tosuch a degree that Ned’s warm-
est affection was won for her, and she
hailed the private tete-a-tetes which the
two occasionally had, with an intense de-
light. Miss IKdgar, with remarkable
shrewdness, wae careful to say nothing
in those seeming confidences that could
wound Ned's nice sense of truthfnlness,
nor shock any of her rigid ideas of pro-
priety. The communications were very
innosent, detailing only guch facts as that,
when her papa took her and Mrs, Stafford
to New York the previous winter, she
made 80 many pleagant acquaintances,
and enjoyed the city life so much, that
he, to please her, deferred his plan of
opening the Barrytown house to com-
pany, and permitted her to remain in the
metropolis, of course remaining with her
and escorting her every where.

“Then,” the sweet. confiling tones
continned, “I induced papa to let me
bave Auuie Mackay for my maid, You
remember Annie, Ned; she was Dick’s
only sister, that handsome Dick whom
papa could not bear, and who has gone
away to be a painter or a writer or to em-
brace some of the lazy professions, as
papa calls them; well, she came to me,
and she was 8o gentle and go sweet that 1
quite loved her.

“Then papa got news from England—
sudden newe—about a brother of his that
he had thought dead; it excited him very
much. He decided to start in the next
gteamer for England, and wanted me to
accompany him, Think of it;such afati-
guing voyage on 80 short a notice—it was
out of the question. So he went without
me. Immediately after, I received an in-
vitation to visit some of my newly made
friends who lived on Staten lsland, and
a8 Mrs. Stafford, whom papa insisted on
retaining with us everywhere, was some-
what indisposed, I induced her to remain
with her maid in the hotel, while I went
to visit for a few weeks my S:aten Island
friends. Annie Mackay, my maid, ac-
companied me; tbhat was in the begin-
ning of last June, and she became go ill
that I was obliged to limit my stay to a
month. We rejoined Mrs, Safford, and
she, kind soul, was 8o concerned about
the poor girl tnat at my suggestion she
accompanted her home, and permitted me
to accept the invitation of some friends to
Rahandabed. 8o I only arrived here a
few days before your own retaurn from
Albany. Papa has written that he will
be home in & couple of monthe. Mrs.
Doloran made me write in reply that he
must come here, a8 she will not suffer
me to leave her for some time, and I con-
fess, Ned, that I enjoy it here very
much.”

TO BE CONTINUED,
- —

JOEY'S “ TOBACKER."”

BY GERTRUDE NORTON,

The big road that led by the weather-
beaten log house of Farmer Bugford
was deep in dust, and the hot, grayish
powder rose like litile puffs of smoke
as a miniature whirlwind danced
playfully along the lane. The holly-
nocks that grew in front of the house
were gray with the dust ; so were the
lilacse and marigelds ; s0 were the
patches of rank smelilng dog fennel
that skirted the road, and the tall jim-
gons that stood in the corners of the
fence were costed with the universal
mantle of gray ; thelr white and purple
cups, defilad with it, hung faint and
wilted, like inverted gobiets, as the hot
wind stirred their beunding leaves,
Even the clothes which Mrs. Bugford
had hung on the line to dry were not
free from it, and it lay thick cn a
small, shabby figure that came slowly
up the winding lane—on the torn
gtraw hat, on the patched and dilapi
dated garments, and on the little
bundletied up ina faded cotton hand-
kerchief.

Mrs. Bagford, who had come on to
the front porch to get a breath of fresh
air, did not see the figure in the road.
She only saw the dust on the clothes
on the line, and the little cloud which
the whirlwind swep: into the yard.
She was out of humor with everything
in general, and with the ravaging
dust in particular, It was unfortunate
that the shabby, dustcovared figure
that came up the road should arrive at
that time. Bat Joey Skinner was
ignorant of all this, else he might have
deferred his coming.

Josy was small for a boy of eight,
and his timldity had been the subjsct
of much remark by the inmates of the
poorhouse, where he had lived for the
past six months. KEven the matron
had not failed to observe this trait in
Josy, especially when he had never
ventured to ask for a second cup of
milk —something so unusual that even
a matron of a poor farm could not
overlook ft.

It was not surprising, then, that a
boy of Joey's shrinking nature should
feel reluctant to meet the stern faced
Mrs. Bagford.

I can's bear the idee of oae of my

)

blood kin bein’ on charity,” his aunt
had said to the matron, ‘‘ an’' Sclomon
an'l have decided to take him ; but,
a8 you know, it's n big risk to run—
this takin' of a child whoge father was
a no 'count, shiftless drunkard.”

“ Joey isn't go dreadfully bad," said
the matron. ‘‘I can’t say that he has
glven me any more troutls than the
others, If he wasn't so timid I
shonldn’t have much fauit to find with
him, but he's so thin-tkinned that it
almost breaks his heart to be scolded.”
““Oh, I'll goon bring him out of
that !" declared Mrs Bagford. ‘' He's
bin gp'ilt, that's what's the matter with
him. Ycu can send him over as soon
as he's good an’ well of the measles—
when there won't be any danger of
givin’ 'em to my own children.”

The poor farm was half a mile from
the Bugford home, and when the time
came for Joey to go the matron went
partofthe way with him and pointed out
the house on the hill, Then she stood
watching the shabby little figure mov-
ing up the long slope. Her hard feat-
ures softened as she watched him, and
with a sudden impuise she hurrled for-
ward, caught him in her arms and
pressed & kiss upon his thin cheek.
Joey clung to her for a moment,
trembling and startled at the unex-
pected caress. Perbaps it was some
dim remembrance of his mother that
caused the two big tears to wash the
dust from his cheeks as he trudged on.

When almost opposite the Bugford
farmhouse he stopped under the big
hackberry that grew in the lane. His
timidity caused him to shrink from the
ordeal of presenting himself to his
aunt. The hollyhocks hid the woman
on the porch from view, and, throwing
his bundle on the ground, he stood
looking at the wooded hills of the
Ozarks, that rose in terraces, gashed
deeply here and there by rain washed
gullies—sanguinary stripes that looked
like scars on the clayey landscape.

In the hackberry, overhead, a rain
crow croaked dismally, and down
along the worm fence a scdate little
brown quail led her brood.

Joey stood watching them, They
goeed the embodiment of happiness
and freedom. He half wished that he
might live in the fields and woods as
they lived —that he might enioy their
wild, free life under the open sky.

He was startled by a sudden rush of
wings. There was a quick flash of
broal, speckled pinions, and then a
great chicken hawk rose high In 1he
air, carrying in 1its blocd stained
talons the mother of the helpless brood.
The little qualls fled, panic stricken, to
cover, their plaintive cries thrilling
up trom the dust laden weeds.

Joey was shocked by the incident.
A sudden fear assalled him lest it
might have been sent as a warning to
him for his sin{ul wish a moment be-
fore. What if he had been the cauce
of their distress and bhereavement ?
It hurt him to thiok abcut it. What
would become of the little birds?
D.d birds have poor farms where
motherless broods were sent 7 These
thoughts came to his mind.

A sharp raeping voice came from
the yard as the stout figure of Mrs
Bugford came from behind the holly-
hocks.

* Sakes alive ! is that you, Joey
Skinner ?” she cried, gazing teverely
at the boy.

* Yes-sum !"” responded Joey.

“ What in the name of goodness
are you doin’, skulkin’along there—
not runnin’ away, I hope ?" she said.

¢ I reckon hu's come over ter stay,”
broke in Mr. Bugford, who had fol-
lowed his wifs to the gate. ‘I seed
the matron as I drove past the poor
farm yisterday, an’'she sed she might
send him over teiday.”

*¢Jist you keep still, Solomon !" in-
terposed Mrs. Bugford sharply, as she
led Joey to a seat on the porch.
““You'd sp'il any child if you had your
way. Now, Joey," turning to the boy,
‘¢ you set right here till I git through
with you. So you have come to live
with your aunt, have you?"”

*“ Yes sum,” was the reply.

““You know, I 'spose,” she went on
impressively, ‘that you ort to be power-
ful glad that your aunt is goin’ to let
you live with her ?”

‘* Yes—sum,” sald Joey doubtfully.

““ That's right. It's a great sacri-
fice. So'omon an' me is meckin’ to
take you to ralse—right among our
own children, too, an’ you the child of
that shiftless drunkard, Jim Skinner.”

Solomon cleared his throat and
glanced at his wife.

“ [ reckon {t ain't hardly fair ter be
throwin’ up the boy’s dad ter him,”
he said meekly.

‘*Not another word, Solomon Bug-
ford !" exclaimed his wife. ‘‘ A pretty
mess you'd meck of raisin’ a child!
The next thing you'll bs takin’ sides
with the boy ag’'in me. It would be
just like ycu!”

. Joey sat in terrified silance, fearing
that the wrath of the woman might
burst upon his head at any moment.

Sclomon did not reply to his wife's
sharp words of reproof, but thrust a
pteca of tobacco into his mouth and
sat chewing in silence.

Mrs. Bugford took up the bundle
that Joey had brought—a faded cotton
handkerchlief tied about a few poor
articles of wearing apparel, in which
ware wrapped some old toys, & top and
a hig glass marbls—and after assuring
herself that it contained nothing elee
shr carried it into the house.

When she returned she found that
Joey had crept to his uncle's side.
Solomon lifted his hand caressingly
and pushed back the brown locks from
the bry's pale forehead.

‘ Dyn't you meck a fool of yourself,
Sclomon Bagford !" snappad his wife.
‘“ If you are goin' to begin to sp'll the
boy a'ready I'll sand him right back to
the pror farm. Coms here, Josy !"

she added. ‘‘Sakes alive ! what has
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the child got in his pocket ?"

She thrust her hand in
pocket and drew forth a ball
an old barlow knifs and —a la
of tobacco !

She sank down upon the b
a look upon her face that
tremble violently, Then sh
the plece of tobucco to view,

‘““Do you see this, Solon
fairly gasped.

‘I reckon I do. What
infernal meschene ?"

* None of your foollshness
Bugford ; this ain't no tlo
I found this piece of toback
child's pocket. Think of i
only eight ! Almost a babe
in’ tobacker ! What did
abput takin’ Jim Skinner’
bring up? L'ke father,
It's jist one step from to
drinkin’, an’' ona step from
the gallus. Joey Skinner,
got any of that stuff in you

=] dunno,” stamme
trembling violently.

‘“You don't know?"” g
aunt. *‘ What did I ask y«

‘“Ast me if I had ar
mouth.”

‘* Any what ?”

‘4 Gallus !" sobbed Josy, t
to tears.

‘“No, I didn't. I said
Has the boy gone crazy ?
got any tobacker in your m

‘“ No—'m, "’ gobbed Jusy

*“That will do. I don

talkin’ back. Can you
that 7"
‘ Yes sum.”

“ Then coma right awa)
dust washed off your faca.
sight to be seen.”

She led him through the
toward the kitchen, and s
p'aced the plece of tobacco
tel over the ficeplace.

“I'm goin’to put it uj
gaid, *“ an’ if you offar tc
gkin you alive ! Dy
rbmnd I
stand

“ Yes-sum,” blubberad

When the boy had been
made him sit on a beac
shed while she weunt out al
front porch.

‘[ do wonder what t
comin’ to,” she remarked,
very babes are usin’ tobs
readin’ in a book the othe
destroys the nerves an’ o
people thatuse it."

Solomon leaned over an
at a bumblebee that was
holiyhock.

“I've chawed 'er a g
obsarved, ‘‘but I recke
hurt me a bit.”

#00! courss not ; noth
to hurt a born ijlut!”
wife. ‘' Idon’twant yo

sich talk before the boy
the ruinashun of him.”

Joeyjwould have ioul
Bugford farm much hs
not stood in such dread ¢
his aunt. Once she caug
longingly at the piece
the mantel, and her wr

‘““If you ever dare
cried, ‘' I'll switch you
forgit it as leng as you |

It was nearly a weel
had been at work pulll
the hogs. The evenin;
tensely sultry. It was
carried his last load to t

crept into the house.
garments were wet v
dew. His temples th
feeling oi ioneiiness b
found himselt alone
Something caused hir
the direction of the D
upon a chair and stoot
ingly at the plece of
there in the dim twil
through the western w
not hear his aunt's stef
nor was he aware of h
she seized him avd p
sudden jerk from the c

He was too terrified
only uttered a little
terror. She pushed h
and stood before hl
anger.

** You remember W
ghe said, ‘‘an’ now
ketchit.”

¢ ] —never touched
Joey, shaking from h

' Not another word
1 git a good peach tre
she hurried out at the

When she returned
Seized with a feeiing
had fled from the h
yard and into the )
blades struck him sl
as he ran, but he did
gathoring darknees
him, and from the
gounds smote upon h
impelled him onward

He did not stop t!
back of the field. T!
the deep shadows of
the road, panting
listened, but could
pursuit. The nigh
with myriad sounc
notes of the whippe
the dark woods ; the
incessantly, mingl
rattle with the mon
the wind through
Above all these J¢
beating of his own 1
thought of whither |
he could never gC
Of this he was sure

he could live out
woods a8 the birds

from the darknese !

No, he could not sta

thought came to 1

back to the poor fe

the matron, had be:

a fashion, and—¢

when he was lea

brance of it broug!




