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et THR SXNTENCE PRONOUNCED.
sier Tax trial -vas ended.  Mid-afternoon had
pwsed. The jury by their foromau had
and returned their verdict. The judgoe, with
o slow emphaais, pronounced the sentence—
ou uoy yoars in the penitentinry.” Stand-
g, his eyes fixed upun the judge, the
prisoner, mas Stanliope, heard.
During the weeks of Lis imprisonment
the ominous red flush had fuded from his
yple face, his big figure had lost its tremulous-
by ness, hig eyes their wavering lurid light.
il Exorcised for the time of his demon
du druskenness by the firm hand of the law,
hy, cluthed and in his right mind, he heard his
s doom, which every one of his fellow towns
nes, men, standing in the Ladbury court-room,
all received a4 -just and ieritod,
on Tho shéiiff appiroached to lead away the
ich privoner. Thet Thomas Stduhope, for the
lirst time during the trial, spoke : *‘Judye,
g, | want to say something.” As tho judge
der did not veply, ahd the sheriff laid hix haud
s to ou his atm, Stanhope cried out in an agony
i of entreaty; ‘“Judge! Harry Noble! lct
ins me speak 17
ght 1t sy -have becn among the dreams of
Ay, 11urry Noble's early ambition that Le should
reach the bench, dne of the youngest
ght judges in the country, but nuthuy find
the foreshadowed to him that almobt his first
05t oflicial act must be to pronounce so hard a
the ssutence on a-companion of his- boyhood,
L s or that a prisoner at the bar should ¢ntreat
i him as ** Harry Noble.”
are The words were as a spell to cofijuro
#h, with, Swifter than light, memory earried
Cin him hack to those early days when a youny
student from the Latin-achool, or from
college, he came to thiv, his pative
place, grected by ndue with more enthuai-
Jll astic devotion than by Thomis Stanfiope,
are a lithe little lad, who‘i:dkod f1p to hin as
ol toa demi-god. On what fishing or Knting
o excursions had thidé faithful henchman
ofit arried his mlﬁ gun! How had he
bailt the fire for their noon-day bivouuc,
and listened: with admiring awe to Lis tales
50: -3 of college JiMe 1
AT) This visidi of the pest was itistantancous;
':i the judf Beat UiShend, the'prisoner swopt
m one look aboiit the thronged ocodrt-room
ar and spokb:
o 02 . 1 doi’t-find "zultmtb my sentence,
o judge, itis juist, X have heard all that the
fo witnessgg omid, X know them; they &re not
] men tolis, No doubt they told thé truth,
oL and if <hiey did bell the truthi, all I can say
‘z is the saistance diould have been for life;
ks B 2™ not it $5°bo Free 1"
pes At thise wobds a little stir, a deepdrawn
i breath, pied through the court-room,
. and then a profound silence, as the prisoner
% tent.Y on. .
**You knowd me; you knew my fsinil
befofe Ind, st B Fou-rwe werb a8 good
| family and creditable as any in Ladbury.
Who would have thought when I was a
boly little boy playing in these streets, that I,
hes Thomas Stanbiope, wdald becomé & -House-
héi breaker; that I would break into my
oth neighbour’s house, plander his goods, fire
us- on him with intent to kill—as far as I had
bisd ny intent .t ali, for I did not know what
. in 1 was doing?. I bave no_ recollection of
K- what I did. * ‘Tt:was ot T, but the devil to

which I have given room. I aw like that

Fos man I used to read about in the Bible,
. ercceding fierce and_living among the
= tombre, none cvould bind, ever with

chains, #bd the devils in him were legion.
lle, a8 I recollect, fornd Some One to aast
out his devils ; T never did. T have wanved
to niomllhnohatadmyadf, I have
cursed wmy folly, I have tried, I have vowed
on my knses, but wherever I went thore
the demwom was free. I maw it, I smelled
it, L alwiys fell before it. You know me—
I have been more demon than man. The
law, Judge, gives mo only ong safe, place—
A praon Becmuse a prison is the only
place the law lc? free and clear of that
whishey' deéll. T:sell you, mew that I sz

4988 ¥ 3

sober and haye been sober for weeks, I had

rathor spend all the rest of my days a
risoner, but in poancssion of mywelf, than
ree and in ion of a dewon !

‘* But I didn't get up to speak about my-
solf, I have & word to say about-.them—
my family—up on the mountain thore—
M{smyund the cluldeen. You thak I do
not care for them. I havo acted as if 1did
not. I have ncglocted them, abused them,
robbod thewm, left them to starve—thoy
would not have a roof vver their heads to-
day, if I ocould have sither sold or mort-

sed that place up there ! No une knows

stter than I do how bud Y've been to
them—u demon instead of husband and
father, but—1 do care for them when 1
am in my right mind. Now 1 am going

away, furover I suppose, and what T want )}

to say w—don't hate and dcsl)iso Merey
and the children, Give them a fair chance,
as 1 never did. Don't bo hard on them
Leenuso Thowas Stanhope is a miserable
drunkard, housobreaker, felon! There's
roud stutfl i thoss children, they take after
Merey, and the Stanhopes that were my
forebears.  Forget that those children
belony to Thumas Stanhope, the convict—
remember that they are good old Deacon
Stanhupo’s grandchildren! Thoy are well
off, rid of me, but oh, neighbours—you 1
played with as s boy—lend a hand to
Meroy and the cluldrent”

He turned, and stepped from the
prisoner's box beside the sheriff. The
crowd in the court-rvom openly wiped their
eyca, and blew sonorous blasts through
their noses. Ono and another, as the con-
vict came dewn the aisle, held out a hand
to clasp his, or touched bim on the shoulder,
saying, “Bear up,” *It uught have been
worse,” “‘You might have killed Andrews.”
“Don’t fret for the folks,” **They’ll get
on,” ** We'll do well by them."

At the court-house door the prisoner for
the finst time liftod his oyes. Towering
above Ladbury was the mountain, now, in
the carly spring, covered with a red and
purple mist of the budding maple and
turch.  There on one of tho lovel reaches
wias the home he had destroyed—were
Murcy and the childreu! There on that
mouutain he had spent his boyish holidsys
in innocent sport. O Nature! mother
Nature, why had he wandered from thy
side? O hard and shameful years, down
which he had come, recreant to every duty
and overy vow, since on that mountain one
sutimer evening, long ago, he bad asked
Mercy to be his wife ! ge gave obne deep
sb.  The sheriff looked keenly at him as
he led him into the corridor where was the
ccll, where only he had had opportunity to
comsd to himself.
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Perhaps it was as well that the prisoner
could not see what was enacting up on the
-mouritain. His heart was full, his burden
like Cuin's was already grester than he
could'bear. True, like Cain, he had made
his own burden, but, oh, sirs, that does cot
mike it the lighter !

Up on the mountain was s house, with
three rooms below, and two under the eaves
in the attic. It had been built with a good
old-fazhjoned honest workmanship, whi
-caused it still 1o stand squarely erect with
a solid roof aud level floors, h:lgh Yyoars
of shameful neglect, There been a
porch once, looking toward the town and
the sunzet; it had been torn away. Most
of the fente pickets had been also ussu for
firewood. When on winter nights a woman
hears her children cry with cold, she may
tnnke a TAid, in their behalf, on her own
fence pickets or front porch, although by
natare s thrifty honsewife. The windowsof
:ll;is hne.asc were mly broken. - Some of tbe

1 nes been pasted up, some
cmpts wpacen fad boen flled with shiogle
or pasteboard.

Ardumd the house certain apple, cherry,
and pear trees, which had survived the
g‘enem} misfortunes of the place, were

king into a flourish of white and pink
‘bloom. Paint was wanting to tho house,
and weeds contendod with the grass in the
yard. Dock and plaintain striving with
anaidod bave about tho same fortunes
as ovil habits warring with native goud
instincts unassisted in a soul. Tu this
fallen world tho weed, vegetable and wonl,
has much the better chiance.

This liuise on tho monntain J. 1
unighabited ; the door swung open, the

indoWws were turtainless, not a henclucked

and scratched, not a bes boomed in the
“4E. Jonding & caretul sar fn th
till, le [ ul var in the epri

stillncea of 3:‘0 mountain side, now nmns
then a sound might be caught as coming
from behind & broken-down 1 at sowme
distance from the house, aud a littls higher
up. Following this hint of life wo pass
bulund the barn, and there, in a little yard
with an unused water-trough fed by s bill-
sido spring, & yard bars and desolate, and
i)aruy rurrounded by a broken-down rail
t;nce, we ﬁrﬁd f:l)lur c] il)(;lmni’l On the on:;l
of the t , idly plashi 1o water with
her hmmiu Loupt.ia, h:f perplexed and
melancholy face belying the name given by
anovor-sanguine mother. Letitia is twelve.
neatly combed, clean, and patched, and
harcfouted, her uncovered feet and anklos
over trying to hide thomselves under her
woefully short and scanty skirta. Perched
on tho fonce is Samuol, aged six. Samuel
of old, we are informned, had a new coat
overy year. This Samuel, though his
mother's will was good enough, had never
had a new coat. At preeent its place was
supplied by a shirt-waist with only one
sleeve and rent down tho back, and a pai
of trousers with very little material left in
either knees or seat. Samuel's head, above
this assemblage of showed the brow
of a philosopher and the smile of a saint.

Accommodated on a little box for a ston]
was Patty—abbreviated from Patience—
who had spent three years in this wicked
world, loored frightened nearly out of her
wits, and had found already ample oppor-
tunity for the exercise of the quality sug-
gested by her name.

These three children were gravely look-
ing at an exhibition. The exhibitor was
their eldest brother, age thirteen—Achilles,
called Kill for short. Nature had sent two
more children to oocupy the place between
Leutua and Samuel, but fate had proved
too hard for them, and two little graves
without stones were now all that suggested
their oxistence ; thus Achilles was robbed
of two more admiring spectators of his
exhibition. He was walking around on
one leg and one arm, and ing the
other leg and arm aloft, like the antennm
of an insect.

Suddenly he stopped to r=st and besought
Letitia to look down the road and see if
anything was coming. Iwtitia Jooked and
repo the road vacaut as far as she
eoultll)o soe it " 4 .

“Don't you «' ey'ro done
ago?” dommdedp.z;tilla, ‘“He dxdo?g
and they know he did it. They won't lot
him off, will they? If I see himn coming
up thle”mnd I'll run, and never, never come

“Am‘lmlun mother!” said Letitia re-

“No, I can't leave mother. I my,
Letitia, they won't let him out, will they ?
They can’t! Why they ought to give himn
a lifer] If I was Judge Noble I'd shut
him up in the jug for life, 50 I would 1"

“0 Kill, don't!"” said Letitia. ‘‘Ho's
your father.”

““And I wish he wasn't my father! I
don't want such a father! What kind of a
father hashe been? Did he cver give us
clothes or preeents or good things? Didn’t
ho awear and rage and kick aund cuff?
Didu’'t he bunt us out of the house up into
the mountain, night after night? 1 say,
Tish, bow often did mother and we all hido
here in the barn freezing last winter, while
he was Tipping and tearing and breaking
things in the house? Do you want to try
that again? 1 don't.”

“*Maybe he'd be good—now ho's been to
jail,” vouchsafed the philosophic Sar uel.

“Maybe he dn't,” retorted the
wrathful Achilles, *“he don’t know how to
be good. He'd need more'n six weeks in
jail to settle him.”

I think mother’d feel awful if he went
to the penitentiary,” Letitia,
with wosnanly instinct.

““Mother wouldn’t be so foolish,” de-
clared her brother. ¢ What good does he
do mother? Hasnt he szid he'd kill us
all?7 Won't he do it sumotame?  If Judge
Noble lets him off, 1 s.an to go down

there and tell him we'll all Le wurdered up
here, and it will be his fault. 1 say, what
grod did he cver do mothert Didu't he

~ 11 .ery niee thinshe over had1 Don't
he tale away all she carnx? Woulds. 't s
Bace » aae pasace o Ber Lic if Le was gene
for goml: If he ounes back 1iiget a b

rope tho finst time hcgeududdmnk,mﬁ

I'll pull him ous here to the barm, and tie
him hand and foot, and keep him here tied
{orever.”

‘“He'd holler," said Samual, the practioal.

“1'd gag him a0 ho couldn’t. 1'd give
him a blanket, and I'd feed him—nome."

‘“Heo won't come back Folks say he's
sure of the penitentiary,” said Lotitia, in a
dull, despairing tono.

“If thoynl only keop him there &} I

row to bo a man," said Achilles, **it would
all right. I'll be strong and big ae he

is, and 1'd see to it that ho bBohaves. He
shouldn’t hurt a hair of any oneof us. I'd
take cure of you all. You should have
shoes, Tish; I'd buy you breeches, Samuel.”

* It must be nwi’ul to bu 1n the peniten.
tiary, though,” said Letitia, with a woman's
relontings,

‘* Not balf so awful as he deserves,” said
her brother stoutly. ** Didn't he break up
our bedstead, and secll our cow, and give
our pig to the saloon man, and carry off all
the hons to trado for rumn ; and he sold m
steer that I earned my own self and
care of, and was going to buy us clothes
and a blanket with him, and he sold kim
for rumn, and came home and turned ue all
out. He ought to go to the penitentiary
forever ; he suld my steer!”

Now this steer was the Patroclus of the
modern Achillea. Letitia wan silent, evi-
dently not fully approving ; Samuel looked
like a pitying angel ; the exhubition failed
to attract, and Achilles sought for anally.
Little Patience had sat silent, to ber he
appealed. ““You don't want father to
ocome, do you, Patty 1"

Patience lifted up her voice and 'xn

“Never mind,” said Achilles, ‘‘he ‘t
ocome, he shall go to jail, He shan't scare
you any more, Patty 1"

ienco canght her breath and
relapsed into her ustal silence, the strained
ears of the childron caught the sound of
a horse's feet coming up the road. The
horseman, a rough mountaincer, did not
see the four anxious child-faces 1
around the corner of the old barn. *‘Hi
there* Mis’ ;\.u}l;hopo Hle uhml:tcd atlho nder,
ato by the erazy stile that gave
emgrnucg to the yard. **Hullu! the house!"
There was no answer. Not that the house
was empty. Within, in that desclation
which should have been a happy home, sat
Mercy Stanhope, rocking herself to and
fro 1n wordless anguish, her old blue check
apron flung over her head. A ripple of
wind through the house whisked forth one
corner of the apron, and waved it as a Sag
of distress. The man on horscback, sran-
ing his neck to look in at the om door,
saw the flattering rag; from t ‘:x
oorner he divined Mercy within
¢ Hullo there, Mis’ Stanhiope 1" he howled.
“Trial's over, an' your man's got few
years!”

Ten years fell the knell on Mercy Stan-
hope's heart. Sho need not tremble now
at his home-coming. She need not cower
under fear of a manisc with murder ia his
soul. Ten yecars, ten years of silence, of
calm, of safoty—at what a price! Ten
yoars in tle penitentiary, ten yoars a
pnisoner! The woman and the wife in her
forgot her wrongs, thought only of Ris
shame, Ins misery, his doom. Ten years!
the playmate of her childbood, the lover of
her yowd, the husbend of ber choice—tan
yoars in the itentiary ] Mercy rocked
to and fro, and wrung her hands, and wept
aloud.

The delegation at the bern corner heard
the news. Achilles caught up Patty and
hu"zod'llicr. _

‘*He'll never scare you n, Puty.
No more father, no more fnﬁr for you,
Patty. Do you hear, Saingel? Ten yoars!
We've got our chance! 11! bea man whem
he comes back, big enough to stand up for
you.” And the four barefooted ones
rushed of to congratulate mother. Bat
Letitia’s stops wero slowest—she dimly
gucssed that ocongratulations were mot im

order.
(%0 be eontinued.)

Is it not strange that beautiful tutle boge
and girls will uso 80 much slsuy, and so
many rvugh, unchaste cxpressions, whils
our language contains so many nice, refined
words§ Alse, that jarcnts, while very
c.mfulss to h-mthcxr cluldren use their
fuet and hands, frequently teglect seeing
W the we of the unrwly member, the
soogee 3



