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d:‘h': day was far advanced, evening was
,tmonz near, Gunnar had again taken his
the vn on the rock projecting into the lake, on
bim :‘ry same spot where Rhyme-Ola had found
e day before. On his knees rested a
'h"::: board made of two rough fir-planks,
thin v 1 Was spread out a large, square plece of
Pency) hite birch-bark. In his hand he had a
tatt)e 1T LR Which he drew on the bark. The
Was ash')ved evident signs of impatience, for it
tngy 24 milking-hour ; but Gunnar was too
absorbed in his work even to be conscious
“’)h‘ Presence, Many new, strange thoughts
Olatg ®en playing in his mind since Rhyme-
g m‘flslt- 8till the sad and yet bold and rous-
no ain of the song kept ringing in his ear,
turg Wakening him to life and action, now
8d Ug his mind to blissful revery. When he
ha, gmt left the cottage in the valley and first
“lerel:mk the freshness of the mountain air,
Obes ad been a new life born in him. Fresh
eck and longings had thronged his mind;
chi) dien’ the Hulder, and all that was fair to his
ey, 8h fancy had suddenly become living reali-
%eand he could often feel their enchanting
ng bee, when the day fell warm and wonder-
breg Y6l the highlands, and the air held its
our ‘in anxious silence, Often had he spent
hau.f ter hour searching through the dark and
&lim ldden copse in the hope of catching a
P86 of some hairy sprite. Never a loor-tone
Nee :ﬂoatlng over the plain, but he started to
the Hulder might not be near; for he
SUre the loor must be hers. True, shadows
3had0ub" had been coming and passing,—
rm_es‘:WB such as summer-clouds throw on the
haq ,7hen the sun is bright. Like these they
cleua&aln vanished, leaving the light the
m ®F for their presence. Then Rhyme-Ola
d:: With his wondrous song. Although he
" ft 8ing of the Hulder, still either his song
brog lllnself in some strange manner again
been!] t her to view. He had brought what had
mop acking to make the chord full, the har-
shap), OMplete ; he had given form to the
choi);le“ longings, had given rest to the restless
‘mho‘ Gunnar no longer had need of looking
a ut for the Hulder : into his own mind her
Whge descended, clear and beautiful as the day.
an lrn he came to the saeter that night, he felt
wereﬁﬂtlble desire to give expression to the
the c;'f‘ll thoughts that moved within him. In
dengh““‘e at home he had always taken great
Uye, dl" in drawing the strange beings which
cottg 0 his fancy. ' For canvas he had uscd the
Sln%ge floor; paper he had never known.
hi, he had left home, he had often busied
neV:elf Wwith projects for new drawings, but had
” T found an opportunity to execute his de-
thing To-night, however, he could allow no-
the g to defeat his purpose. Having searched
llnaﬂaet'e.r cottages from one end to another, he
Y discovered in the crevice of a beam a
},;g"ipeﬂ‘:il, which probably had been left there
Pllg o o8rbenters, Under one of the beds laya
kin dl(i)r birch-bark, which the maids used for
X Ng-wood. From this he selected the
an de;it and smoothest pleces, cut them square,
Ound them even more suitable tor his pur-
® than anything he had hitherto tried.
nig t‘fﬂs late before Gunnar sought rest that
8o hut the sun is late, too, at midsummer,
eTe was nothing to remind him that mid-
l‘oug:as drawing near. The next morning he
Be gy, t his half-finished drawing with him as
Ry g Tted with the cattle, and took his seat on
n“;orlt.e rock, while the flocks were grazing
ml‘eady on the lake-shore. Now the day was
Sway 1) leaning toward night; it had stolen
here ke a dream, and he knew not how or
lagg t:) It had gone. Soon he should give the
not g ch to his drawing; he saw that it was
ey Mshed, but somehow or other he could not
¢ Where the finishing touch was needed.
:’s the Hulder he had attempted to picture,
“ketcls she stood before his soul's eye. But the
m&ide‘ })erore him was but a fair mortal
Charg N: that unearthly longing which gave its
Lath l::ltel' to the tonc of her loor, and that un-
Mag,, h&lfle depth of her eyes—that which really
As he er the Hul‘der-—he had failed to express.
Stropg !Iat wondering what the fault might be, a
fa] O0r-tone shook the air and came power-
the r}ﬁ’“ bim. He looked up, and saw Brita,
lock u"‘_halred sacter-maid, standing on a hil-
her low few hundred yards from him, blowing
the y, T o call the cattle home, Glancing ut
hy 1, and seeing that it was far past milking-
angq 'a ¢ quickly rose, put the loor to his mouth,
tay and"é 8uch a blast that the highlands echoed
Undgpy Dear, Brita’s loor answered; the cattle
the Sactan the welcome signal, and started for
. A

’
By Indeeda You are a nice cattle-boy!” cried
l,u'?n}‘luﬂl'ned and out of breath, both from
ten Yo Ming and from indignation. «Didn’t I
Q' ‘; to drive the flocks home early to-night?
thay o ad of that you keep them out more
to M hour after time, Now we shall have
Of yy iut home from the Ht. John’s Hill, all
Bpl MY for your laziness, you hateful boy 17
ere |, Wak justly indignant, and her words
Qupyy rddled forth with all the passionate
nhi%eg Womanly wrath; but before she had
br ct,She found herself nearly crying at the
Of the St,,of losing all the sport and merriment
gy, John’s Eve., Gunnar, conscious of his
Yeacy tompteq no apology. As soon as they
8a |, the Saeter, all the girls fell to milking
8s they could, and, much against his
Was obliged to assist them. When the
Bt Jonpre dlsposed of, they all started for the
tween t,gs Hill, which lay about midway be-
cheq S2Cter and the valley. As they ap-
loong e the luke-shore, a -palr of screaming
I Way B:_v Uup from their nest among the rushes.
Al bright day when they gained the

pine region. A confused murmur rose from
below; as they came nearer they could distin-
guish the strain of many violins, the song of
women, and the loud shouts of the men.

«# No, indeed! I cannot run at this rate,”
groaned one of the girls, as she let herself drop
down on & large, moss-grown stone, ¢ If you
have a mind to Kkill yourself for one dance, more
or less, you may gladly do so, I shall not move
one step farther until I am rested. Will you
wait for me, Gunnar ? for Brita hardly will, as
long as she knows Endre i8 dancing with some
other girl, down on the hill,”

Gunnar promised to wait.

«A poor set Of girls we have here in the
valley,” said Brita, laughing, «who can hear
the fiddles calling, and the lads shouting, and
then can talk of rest. So tired I néver was, and
hope never to be.” 8o saying, she ran down
the steep road, and was soon out of sight. One
of the girls followed, the other remained.

On the long and even slope from the high-
lands to the fjord, there is not seldom found an
abrupt and stecp projectinn, as if the mountain
all of a sudden had thrust out its back, and de-
termined to check the luxuriant vegetation
below, which threatens to grow straight up over
its ears. From such a projection the eye has a
wide range, both upward to the mountains and
downward to the sea; for the pineis too clumsy
to climb, and the dwarf birch is neither thick
nor tall enough to hinder the sight. It was on
aridge like this that Gunnar and the saeter-
maid were resting. From above they saw the
sun flooding with fire the western horizon, and
the purple-burning glaciers gleaming and flash-
ing. Below rose the waving crowns of the pine
forest, with its heavy green hue slightly tinged
with the flush of the sunset. Here and there a
tall, slender fir, forgetful of the winter storms,
lifted its airy head high above its humbler fel-
lows, and graciously nodded to some admiring
birches at its foot. In a wide opening between
the thick-growing pine-trunks lay the St. John’s
Hill, which was, however, no hill, but rather a
large and sunlit glade., From the centre of this
glade a huge bonfire, strangely wrestling with
the sunset, threw its glaring light upon a dense
mass of human life, whirling away over the
plain in wild enchantment. A thin,transparent
dusk seemed to rise from below, as the sun sunk
deeper behind the glaciers. The forest drew its
dark, steady outline on the horizon in effective
contrast to the wild, flushing scene it em-
braced.

“ Now I suppose you are rested,” said Gunnar
to the saeter-maid, who, like himself, seemed
anxious to take an active part in the merriment
below.

“ Yes, thank you,” said she, and they both
arose,

After a short walk they arrived at the St.
John’s Hill, where he immediately lost sight of
his companion; he hardly had time to realize
where he was, before he felt himself hurried
along into the midst of the crowd, where the
stunning noise, the fire, and the strange people
worked his senses up to such a pitch of excite-
ment that at last he was not sure whether he
was standing on his feet or his head. Another
boy of about his own »ge, seeing how frightened
he looked, went up to him, and fired his gun
close to his ear. That suddenly brought him
back to his senses; the blood rushed to his face,
he clinched his fist, and dealt the hoy a blow
right under his left eye, so that he tumbled
backwards. His opponent, however, jumped
to his feet, and returned the hlow with good ef-
fect. In the next moment they held eachother
in close embrace, and a hot fight ensued. The
people flocked densely around them, encourag-
ing them with shouts of approval; and they
both fought as if their lives were at stake. At
first, Gunnar scemed likely to be the loser, as
he recelved more blows than he gave; but this
rather added to his strength. The boy tried re-
peatedly to trip his foot, but he was on his
guard; then he made a last rush st him, and
they both fell, the boy under and Gunnar upon
him. He was just rising, proud in the conscious-
ness of his victory, when he saw a tall, grave
man elbowing his way through the throng.
The man walked rapidly up to the combatants,
gave each of them a box on the ear, seized
Gunnar’s adversary by the arm, and carried
him off. The people roared with laughter.
Then, instead of pride in his victory, a feeling of
shame stole over him, He ran away as fast as
his feet could carry him,—away from the fire,
the din, and the people. Tired and confused, he
sank down on the soft moss, buried his face in
his hands, and felt unhappy as he had never felt
before.

He did not know how long he had been lying
in this position, when he heard a well-known
voice hard by. It was the volce of Ragnhild,
the widow of Rimul’s daughter. «Who was the
boy who struck Lars ?” said she.

« 1t was Gunnar, your cattle-boy,” answered
another voice, Which he concluded to be that of
Gudrun, the timid little girl he had seen at
Rimul.

« Gunnpar, our cattle-boy 17

« Why, yes, of course. Lars came and fired
bis gun right in his ear, so it was no wonder he
struck. Ionly Wish he could be at hand when
Lars strikes me; I never dare tel it to father,
for when father strikes, he always gtrikes too
bard, and then both mother and 1 ery?

Ragohild was about to make some remark,
when Gunnar, Who lay half conccaled in the
tall heather, raised himself on hig elbows, to
make them aware of his presence. Gudrun
was a little frightened at his unexpected ap-
pearance, but Ragnhild walked up to him, sat
down in the heather, and tried to open a con-
versation.

“Why do you like so much to fight ?” said
she.

Gunnar did not know what to answer; he
felt as if he had something in his throat which
nearly choked him. She fixed her large blue
eyes upon him with an earnest, half-reproach-
ful look. Then suddenly the tears rushed to his
eyes, he pressed his burning face down in the
moss, and wept as only a child can weep. He
felt her hand on his head, and her fingers glid-
ing through his hair. And there he lay weep-
ing, until at last, consoled by Ragnhild's teunder-
ness, he forgot the cause of his grief, and before
long was engaged in a lively dispute with the
little girls. Ragnhild, who had wondered ever
since they first met at his strange story about
Necken, now eagerly sought further informa-
tion; and knowing little of the world of wonder,
which he loved with life and soul, she could not
conceal her doubt at the startling things he told
her. He, of course, grew the more zealous being
opposed; and the girls, who were naturally no
less superstitious than he, were only too willing
to be persuaded. He was just deep in the
wondrous tale of Saemund of Tagerlien and
Margit of Elgerford when he was interrupted by
the same tall man who had interfered in his
combat an hour ago. He came to take Ragn-
hild and Gudrun home. ¢ It is near midnight,
children,” said he, in & deep voice, “and the
way homeward is long.” And as they went
they crled their good-night to him from the dis-
tance. He followed slowly and returned to the
glade, where the fire was still blazing high, and
the dance wilder than ever. There he met
Rhyme-Ola, who told him that the boy he had
fought with was Lars Henjum, and that the
tall man who struck them was Atle, Lars'
father.

After a time the music ceased, and the merry
dancers, both lads and maidens, thronged round
the fire, where they sat down in a close ring,
and talked, jested, and laughed, little heeding
the waning hours and the solemn silence of the
forest. It was a gay scene, indeed, and one
which would have filled an artist with rapture.
How fair did those fresh, healthy faces appear,
blushing, perhaps, with a little deeper tinge, as
the glow of the fire fell over their features!
Here sat one leaning forward, with his hands
knit around his knees, watching the flames in
pensive silence; there, next to him, a merry
couple, too much occupied with each other to
take notice of what was going on around them.
The young man was Endre, the same who had
opened the dance at the Rimul saeter on the
evening of their arrival at the highlands; and
who should the girl be but the bright-eyed
Brita, with the deep dimples in her cheeks.
Endre must have been very interesting; for
whenever he spoke, Brita laughed, blushed, and
now and then turned half away, as if to avoid
his gaze, while he sat bending over towards her,
intently watching her face.

As the night advanced, and the soft night-fog
spread over the forest, their minds were imper-
ceptibly attuned to the supernatural. Now was
the time for wonder-tales and legends; and
there was none who could tell like Rhyme-Ola:
there were few who denied that. So Rhyme-
Ola was called upon for a story ; and there was
no need of asking him twice, for there was no-
thing he liked better than story-telling. It was
Rhyme-Ola’s arrival which interrupted Brita's
and Endre’s conversation. He came from be-
hind them, and politely asked to be admitted
into the ring, for he hardly could tell his story
otherwise. .

« Jump over, Rhyme-Ola,” proposed Endre;
but before the singer,could have time to follow
the advice, he seized him round the waist, lift-
ed him high above his head, and, amid a roar
of laughter from the company, put himn down
within the ring right fbefore the fire, Rhyme-
Ola, being we!® used to sport of this kind, took
it in good part, straightened his little figure,
winked with his sad cyes, drew his mouth up
to his customary smile, and began his story.

When it was ended the narrator let his eyes
slowly glide from face to face along the listen-
ing circle, and saw, not without satisfaction, the
frightened expressions and half-open mouths
which sufficiently assured him that he had suc-
cecded in sccuring attention, But in all that
crowd there was hardly one who listened with
go intense an interest as Guonar. As soon as
the tale had commenced he had joined the group
and quietly taken his seat behind Brita’s back,
where he was still sitting when Rhyme-Ola
found him,

« Gunnpar,” said Rhyme-Ola, «I have some- 1

thing I want to tell you.” And he gently urged
the boy on until they were out of hearing.
Then, leaning against a large, white-stemmed
birch-tree, he fixed his strange eyes on Gunnar
and began again.

«1 have been at Rimul to-day,” said bhe,
«wand I bave seen the widow.” Here he hesi-
tated, smiled his melancholy smile, and winked.

«T asked the widow of Rimul,” he went on,
«if she had not some cattle for me to watch
too. She said she had. 80, now I shall always
be with you, Gunnar.” Andall hig face laugh-
ed as he cried out the last words, Gunnar
stood for a moment staring at his strange com-
panion,

« What did you say ?” asked he.

« From this time I shall always be with
you,” repeated Rhyme-Ola, laughing, «Now it
is time to go home,” added he; it is very late,
or, rather, very early.”

Soon they were on their Way, and reached the
saeter at sunrise.

(To be combinued.)

HARVEST.

All day we set the sheaves in shining ows
And capping them, hung fringes of dill goid

About their heavy brows; and at the close
‘Watcbed the wood-shadows their dark wings

unfold,

Hovering them, and said : 8o may we rest
In covert of soft plumage, happy when

From the blue east, lit by her silvery orest,
Tender as south-winds in the blossomy glen,

Peace comes again.

But what of those slain lilies, whose best yield
‘Was the faint perfume clinging to our bands
As went we up and down the sun-swept field,
Twisting them heedless in the wheaten
bands ?
Their wealth was safe in unseen garners stored;
To subtle essence changed, they gained their
quest,
Said we: If immortality so sweet reward
Service of sacrifice, then are we blest
Losing life’s best.

For so did reapers slay our hopes’ high blooms,
Reckless of tears and pleading, till they lay

Languishing, smothered ’'mong the dusty
glumes,
‘When the swift binders blithely passed that
way

And glancing on them, pitied—and so caught
Sweets that will linger with them evermore.
Thus hath experience fragrant memories
brought
Into our hearts, making for us rich store
Of harvest lore,

Then homeward going by the bridge that span-
ned
The elmy stream, faint, after toil and heat,
The mist-wraith soothed us with her delicate
hand
Cool on our brows; and dewy to our feet
The red-tops’ ragged plumelets lightly bent
In weloome ; and robins kept the door,
We said: «They are good signs to us"”—and
went
In ’'neath the woodbine shadowing the flour,
Happy once more. :

Overland Monthly.
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REMARKABLE CLOCKS,

We must now give some account of foreign
clocks of celebrity, the first.named of these be-
ing the most famous clock ever known. It is
probable that our young readers have heard of
the famous city of Strasburg, formerly the capi.
tal of the department du Bas Rhin in France,
which forms part of the old province of Alsacc,
and was a bishop's see. It has six bridges be-
tween the different quarters of the city, and g8ix
gates, and the cidatel and fortifications were
considered the strongest in kurops, Now, how-
ever, it has been shattered, taken, and ruined
by the Prussians in the late Franco-German
war; but there still remains its renowned cathe-
dral, although muoh injured by the bombard-
ment. This cathedral has a beautiful pyrami.
dal tower, 470 feet high, on which hung the
standard of France; and it is said that, untii
quite lately, the Prussians, though making every
exertion, could neither lower nor destroy it. It
is now éaid that they have succeeded, by send-
ing & man up in the dark, who lowered it, but
the man was killed in so doing. Within the
cathedral is the famaus astronomical clock, the
most celebrated that ever existed, It is about
twenty feet high, and was preceded by another
of monstrous size, of which nothing remains.
The present clock at Strasburg was begun by
Conradus Dasypodius, professor of mathematic ,
in 1571, and completed in 1574; and it is related
that the original artisan of the clock (for severul
workmen were employed on it) became blind
before he had completed his work ; but notwith-
standing he finished it himself, refusing to in-
form any one else of the design, and preferring
to complete it blind as he was. In this curlous
piece of mechanism the revolutions of the sun,
the moon, and the planets, are marked down
with scientific exactness; and the instruments
of these motions are hid in the body of & peli.
can, who is portrayed under the globe on which
the signs are seen. It would be too long to de-
scribe all the particulars of this clock, but the
eclipses which are to be seen for years to come
are marked on it. On Sunday the sun is drawn
about on his chariot till the day is spent, when
he is drawn into another place; and as he dis-
appears you have Monday, that is the moon, and
the horses of Mars’ chariot showing forth their
heads, and so on for every day in the weck,
There is a dial for the minutes of the hour, xo
that you see every minute puss. Two beautiful
figures of children are joined to either side of
this, The one on the north side has a sceptru
in his hand, and when the clock strikey he tells
every stroke. The other, on the south side,
holds an hour-glass in his hand, which runs ex.
actly with the clock, and when the clock has
struck he turns his glass. There are also four
little bells, on which the quarters ofan hour are
struck. At the first quarter comes forth a little
boy, and strikes the first bell with an apple, and
then goes and stays at the fourth bell until the
next quarter. Then comes a youth, and he
with a dart strikes two bells, and succeeds into
the place of the child. At the third quarter
comes & man at arms with a halberd in his
hand, whioch strikes three bells, and then he
succeeds to the place of the youth, At the fourth
quarter comes ah old man with s staff, having a



