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Ue Ballad of Lyttel John A.

FYTTE YE THIRDE.
I.
\When shawes are sheene and shraddes full fayro
And lesves both large and longe,
Ittei- merrye walking on the {ayre torrest
To heare ve smalle birdes senge.

IL

Butte in Ottawa towne it is ilf to byde
Amonge ve dirte and duste,
{ wis that men would never there dwelle
Qnive thatie they muste.

I
Arlat ve barre of ve Russell House
Ye firittes doe musters thicke,
Ar.dsucke vo dripkes bath shertand longe
Batte afiinapes with # sticke.

Iv.

Fur as ye birdes 1n ye deserte
Doa gathere ag men saye,
See they didde Bocke to have 3 ddigze
At ve carcase of Jehn AL

V.
Yette if they hadde noe more meate
Butte {rom thatie carcase alone,
[ wis thatte thoy were verve hongrie
When that they gotten home.

VI.

And nowe ye session daye is ¢ome
Andon ye o nons flcore.
There stoude Blake and Huntingzione
And neare 8 hundred more.

VIiI.
Butte of Mynysteras there were butte few
Becansze soe some doe saye,
Sir John he hadde tolde to2 them
fJuietiye at home o staye.

VIii.

Then ye Speakere tovke ve chaire
And Mackenzie hee uprose,

Weile I weane thatte poore Speakers
ror hadde tvme to blowe his noze.

IX.

Befsre Mackenzie pitchéd in
And loude ye Mynysiree abused.
He sayd bee dyidemande a ~eisivn
Auibee would astte te refused.

X.
Arnd hee would trye ve Myavsteres
There uponge ye Commons Jaare,
Butte just as hegiitan uppe ve steaw
A kotnke came a1 ye doure.

@

-
XI1.
Antinne dyd come ye lvtiel Blacke K wlis
sSureiye {ryiened 4t ye dynne:
Men doe say hye slendere logads
Trembivéd under hym.
XTI
g callod ve House o cowe
ve Senata barre straitwaye
@ speakers quicklye jumpéd uppe
Hyghtgia rolte awaye.

XIIL

(LA

-~
ey

buatte aliz ye 5risies remayned behiade
A madie astheycould bee,
Man zaye that for tnany & veare
Such & sight they pe’er didde :ee.
XIV.
Butte y& Mynysteres t y2 harre dvi gue
And Lorde Duferene drewe nighe.
Y. nere heesatle 1o bys eocked Latte
Ard by giaese stucke in hys eye.
XV.
And hee tulde themn how hee hal le seens 1z
Tuat aComm-«1un shoulds j2sued hee,

int thesw vharges to enjuire
Made againste hys Mynyatree,

XVI.
And thatie to hym they should report.
Arndtobsth Speakeras speedilye;

Zoe then he bude themn alle farewells
And bask tothe seasyde hurried hea,

XVII.
Ye angrie Grittes dyd meetyngs calle
And made a graate adoe,
They vowed ye traytour Premieare
Hys perfidee spould rew,

XVIII.
And thatte yo Guverncure alsos,
Ye people’s wrathe should feels,
Becauge thatte hee hadde made attempte
Their pryvylege to steale,
XIX.
Butte after they hadde sayd their saye,
" Home they sadlye wente;

“Anothere Pytt of yo Premicero
Tre telle itte is myintant.

1To he continued),
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CHAPTER L.
FATHER AND DAUGHTER,

Durp in the green heart of one of the most pastoral shires
in England nestled the village of Hedingham. 1t wasa hilly
country, and Hedingham lay at the bottom of an irregular
basin, nor in all the parish could you have found half-a-doren
acres of level ground. Orchards —and the Hediugham
orchards were many and glorious—gandens. meadows, comunon
lands, all sloped and uadulated, 88 if the mighty waves of a
storm-tossed ocean had suddenly been traasformed into solid
varth, Great must have been those voleanic convualsions
which resulted finally in Hedingham  Geologists had their
varicus theories on the subject, but the Hedingham people
troubled themselves not at all thereupon, Soleng as cherries
and apples ripeped in the orchards sloping to the southern
sun, or fronting the later glory of the west—so long as all
went well in farmyard and barn, piggeries and hen-coops,
Hedingham was content.

It was o prosperous-looking, well-kept village, impoertant
enough to blossom into a town perchance bv-and-bye, under
favouring circumstances.  8ir Aubrey Perriam, who owned
the greater part of the land hereabouts, was a rich man, and
a liberal landlord, but a sirict one. The plaster walls of all
thie Hedingbam cotiages were as white as frequent whitewash
could make them. The fences and gates of Hedingham koew
not dilapidation. In Sir Anbrey's absence—snd he was very
often abeent from the vast and gloomy pile which called him
master—his steward’s keen eye overlooked Hedingham, and
seemed uhiquitous as the eye of Providence itself. Nothing
cver escaped that searching gaze, and thus dirt and disorder
svemed unkoown at Hedingham.

There was no- pleasanter spot than this village of Heding-
ham on a summer's day. Through the village street there ran
a broad, swift stream, into whose clear waters weary steeds
planged their tired limbs, and the very sight and sound of
which gave freshness to the exhausted pedestrian. One might
write a chapter about the green lanes that surroanded Heding-
ham, and the far-spreading curtain of shade afforded by
ancient chestnuts and mighty elms, which gave a park-liks
aspect to the meadow-land hereabouts, the Hedingham farmers
havinz happily not yet been awakened to the necessity of
stabling up every decent tree on their land.

This green and fertile village was not far from the barren
sed. From the summit of yonder hill, now golden swith gors.:
and broom, the eye might sweep across another fair valley
to the wide expanse of ocean. In this west of England the
very sea shore is verdant, and the rich wealth of the lacd
seems almost 10 run over into the water,

Louk st Hedingham this evening, by the low light of the
sctting sun, sinking gloriously behind that dense sereen of
yew and eypress yonder in the churchyard., The first scens of
this dramn opens in & yanden oaly divided from the church-
yard vy a low stone wall and a thick hedge of neatly-trimmed
yew, which rises tall and dark above the gray stone—the
carden of the vitlage school. Mr. Carew, the schoolmaster,
=ays it is & hard thing to live near the churchyard, and to
inok ont uf one's windosw the first thing every morning apan
crambling old headswones, skulls and crossbones: but then
Mr. Carew is a geutleman ot prone 1o take life pleasantly.
\ painter conld hardly imagine anything more picturesque
than that old Norman church, to whose massive walls and
Atont square tower time has given such rich variety of hue;
that spacions churchyard with its different levels, its noble
old trees, and itz crumbling mausoleums, through whoss
loosenwd stone-work the sinuons ivy creeps at will, a green,
living thing pnshiog its fresh growth into the secret chambers
of decay,

James Carew has no eye for the picturesque, or it may be
that rhough the picture is fair to look upoan, he may have had
just a little too much of it. For fifteen slow years he has
heen schoolmaster at Hedingham.  He has seen the boys he
tanght when he first assumed the office grow into men? and
marry, and rear some of their own for him to teach. Heo is
grinding the ¢lements of knowledge into a second generation,
and in all those fifteen years his own life has grown no whit
brighter.  The passage of time has not profit-d bim so much
A8 an increase of five pounds a year to his scanty wage. Loog
service connts for very little with the anthorities of Heding.
ham. Inde-d, there are some who grudze James Carew his
manges siipead, and begin to wonder whether the parish
schoolmaster is not getting past his work.

Still, there has been ooe chaoge in those: fifteen years—:
changaz which would have brightened life for some men,
althongh James Carew has becn indifferent to it. His only
daughter—his only child, indeed—has grown from a child to
a woman. She wasa plamp, fair-haired lassie of five vears
old when hr brought her to this. quiet home. She i3 now a
woman, and the acknowledged beauty of Hedingham. She
might reign by the same right divioe in a much larger placs
than Hedingham, for it would be hard to tind a rarer beanty
than that of Sylvia Carew.

She stands by the rustic garden gate in the sunset, talking
to her father, owing no factitious charm to costume, in that
well.washed lavender muslin, and plain black straw hat, but
peerlessly beautiful, - Perhaps the greatest attraction of her
heanty lies in its supreme originality. She resemblos no other
woman on¢ remembers, but in looking at her one has'a vague
recollection of sexing such a face somewhere inan old Flemish
picture.. The features have the delicate regularity of 8 Greek
statue. The nose, straigbt and finely chiselled, the upper lip

short, the mouth, a cupid's bow, but the lips somewhat—the:

veriest trifie—thinuner than they should be for perfection; ths

-chin short, round, and dimpled, the forahead Tow aud broad,

the shape of the face of an aval . 80 much for features aa+

outline which belong to an established school of beauty.

. be uncommonly hard to please,
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The colouring is more striking. Sylvia is sxquisitely (i,
—~that alubaster fairness—with no more bloom than the heart
of a blush rose—which ia In {tself almost sufficient for benaty
But this complexion, which by iteelf might be an insipiq
loveliness, is relieved by eyes of darkest, deepest hazel ; that
liqaid brown which the old Itallan masters knew 5o well Loy
to paint ; eyes of surpassing softness, of incomparable beauty
Her bair is of a much paler shade, yet s shade of the gupmg
colour. But here the rich warm brown has'a tinge of reddiap
gold, and her female critics aver that Sylvia has red hajy
I'hey do not deny ber besuty. That is beyond criticism. The):
mercly nllege the fact,  Sylvia’s hair i red. % Miss Carew §y
plaasant and soft-spokenn cnough,” says Miss Bordock, th,
baker's daughter, # but I never did trust no one with red hai;
They're a'most always donble-faced.”  Whother Sylvin wag
donble-faced or not time must show.

Her father stood beside her at the wooden gate, a newspupe,
in his hmnd.  Theri was little resemblance between thcm,am
one could see that if Sylvia inherited her beauty from any
mortal progenitor, it must have been to the materual fine she
was indebted.  Mr. Carew had a hovked nose, a somewhai
receding chin and faded gmy eyes, which may have once bae
handsome.  He had a worn look, a3 of premsture age, and one
could imagine him the ill-preserved ruin of a haadsome mag,
His dress was slovenly, hat the delicate white hand and tape
fingers, the sall foot, the geneeal alr and bearing, were those
of a man who, whatev r he might be now, had osee writteg
himself down wenthens

4 Where are you goras, ohid?7 he nsked, in a tone that wax
almost a vomplaint, - It's stmoge that you must be always
wadding just a2 the time that T am at leisare” .

% Yon don't seem to care particalar’y about my rompany,
papa, i T do stay at bome,” replicd Syivia, coolly. Ty
waore pot a very afactionats father and daaghter.  « And iy
dnll indoors on 2uch an evening as this.  One might as w.))
Lo in that ivyegrown old tomb yondar, of the de Boasianys,
and life over and done with.”

# You might read the newspapers to rae at least, and span
wy poor old eves a little, Theyre tried hard enough a}
day.t

« Other prople are almost voung at fifty.”

“Papa. Why Is it that you seem so old 77" asked the oifl
in a speculative tone, Rs i she were considering & fact ig
natural history.

s Compare my life—for the last ffteen years—with the live.
of other people’s, aud you won't be so foolish 8% 5o repueat your
question, Svivia 1 should feel young envugh and seon
vouny vnough, too, Ldare sav if T were as rich as Siv Anbrey
Perriam.”

The father sighed, and the dachter echo-d his sigh, as if
the very mention of the lord of the soll were provacative of
melancholy thonght,

< Yes, it must be a geand thing to be rich,” sald Syivis,
toegpecially for poople wiio have had some experience o
poverty, Those people who are born rich seem to have 8 very
dim Diea of the enjoyment they might 2ot out of their wonsy,
They dawdle throuch 1 in a sleepy sort of way, and fritter
away their weslth npon 8 herd of servants, aud on sotne oo i
ugly house, inwhiobothey are Hitle more than a cyplisr Now,
if [ were tich, the world would handly be big «nooagh fog
P roam from countey tocountey, Dd olimb monctaios t
no oue ever climbed before. I'd make my name famons in
half & doven diforent wavs, Id " breaking duwn with
a sndden #igh, ** but I daresay I never shall be anything b
a village schoolmasters danghter, o a village schoolmistrass,
30 18 worse than foolish to talk of kappiness or riches”
The huzsl eves hnd brighteaed while she talked of what <he
would do with wealth : they were clonded now; and
looked at the rosy Habt beyond that daek sopeen of oypross
with a fice that was fall of gloomy thoegcht—stransely branie.
ful even i it whoom, thouzh with a sintster beansy.

“You nest not be s viltage schosimistross uniess voi ace a
wreater simpleton than fag T eaid her father, who
had been in no mosstaer s ach: srrhapsody He hal us.

eat e whitles shoe was speaking—3 London paper
whinh reached tits vomote workd at <unsst. & With your gowl
looks you are boand toomake womand marringe”

©What, st Hedinghon 77 oried Seivie, with o seormniul
laggh,  # Pray, who {x the wanderine Prince who is to dud
m» at Uedingbam?  [m osfeabd priness of that kind only exist
in fairty tales”

¢ Nonsense, 8ylvia. Evory pretty woman has her chane
if she has but paticn to wait {or it, but ten out of every
dozen wreek themselves by marrying <cuups or paupers be
fure they are out of theiz teens T liope you, Sylvia) have too
much sease to make that Kind of mistake

Y hopse w07 said Sylvic Sdndead, T msan to he prodence
itself, and wat foy G Prinses Have T not dentned the cap ol
poverty to the very slivai 7 Belisave me, papa, 1 don’t want ts
wear widhed gowns and jast summer’s bantets spaite all my
life

She looked down at ber fuded mustin contemptunusly, a8
ghe spoke  She hadall the femisine longing for bright coleacs
and fashiooshiyvomade dresss—thongh the figest shops she
knew wrere thase in Monkloaanpton, the neighbouring market
town, and the beat dres<o { woanan she had ever soen wers the
Misses Tovnieers, the v tired woollen manufactorer’s datg
tera, who, it was Nintdy ramosured, had anee had dresaus
stratelit from Paris.

“ By the way,” she resumed presently, after a patse,
“talking of good marrisges, I wonder i yon would call Mr.
Stuudon 8 good match for anyone., I am not speaking of my-
salf, of course.”

“I'm glad you're not,” retorted her father, sharply, but
without lifting his vyes from the newspaper, * for Edmuun_i
Staaden would be a vary bad mateh for you . Hus father left
every acre and every sixpence he had 1o leave to his \vido“'-f
for her 1o dispose of it #g ahe thinks best ; and hee son 8
entirely at her mecey.  He's an ouly son, vou'll say, and 0
whom else could she leuve her money,  She might leave 1t to
her daughter—who, T have heard, was slways the favourite:
nud depend upon it she will leave it to tbe danghter if the
son offends her.”

“ By a foolish marriage, for instance,”.

“ By marrving anyonz she disapproves of.  And shes 8
starched madam-~-bigoted like all your evangelicals—and W_lll
T duresay shy means him for
that little girl who lives with hur—Miss—Miss Rochdale.”

Sylvia shrugged hershoulders, and made a wry face, 88 if
Miss Rochdale were u very inferior order of heing.

“1 shoulda’t think he would ever marry her,” she said,
“even to please his mother, whom, 1 believe, he worships.




