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ONLY.

Only a violet,
Blue as the skies ;

BBut it mirrors the spring
In its azure eyes.

Unly a lark,
High in the air;
But it sings of hope,
As the world grows fair.

Only the patter
Of Apnl showers ;
But it wakes to life
The sweet May flowess.

Only a suasen -
Farth glorified ;

But it sweetens the rest
Uf the evenude.

Only a word,
Tenderly spoken ;

But it comforts a heart
That is well-nigh broken.

QOalya sung

From a fresh young heart
But 1t cheers a life

That is lived apart.

Qaly a friend
In atime of need;
But it saves a soul
from an evil deed.

And soug and bird,
And April shower,

And fricnd and word,
And sweet May flower,

Are only o part
Of G)éd’sp;xcal plan
To teach the lessons
Q1! hfe to man.
Editk Virginia Brade.

4 FOOTSTEP FROM THE UXN-
SEEN

By 1AM MACLAREN, AUTHOR OF * BESIDE
THE BONNIE BRIAR BUSH.”

Ag I bave no explanation to offer of
tho following experience, and something
of that kind, more or less ingenious, is
expected of any one daring to tell what
secms superasatural, itis only right to re-
late, by way of compensation, various
circumstances which may have influenced
my wind. Christmas fell that year on
Fridey, and Wednesday night I had slept
at tho Lodge, as I often did in those days
when the gereral and Kata Carnegie were
living there, and the old house hed atill a
roof and s warm hearthstone. The
colonel was a guest at the time,who bad
been a very desperate fighter—CGlelland’s
Horse are still confounded with Satan on
the Indian frontier—and now was a very
poor preacher, affording an endleas source
of amusement to Drumtochty. There
was also another soldier—five feet ninoin
height, and forty-four inches round the
chest, and as genisl a soulas anyman
counid wish to meet—who bad obtained
the Victorin Cross for killing eloven
sepoys in o room at Luckpow, to save &
woman's life. Winter was very beautifal
and hesrtening with us, and the colonels
bad come to spend Christmas with their
old companion in arms, as they had spent
it together in strange places of tho past,
where they swallowed a make-beliove
plum pudding buckling on their sword
belts. Ono could not see tho old warriors
without o fierco curiosity ; and Katocame
to my help that evening with cunning al-
lusions, that cught to have been irresist-
ible, but nothing would induce one of
them to open his mouth about the things
he bad done or seen in those years when,
with his fellows, ho had guarded the
borders of the empire. The colonel conld
not be weaned from the Benst in Revola-
tion, on which he had got somo new light
that very morning, and the genersl was
full of Jamie Soutar’s laet stery. Dium-
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tochty, he declared, was _the place for
humor, also for scenery and men. As for
Victoria Crous, he could speak only of the
curry, which Xato had seen to herself, and
which he solemnly averred-—challenging
the others to deny it if they darod—
way monumental in its excellence and
such a8 no mortal could have desorved.
We had our two standard tosste on groat
occasions, “ The Queen, God bless her,”
and “*Kate Carnegie,” and well did the
old fellows show, standing erect over the
silver candlesticks, and ngainst the black
cak woodwork, with their close-cropped
grey hair and bronzed faces, Then Kate
toasted them, standing up with her glass
in her hand, for she was a galiant lass and
a bonnie, as became Carnegio’s daughter,
and couple each man’s name with a cer-
tain battle-field, till the veterans were
utterly abashed and severally besought
me to underatand that ail this was only a
girl's doffing. It struck me, however,
that they were wonderfully plcused, and
when V.C. oponed the door for Kate he
told her boldly he wished he were forty
years younger, whereat Kate threatened
to box his ears, but thought the botter of
it and kissed bim instead,

“ Xate kisged me firat when she was a
little toddle and I was s young dogofa

subaltern.”
* That was in Lucknow, Kinloch,”

said the general, “and a shell broke fira
minutes afterwards in the room ;" and
nothing more wageaid by any man till we
went to the smoking-room.

We talked of various things, and at
last we lightod upon ghosts. Of course
every man announced ostentationsly that
he did not believe in such nonsense, ex-
copt myself, who am a Highlander and
soaked in soperstition, but finally we
sgreed, upon a mutual uanderstanding of
infidelity, to describe any incident in our
lives that ignorant people might call sup-
ernataral. Our host led off with one that
left us thoughtfal, and the colonel deepen-
ed the impression, but the V. Csstory
was go wonderful that none was asked
from me. We kept cloge together going
up the stair to the old wing, and when
the turret door slamuned, it was not the
civilien that dropped his candlestick.
Next morning the general wag closely
questioned why he had opened aud shat
various doors in his room,and admitted
that he did not relish an ambuscade, pre-
ferring to meet his fos in the open, and 1
theught it only fair to confess my suspic-
ions 0" a large black chest, whose lid look.
cG 28 if it bad begun to rige. The light
was failing a3 walked home to the Cot-
tage after luncheon, throngh *bo woods on
the other side of the Tochty, and all the
horror of the V.C.'s story was in my
mind—sa faco sppearing at the foot of
your bed. By little house looked eerio
as I came up tho garden, and X started
when & man opened the door in place of
my houneekeeper. “It's me, sir,” said
Jamio Soutar, * yir housekeeper askit me
tae wait till ye cam in, for she'saff wi' a
Yottle o' wine tes Barbara Stewark. A
juist happened tae gie a cry in passing,”
and Jamie sottled himself down in my big
chair by the study fire for a talk.

Now, no man’s conversation I have
ever known bad such s smack, and ordi-
onrily it was full of dry, biting humaor,
but this evening Jamie was gructome.
Ho wounld speak of nothing bat the “re-
surrection ” dsys, whon a guard kept
watch over tho kirkyard by night that
the bodies of the dead miyht not be lifted,
and overy man had to take his turn.

“The Drumtochty fouk aro no’ push-
in',” said Jawin, “at ony time, and their
hnmility aboot gairdin’ the kirkyaird was
by ordiuar’. Ase sure ns a'm sittin’ here,
they juist quarrelled hoo tae pit the honor
on ono anither.

‘It was the smith’s father ’at keopit
the key o’ the dead house an’ gied us oor
diroctions. Ho had an awfu’ tongue, an'
nasbody cud complain ‘at he wasna faith
fu’afore he left the twa ren for the
nicht.

** Man, a was juist a bit birkie at tho
timo. But a hear him fine laying doon
the law tac auld Hillocks wn’ Tammas
Mitchell’s father, an' & can see them
shiverin’ in their claithes,

*Ye'll be fine an’ comfortable in here-
but ye mauna dronie nor sleep. There's
the lid of a coffin for o seat in the corner;
diona shut the door or ye'll no hear the
clink o’ the spades, and ye'll need tao gae
yir roonds aince in the oor.

“'Here's twa sticks, in case ye catch
then at a grave, an’ a gun wi’ a chairge o’
sma’ scattering shot for emergencies.
Dinna be feered tae shoot gin they wull na
listen tae reason.  Half-a-dizzinfpellets in
their Jegs 'ill be a lesson ; but for ony sake
dinns be wystin’ yir poother on ghaists,
an’ sic like. Jt's no chancy, an’ it costs
money.

“*Gin yo see onything whito when
ye'ro dawnderin’ round, dinna be hysty ;
it micht bea sheep or a lamb—slip up
quict an' tak' a coojunct view. It’s no
iikely the'ill be mair nor yo can maister
atween ye, but gin ye be hard pit tae't,
gie a cry an’ I'll maybe hear ye doon bye,
an’ come up. Weol], that's a’, an’ a'll be
gaein’ bame. Ye're lookin' rael couthy
in there in this dark blawy nicht.’

* A watched him gas doon the road,
an’s declare the smith was shaking wi’
the sicht of anld Hillocks sittin’ in the
back end o' the deid hoose, o able tae
say ae word, wi’ a stick on either side o’
him an' a gun in his hand.

“8all, they were clever lads though,
thae lifters,” continued Jamie—who was
pow ingreat fettle—¢ ‘ginthey didne raise
a wamman frae the heich glen ’athad
been buried the day afore. There wero
twa men in the hoose an’ they kunt nac-
thin’ aboot it.

““She micht never hae been missed
but a Pitscoruie man ‘at was sittin’ up wi’
an ueweal horse, eaw a gig come doon frae
Drumtochty in the grey o’ the mornin’.
There wes twa men in it an'a wammen
'atween them wi'a veil on her face; he
didna like the wy.she was sittin’, an' he
cam up in the afternoon.

¢ Is that Jess back?” and Jamie lis-
tened. “ A thocht a keard astepin tho
kitchen.” But it ceased, and we conclud-
cd that it had been our mistake.

“Speakin' about lifters,” but I had
not spoken of any such thing, and was
anxious to abandon the subject, “a'll
tell yo a story ’at's never passed ma lips
afore, an’ is kent tao nae livin' man.”
Jamie listened again, and then drew his
chair closer to the Sre.

“ Div yo mind 2n auld man ’at livit at
the cnd o’ tho clachsn ard deid in the big
storm, where they bad tec digoot the
Pairish Kirk se Sabbath, wizs neverlookit
yein tho face, an' said naething but
gramph gin ye spoke tac him$

* Weel a5 nicht, aboot the gloamin’,
Robertcomes in an’ sits doon by ma five-
side as a'm dacin’ noo, but never a word
did a got frac him for maybe half-an-oor,

exceptin’ :—
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% ¢ Hoo's o' wi’ yo tho nicht, Jamie{'

“He was aifter something o saw ﬁn&
for ho lookit at me ainco an’ he shapit by
mooth for spenkin' twice, bus naethis]
cam, 80 & hirstled ma chair an’ the scray
in’ on the floor sot bim aff.”

“¢Ye're a body, Jamio !' he said.

s Ay, ny, & wadna say but a wis.’

¢ Yo can haud yir tongue at a timel

¢ A've soen me manage,’ an’ then h
lookit at me again.

“« Ye'ill be ensier when it'saff yi
mind, Robert,’ but little a thocht whai}
was cowsin’,  Sall, there’'s times when a'n
aittin’ by masel' in the hooso a wush hel
had keepit it tae himsel’. What’syon!"
Bat it was ouly a loose spray of ivy swish.
ing ou the window. You might have
thought it wesa knock.

¢ Divye mind a gemkecper, Jamie,
an’ ho drew his chair nearer mine, *’at
deid ae hairst time five-an'forty ymﬁ
sgo ¥

#t Fine, Robert, & buirdly man, an’ he}-
slippit aff eae sndden that the foulk were
feared o’ the chclera, an’ ho was beeried)

the same day. The doctor gied his first

prayer that day, an’ tho’ it was only-a be-

ginnin' it promised weel.’

“cAn' did ye ever seea youngstu-f

dent,” Robert speirs next, ‘auld Gor
mack’s sister’s son, ’at cam tae Dram.
tochty aff an’ on in the summer, 8 wedk
built callant wi’
een? -

¢ Weel, him an’ me got chief ower the

fishin' an’ ither trokes, an’ aifter the beer-

inlhe cam roond an’ we gied up taethef

burn. A jaloused he was aifter some-
thing, for he wadna fish but aye lookit at

me. .

S

a cast in ane . oA}’

% ¢ Juist the same as ye lookit at me, j -

Robert,’ saye I; but he didoa hear.

“It's o peety we dinna ken what the -

gemkeoper died o', says he tas me, ‘it
wud be a satisfaction tac his {reends tae

pit a namoon’t. A cud tell in half-sn-§ -

oor, Robert, gin & hed him up, bui it 'il}
need twa o', for he's a heavy man.’

“¢Jamie, n got sic a turn ’at & near
fell intae tho Kelpie’s hole, an’a telt him
’at o wad hae nacthin’ tae dae wi’ hislift-
ing tricks, but he got.roond mein the end

an'—a promised taemest himat the kirk- §:~.

yaird that nicht.

“¢There wes 8 wee licht frao a half
mune, an’ the grave wes Jresh happit.
We werena lang o haein’ the coffin ool

but, Jamie, ho said, ‘a did pae wair,e |’
turned ma back when he began on the §°:

sCrews.
“<The student gied 2 screich an

Jamie, as sure's deith,’ here Robert grip- ¢

pit ma airm like & vice, ‘the gemkeeper

wag sittin’ ap in his grave clothes an'

lookin’ ’at’s wi’ his eyes wide open.
¢« Yord’s sake, man,’” 5 said tae Ro-
bert, ¢ what garred bim flee the country

then like o thief, an’ div yo ken what § &
cam ower him? It hed been a awoon, §- =

a'm jidgin.’
1 ¢ Jamie,’ says Robort, *he’s lyin’
there yet, but » didos touch him, =an’it
was just fricht on the student’s pairt—the
spade was lyin’ tac his hand.’
#+ Div yo mean to say he——

st Ay, Jamio,he did, au’ s belpit tae |

bury the body sgain, an’' little time was
logt—he's deid that student noo, far from
hero, an’ Jamie, o codnw koop it langer.
Ave heard a step in ma hooso ilka nicht

for a month, an’a ken ma timo's nofsr } .

of.
«Bat Jess is back-noo,” Jamio sald,

rising, “‘an’ a'll juist be traivellin’. Gin
yo'll oxcaso mo &'l gang oot by the front
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