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Little Brown Hands.

Tury drive home the cowsfrgm the pasture,

Up through the long shady lane,

\: here the quajl whistlea loud.an
field,

And yellow yith ripening grain.

’
the wheat

They find in the thick waving grasses,
Where the scarlét-dipped strawberry
grows;
They gather the earliest snowdrops
And the first crumson bads of the rose.

1 hey tobs the hav in tho meadow,
They gather 'the clder blooma white,
Tuey tind where the dusky grapes purple
Tu the soft-tinted autumn hght.

Tney know where the apples hang ripest,
And are sweeter than Italy’s wines ;

They know whore the fruit 1s the thickest
On the long, thorny blackberry vines,

They gather the delicate scaweeds
And build tiny castles of sand ;

They pick up the beautiful.seasliells—
Fairy barks that.have drifted ¢t land.

They wave from the tall, rocking trectops,
Where the oriale’s hawmmock-neat swings,
Aod at night-time are folded in slumber
By o sopg that a fond moher sings.

Those who toil bravely are strongest ;
The humble and poor hecome great ;

And from those brown.handed children
Shall grow mighty rulers of state.

Tho pen of the duthor and statesman,
The noble and wise of our land;

The sword and the chisel and palette
Shall'bo held in the little brown hand.

HUNTED AND HARRIED.
A Tals of'the Scottish Covenanters.

BY R. M. BALLANTINE

Cparter XL -—(Continyed.)

Torxine now from the south-west of
Scotland, we direct attention to the castern
scaboard of Kincardine, where, perched like a
sca-bird oni the wenther-beatén cliffs, stands
the stronghold of Dunnottar Castle.

Down in the dubgeons of that ragged pile
lies our friend Andrew Blaék, very different
from the man whose forturies we have hitherto
followed. Care,:itorment, diseasd, hard vaage,
long confinement, and desperate anxiety have
%mvw lines.on Ius face .that nothing but
death can smooth, out. Wildly-tangled hair,
with a long, shaggy beard and moustache,
render hinxalgigds ancétdguizdblo. Only the
old unquenchable fire of his eye “remains;”
also the kindline-s of his old smile, when such
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“Let me hac a turn at the crack noo,” he
said, coming forward toa part of the foul, miry
duugeon where a crowd of male and female
prisoners were endeay ouring to inhzle a little
fresh air through a crevice in thewall, “I'm
fit to choke'forayant o' 2 breatr. o” caller air.”

As-he spole & groan from a datk corner
attracted bis atteution.. At once forgettin
his own distress, he went to the place nng
discovered one of the prisoners, a young man,
with his head pillowed on.a stone, and mire
some inches deep for his bed..

“ Eh, Sandy, are yo sac far gane?” asked
Bh:j:k, kneeling beside. hjm in-teader sym-
pathy.

“Qhb, Andry, man—for a breath o’ fresh air
before I dee !” .

“Hero! ane o’ ye,” cried Black, “ Lelp me
to carry Saudy to the crack. ‘Wae's me,
man,” ho added in a Yower voice, ‘1 could
hao carried ye wi' my pirlie ance, but 'm
little stronger than o baira noo.”

Sondy was borne to the other side of the
dungeon, and Jus head ;imt, close to the crevice,
through which he could see the white ripples
on the summer sea far below.

A deep inspiration scemed for a moment to
f;'we new life=<then a prolanged gigh, apd the
recd, happy sonl swept froin the dungeons of
carth to the realms of celestial light and
liberty.

“He's breathin® the air o' Paradise noo,”
said Black, as he assisted to remove the dead
mau from the op-ning which the living were
#0 cager to reach.

*“Ye jvas mp dn the ither -duhgeon last
niﬁht,!’ he £aid, turning to the.man who had
aided him;  whatwas a' the groans an’ cries
aboot ¥ )

““Torturin' tho- puir lads that tried to
scape,’” avswerod the man with a dark frown.

“Hm ! I thoucht as muckle.
gey hard on them, I dar'say?”

“They were that' Ye ace, the disense
that s broke oot amang them-—whatever 1t is
—nade some o them sae desprit that they
ge' through the wundy that looka to the sea
an’ creepit alang the precipice. 1t was a daft-
hke thing to try in the daylight : but certain
death would hue been thair lot, I suspec’, of
they had ventured on a precipice hke that v
the dark. Some women washin® doon halow
saw them and gied the alarm. The gaiwrds
cam’, the hue nnd ery was rawed, the yetts
were shut and fifteen were catched an' brought
back  Lut twenty five got away My heart
18 wae for the fifteen  They wete land on
thau ks on benghes, their hands were
bound doun to the foot o the tormy, an burmn’
matches were putt atween gvery fipger, an’
the sy zas blew on them to keep them anght.
The governor, ye see, had ordered this to gang
on withoat stopmn’ for three corst Same o
the puir fellows were deid afore the end o
that tume, an’ 1'm thinkin’ the survivors’ll be
crippled for hfe.”

W hile hstening to the horrible tale Andr-w
Black resolved on an attempt to escape that
very might.

“Wull ye gang wi’ me?” he asked of the
only comrade whom he thought capable of
making the venture ; but the comrade shook
his head  **Na,” he said, *“I'll no try.
They've starved me to that extent that I've
nae strength left I grow dizzy at the vera
thoucht  But d’ye think the wundy's big
enough to let ye through?”

“Qo ay,” returned Black with a faint smile,
*“I was ower stoot for't ance, but 1t's an ill
wund that blaws nae guid. Starvauon has
made me thin enough noo.”

That might, when alle—even the harassed
prisoners—in Dunuot ar Castle were asleep,
except the sentincs, the desperate man forced
himself with difficulty through the very small
window of the dungeon. 1t was unbarred,
because, opetung out on the face of an almost
sheer precipice, it was thought that nothing
without wings could escape from it. Black,
howover, bad -been accustomed to pretipices
from boyhood. He had observed a narrow
ledge just under the-window, and hoped that
it might lead to something. Just below 1t he
could see another aud narrower ledge. \What
was beyond that he kaew not—and did not
much care !

Once outside, with his breast pressed against
the wall of rack, he passed ulong pretty
quickly, considering that he could not see
more than a few yards before him But
Pmsbutly he came to the end of the ledge. and
by uo stretching out of foot or hand could he
find another projection of any kind, IHohad
now. to face the grear danger of: shiding down
to the lower ludge, and lus heart beat audibly
againat his ribs as he gazed into the.profound
darkness below. Indecision was no part-of
Andrew Black’s character. Breathing agilent
prayer for help and deliverance, he sat down
on the ledge with his feet overhanging the
abyss. For one moment he reconsidéred his
position. Behiud him wwere torture, starva.
tion, prolonged misery, and almost certain
death. Below was perhaps instantancous
death, or possible escape.

He pustied off, again commending his soul
w God, and slid down. For an instant
destruction scemedinevatable, butnextmoment
his heels struck the lower Jedge and he re-
mained fast. \With an earnest ** Lhank God 17
he began to creepalong. Theledge conducted
him to safer ground, and m another quarter
of an hour he was free !

To get as far and as quickly as possible
from Dunnottar was now his chief aim. He
travelled at his utmost speed till daybreak,
when he crept into a dry diteh, and, overcome
by fatigue, forgot his sorrow in profound, nn-
broken slumber. Rising late in the afternoon,
he made his way to a cottage and begged for
bread. They must have suspected what he
was and where ne came from, but they were
fricodly, for they gave him a loaf and a few
peuce without asking questions.

Thus he travelled by mght and slept by day
till he made his way to Edinburgh, which he
cntered one evening in the nidst of a crowd
of people, and went staight to Candlemaker

W,

Mrs. Black, Mra. Wallace, Jean Black, and
poor Agnes \Wilson were in the old room when
atap washeard at the door, whichimmediately
opened, and a gaunt, dishevelled, way-wora
man appeared. Mrs. Black was startled at
first, for the man, regardless of the other
females, advanced towards her. Thenasudden
light scemed to flash 1n hier cyes as sho
extended hoth hands.

¢ Mather ! 7 was all that Andrew could ay,
as ho grasped them, fell on his kners, and,
]w:th a profounu s:gh, .aid his head upon her
ap.

They were
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riend and
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Androw Black, clean.shaved, brushed up, and
threw his Ion;( arms around ha
it

converted wto a very _reapectable, ordmary-

looking artinan, carrded on the trade of "a” Iaifl§ hogpedhith. a7l nat, {ntteed, con
z?x?-nor? u‘\\ au u:nlcr,gmuml «ollag in one of the  deacend on & Frenchmans kisg, lint_ he gave
most populous parts of the Cgufkmo Last in  him a squecte that waa worthy of gsbear

is ldea of seourity.” And e  * Your force fa not muctr abated; L seo - or
was not for wrong. His cellar hnﬁ & way ol:' n'ther. Ieel(,’gmq el atlige; whian he wan
excapa through a back door [t ~grated relosatde s .
wmtllo\v. und&r the level of the ntrccl,,.»qul",’_\’%l‘h&! 1 cclioed Biack, *ite ligtle need,
mtted light to his whnchug lathe, T}, alded Fdothkedwld® umos, But, man, your {orce
by dirt on the glass, bamfa"eho gaxd of ‘(Hio™"Ting Incrédanl, if I'm ne wistyen. ]
curious. T AT “ Doubtlesa—it is natural, aftee having
Taladibker - toiled.with the alaves in BarbadosToe so many

the crowd was

His evenings yrere spent in Can sker _ 104

Row, \\'here,_g%!?é{l“ by ,t’hg s‘lqiid;{g %‘3%}’ h_ % A ¥, ﬂh}ﬁs;kﬁ::\ﬁe}l!kgé ;\;:o r:!n“' there.
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B o womtwhat ditnppolatedtong.
grown snd:'gob(_l*! kifg-yonth—wda o fon- . ‘f}iqudm; L ‘on(x..imdjw. ’I“z Been her
stant visitor st th&Row, ~ApRie Wilsdn hid alrsady, sud'know that she K well

taught him the-nEs of -his=téngue, but Pefir ‘: Seenhert” exclaimed Androw in surprise
was not the shan Yo usaitin idle fiitatisg—nor ¢ 4{. you And Jaan wers scated alous at
Aggie the:gltl to listonr i hosbad -done so. - fhe litila wlddow in the Can omaker RO\;
They had both seen too much of thestein zidevfﬁgbﬂ'ﬁli} about. ten 6'elock, snd I was staud
of hifo to condesoend on trifling. ing by u totbstangrin the Greyfriars Church

Uneo, by & superhupian effort and with an  yard admiciig yoi.- 1idid oot like to present
alarming flush of the countenance;- Poler ingaelf just then, for féar of alarming the
succeeded In-atambsering a declaration ofthis dear Eirttto@unuch, andthen 1 did not daro to
sentimonts, Aggle} with laming checks and  come here iodaynnll tho gloamin’. 1 only
duwneast eyes, ncedptéd the Ueclarstion, and  arrived yésterday . .
the matter was sottled ; that was all, for the ** Weel, weel' The like o' this batea o'
subyect had rushed upon both of them, as it Losh, man! I hope 1t's no s drenm  Nip me,
were, unexpectedly, and as they weroin the man, to sk sure WS doon, mt doon, an
public street ot the time and the hour was lets hear a’aboot 1t
noon, further demonstration might have been The story was a long ove, Beloto 1t was
awkward. uite finished the doof was gootly o;l)cncd. and

Therenfter thoy were understood to be Jean Black herself entored. She el come,
“keeping company.” But they werea grave 83 was her wout every night, to walk home
conple. 1f an eavesdropper had ventured to  with her uncle,
listen, sober talk alons would have repait the Black sprang up " .
snenking act, aud, not unfrequently, refervnce **Jean, my wnmmin, ‘he s:d?, hastily
would have been heard in tones of decpest putting on his hlue bannet, * there's no light
pathos to dreadful scenes that had occurred e¢neuch for yo to be mt?'dl‘lced to my freend
on the shores of the Solway, or sorrowful here, but ye can hear him if yo caniiu see him
commenta on the awful fate of beloved friends 1I'm gaun oot to see what sott ¢' a “Iii!“f 1t s
who had heen bamshed to ““the plantations.” He'll tak’ care o’ ye ull 1 come back. i

One day Jean - farr-hawred, blue-eyed, pen- Without awaiting n reply he wéat out anc
sivo Jean—was seated in the cellar with her  shut the dvor, and the girl turned 1 somo
uncle  She had brought him bis daily dinner  surprise to’\_\'nrds the stianger. .
ina tin ean, aud he, having just fimshed dt, “Jean!” he maid in a low voice, holding
was about to resume his work while tho niece  out both hands. .

Jean did not scream or frint.  Her position
in life, as well as her rough oxperiences, .(or
bade such weakuess, but it did not fnrlnd_—
well, it is sot our province to betray conti
denoes ' All we can say 1, that when g\mlrew
Black returned to the dellar, after a prolonged
and no doubt scienttic wmspectivn of the
Tl never get weather, he found that the remuits of the
interview had been quite sitisfactory—emi-
nently so ! .

Need we say that tliere were rejoiving and
thankful Learts in Candlemaker Row that
good-day, uncle,” left the cellar to.its busy night? We think not. Y nny of thi wraiths
occupant, of the Covenantéry vwere liangiog ghout the

Blnck wasstill at work, and the shadowsof old churchyard, and hat pecped ia at the
evening wete buginming to throw the inner well known buck window aboat the small
end of the cellar into gloom, Wwhen the door hours of the morning, they would have scen
slowly opened and a mnan entered stealthily. our hero, claspidg hig ihather with his right
‘The unusual action, as well as tho appearance arm and Jedn with hig left. Ho was éncircled
of the man, caused Black to scize hold of a by an eager group— composed of M, ’}}lack
heavy picce of wood that leaned agunst his and Andrew, Jock Truce, Ramblin' Peter,
lathe. The thought of being discovered and and Aggio Wilson -who hatensd to the stir.
sent back to Dunnottar, or banged, bad 1m-  ring tale of hin adventutes, of detsiléd to him
planted in our tnend a salutary nmount of the not lesy stirring and terrible history of
cantion, though 1t had not in the shightest the lung period that had clapbed Minee he was
degree affected Ins nerve or hus cool prompti- torn from them, nx they had believed, forever
tude in danger. He had deliberately made (7o be continued.)
up his mind to remain quiet as long ad he
should be left alone, but if discovered, to
escape or die in the attempt.

Tilic intrnder was n man of great size and
strength, but as he seemed to be alono, Black
quictly leaned the picce of wood against the
lathe again in a handy position.

* Ye scem to hae been takin’ lessons frac
the cats lately, to judgc from yer step,” said
Black. “Shut the door, man, belint ye.
There's a draft i' this place that’ll be like to
gie vo the rheumatiz.”

The man obeyed, and, advaucing silently,
atood ULefure the lathe, Tlere was aght
enough to reveal the fact that his countenance
was handsome, though bronzed almost to the
colour of mahogany, while the lower part of
it was hid ler by a thick beard and a heavy
moustache,

Biack. who began to <ce that the strange
visitor had nothing of the appearance of oue
aent to arrest hum, said, in a half humorous,
remonstrative tone —

¢ May be ye're a furriner, an’ dinna under-
atan’ mainners, but at’s as weel to tell se tha
I expec” men to tak’ afl their bannets when
they come into my hoose.” .

Without apeahing the visiter remorad his
cap. biack recognized hau o an snstaal

*\Wull Wallae!™ he ginped in o lrarse
whisper, as he.spravg forwar: and luid vielent
hands on his c-?d friend. **Losh, man’ are
my cen lecin’? ia't possible? Can this be

ou?”

“*Yecs, thank God, st indced - - -

He stopped short, ior Andrew, aluait unac.
vostomed, ltke most of his countrymen, to

the watern.aky.. Ramblin® Patep—
no longera besrdless bg. but-a faitly Well-

rose-to depart.  Iime had transformed Jean
from o pretty girl into a beautiful woman,
but thera was an expression of profonnd
melan holy on her once bright face which
sever left it now, save when a passing jest
called up for an instant & feeble reminscence
of the sweet old smile.

**Noo, Jean awa' wi’ ye.
thae pavuitch.sticks feenished if yesivhavern’
there.”

Something very hike the old snuls hghted
up Jean’s face as she rose, and with a *“Weel,
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Gold and Purpls.

GoLp and purple—summer dies,
And m royal state she lies;
Maples wear that golden plumes,
Wild flowers leave their last perfumes
At these gorgeons obsequiea,

When the lonely woodbird flses

Festal are the canopies,
Sombre glens exchange their glooms.--
Gold and purple.

Growing old shall we grow wise,
With the love that beautities,
Aud the autumn time illumes,
Richer thaa the early blooms,
Fading, «nt in royal dyes,
Gold and purple*

—— — = e

— A wmall bov's definition of a holiday—
¢ A day to holler m.”

“1 aan't see,” wud Jimunie bey **why
fish hatve to be Jdeaned. They're 1o bathing
all the time ™

- A l{lll\lno B,
turn in last weck's paper,’
to the author.

“ Iudeed 1™ sand the author.

*Yes," rvwarned tho eritic.
tnention it" . R

¢ 7 dud your book ageod
* said the cntic

*1dida't
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