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SEvTEMBEY 11th, 1866,

THE

1ay-blossom of them all.  She hastily jumped from the stool
sees € caught sight of Asaph, not, however, before he had
% her and had asked permission to come inside the gate.

143 . . :
she What | Master Halnaker, going to the music ?” said

Mﬂv;l"t;YfS,'” he replied ; “but there’s time enough for that.
Ve be Just come in and help you gztth?r the laylock?
You ¢ en wan’tmg to see you, to tel.l you as I;d got a bird fqr
8houldmother s own })):-eedx.ng:. If it sings like its fa,thex;, it
cohtinum(?k? a deal ¢’ music in the house. But, A}ercy,’ he
0 me ﬁe s 1t more earnes@ tones, ‘‘ you have some’ut }co say
% good ];% i Tve got the job up by Abs,ters, and thz}t 11 put
Bty 1t o money in my pocket, and I've planned it all so
erc pend nothu‘lg when .I’m away, and now that is so,
ioug );v car, and the house is a.ll_ready, and mother so anx-
y,re’f&;})}nt you say youw'll be mine, and let me go and tell
ap her? I knmy that you're abgve me, and that, may-
Devéryre father will te lookin’ higher for ye; but ye’ll’
éarn O,U aman to Jove ye better, an’ I'll wait on ye, an
ye, and Mercy dear . . . .7

aproy_]fglw 1t was they never kpew, but Mercy drup;_)ed an
Ul of great branches of lilac, and found herself gath-

ed intg A, _
shomdeno Asapl’s strong arms and her head upon his

The course of true love never did run smooth, and, fav-
8s he was of the country-side, Asaph had his ditliculties.
n’&idge:v father expected her to marry money and keep a
thl‘ivin ;_lnt, to’ lxa\:e fax‘{n—servants under her, and to be a
bug, Meg armer s.wxfe as her t_nother had been before hgr;
that yomy was his favourite Ch‘lld, and there was no d.enym_g
timg beung Asaph was a credit to the place, and might in
oo C?me a man of importance and command in the
Paren}s ‘}? a some.whab reluctant consent was won from the
8Prine » the marriage was to take place early in the next
he E;‘:n? Mercy was to spend the long days in sewing for
COpse Workfome, while Asaph went up to Absters for the

Wag g E)CG Or twice in the autumn Asaph came home', but. it
sglp the }I]]g tramp from Absters, and he resolutely denied him-
fol ;. 're of any sort of conveyance however humble. The
ugh our village are not given to letter-writing, and,
hig Asaph so far forgot himself as to send one letter to
diglftee eart, it would have been considered beneath his
' 88 & man of sense, to write oftener.
% she ercy- hemmed and sewed, and stitched m?d blushfad,
joined Put In the red letters on the household linen w.hlch
Cam an eI names together—and so autumn and winter
ay i o0t The weather was chill and very dry, when
Dap Wi n ear].y spring a rumour came to the village that a
ang ) o very ill—of fever, so it was said—up at Absters,
ext, doct ere were children down with it, too. The near-
horse ' was communicated with, and he, saddling his
» & once rode up.
Youg} 1 Lers is the name given to a straggling collection of
Sengg 1. UN€S on either side of a green lane. It can in no
Dop, 0‘: called g village ; there is neither church nor sghqol,
Iy deng © wonderful still, public-house. The whole hlllS.lde
for y © forest, but on the edge there is a clearing running
Cithey ;;t three quarters of a mile, with scattered houses on
lnh‘ﬂ)itede the green way. The houses are not regularly
Plage th 5 the population is a wandering one, the whole
’ hough strangely fascinating, is lonely and very wild.
the ¢ ilden the worthy doctor arrived he inquired first after
With ¢ ier.]’ and found that several of them were down
hiilq ty Phoid fever, fortunately, as it seemed to him, of a
?upposege. e had almost forgotten the existence of the
‘t‘h&t th aduly patient when a big lad came to tell him
! ee Man was took very bad like.”
gl.‘”"tly octor asked to be taken to his quarters, and was
thag he “urprised to e told that he had no quarters, and
o 2 not geq him,
e log eoun‘ters ! said the doctor. ¢ Why, where does

) and, Pray, why can't I see him?”

] ) ?

hmany“;?l, dy’er see,yib’s this way,” said the tall lad ;

Ougey .. OUC folk in the forest they don’t lie o’ nights in

m-&r”&’ean this chap he was doin’ it on the cheap for his

g ther and g e just took a fox-hole and there he be,

Seg p; 000 1 Iun bide, and ye can’t get to see him.”

eehim\t heavens 17 shouted the doctor ; “but I must
AK€ me to the plﬂ(}(—‘.”

n
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The lad accordingly led the way off the main track to
where a deep cutting had been made for hauling timber, and
there the sand-banks lay high and steep. Looking up he
saw what the boy called ““fox-holes,” but which, in truth,
looked much more like the nests made by some gigantic form
of sand-martin. Each hole was sutliciently wide to enable a
man to creep in on all fours, and was deep enough, he was
assured, inside to enable him to stretch himself at full length.
Rude beds, indeed, but protected from wind and weather,
and warm in the sheltering sand.

“He's in there,” said the lad, pointing to one of the
largest of the holes, “an’ he’s very bad ; he cries and moans
something fearful, but ye can’t get in.”

“Can’t I,” said the doctor, and stripping off his coat he
prepared to climb the bank.

“It’s very narrow,” he exclaimed, when his eyes were on
a level with the hole, and he could see something like the
dark form of a man lying inside; “but Im only a little
one ”—and with much care and precaution he crawled over
the poor helpless body. When after two or three moments
he reappeared his look was very grave,

“We must get him out of this at all costs,” he said.
“If I had only known of this earlier !”

And so with infinite care and tenderness the sick man
was pulled out of his strange resting-place, feet first, and
carried on a sort of leafy stretcher to the nearest house
where the good doctor could find a comfortable bed.

“ Who is it?” asked he, when he had lain the fever-tossed
limbs between the cool sheets.

¢ Zaph Halnaker,” was the reply. “He wanted to
make a good thing this bout, an’ he wouldn’t pay for no
lodging. There’s a many o’ the young fellows travellin’ in
the woods does the like, an’ they never come to no harm.”

But poor Asaph never rallied, in spite of all the care
and nursing of the doctor. Some hours he lingered, moan-
ing constantly, and muttering of his marriage, of Mercy,
and his mother. At last, on the following day, when the
cold March sun was setting behind the hill, he raised him-
self in bed and whistled. Those about him drew back in
dismay. ‘“Coming, mother,” he said, and so with a smile he
died.

They made a litter and covered it with fern and laid
the brave young fellow upon it, and loyal comrades bore him
home, past the homestead on the hill, up the rugged path, to
the Crow’s Nest, where his mother awaited him.

Mrs. Halnaker lived to be an old, old woman, and she
has told me many times that it was no news to her when
poor Mercy came to break the sad tidings to her.

“T was sitting by the window,” said she, “ mendin’ o’
his clothes, an’ I heard our whistle. I went out an’ I looked
around, an’ I could see naught, nor hear naught; an’ then
it came to me,” she would say in a low, awe-struck voice,
“as it was his father whistlin. I thought it must he
for me, but it was him he warnted, an’ T think it can’t be
very long now before he calls me, too.”

*
* *

Music.
THE choir of the West Presbyterian Church, under the
direction of Mr. W. J. McNally, is at work on Gaul's
« Ruth,” which is to be performed in the church in a few
weeks, N

Vanoni is singing again in London.

Mr. Rudolph Aronson last week concluded by cable
negotiations long pending for the appearance in America
(after an absence of seven years) of the celebrated pianiste,
Teresa Carreno.

E. A. McDowell, the composer, has heen appointed to
the head of the new musical department in Columbia Col-
lege. He is of the same age as Paderewski, and the New
York Post says of him that he “ has no superior among the
living composers of Europe.”

Frederick William Nichols Crouch, the author of * Kath-
leen Mavourneen,” who died a few days ago at the age of
eighty»eight, had been married four times and was the father
of twenty-seven children. He was a native of London, but
for nearly fifty years had lived in Baltimore.



