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plunged into an account of the whole affair of the "amn-
bushes," while Lisbetb, perched! upon ber lofty throne,
surveyed us witb an ever-growiný astonishment.

"Whatever does it ail mean? ' she inquired as Mr.
Selwyn made an end.

"Y'ou must know, then," I explained, leaning upon my
?qartmrtaff, "the Imp took it into is bead to become

RbnHood; 1 was Lttle-John, and Mr. Selwyn here
was se very obliging as to enact tbe role of Sherff of
Nottingham- "

"I1 beg your pardon," exclaimed Mr. Selwyn indig-
nantly, turning upon nie witb a fiery eye.

-' Every one recollects the immortal exploits of Robin
and bis 'merrie men," I continued, "and you wîll, of
course, remnember that they bad a habit of capturing the
Sherifi and tying him up to trees and tbings. Naturally
the Imp did flot procecd to that extreme. HIe contented
bimself with nierely capturing the Sberiff's. bat-I
tbink you will agrce tbat those .ambushes' worked like
a charm, NM1r. Selwyn? "

"Mliss Elizaibeth," hie said, disdaining any reply, "I
arn aware of the affection you lavish upon your nephew;
1 hope that you will take measures te restrain bïim froni

such pranks--sucb very disgraceful pranks -iii the
future. I myself should suggest a change of compantion-
sip (bere be glanced at me) as the most salutary metbod.
Good-afternoon, Miss Elizabeth." So saying, Mr.Selwyn
raised is bat, bowed tiffly to me, and turning upon an
indignant beel, strode baughtl wy

"IXÎELL!" exclaimed Lisbeth, with a look of very
,Y real concern.

"Very well, indeed!" I nodded; "we are alone at
last."

"Oh, Dick! but te have offended him like this!"
"A higbly etimiable young gentleman," 1 said,

"tbougb deplorably lacking in that saving sense of
humor wic-"

:Aunt Agatha seems tu tbink a great deal of bu.-"
"So 1 understand," I nodded.
"ý'Onlyti morning I received a letter from ber, in
,bCh,=og tertbng , she pointed out wbat a very

excellent match lie would b)e."
"Andi wbat do you tbink?"
"Oh, I agrcee ith bler, of course; is family dates

back ages and ages biefore the Conquei'or, and be bastwo
or three esta t e beideus Selwyn Park and one in Scot1 1and."

"IDo you know, Lisbeth, that reminds me of another
house-not at aIl big or spl1undid, but of great age; a
bouse wbfribtands flot far fromn the village of Down, in
Kent; abos which is going te rack and ruin for want
of a mnistress. Soimetimes just as evening comtes on, 1
tbinik it nmust dreamn of the lght feet and gentle bands it
bas known 50,ornany >,ears ago, and feels ts loneliness
more than eve(r."

"Poor old biouse! " said Lisb)eth sofly.
Yea bouse is very bumian, Lisbetb, especially an

old one, and feels the necil of that loving care whih
onlr a -womian caýn bestow, just as we doorele.

"Dear old bouse!" said Lisbeth, more
softly than biefore.

"Ilow muicb longer must it wait-when
wll youi corne and care for it, Lisbth ',"'

She started, and I tbiought bher cbeeks
seemed a trUile pinker than usual as ber eyes
met mine.

"Dick," shie said wvistfully, "I do wish
you would get the ladder, it's borribly
uncomfortable to st in a tree
for bours and(-"

"First of ail, Lisbetb, you will
forgive thie Inip-fuU and freely,
wont you?"

"Hfe shall go to bed without
anm tea whatever."That will be rank cruelty,
Lisbeth, remiember be is a
growiflg boy."

"And 1 bave been perced up
here-between beaven and eartb
-aIl the afternoon."

"Then why flot corne do"?"'1 inquureti.

',If you wiII only get tbe
ladder-"'

,.if you wil just put yourr.igt foot ini My-"
1I won'tl" said Lisbetb.

"A ou pleas;e," I nodded,
and sittmng own, mecbanically
toolc out my pipe and began te
fil1 it, while she openeti ber book,
frowning. And. after she bad read very studiously for
perbaps two minutes, she drew out and, consulted ber
watch. I did the samne.

"A quarter to five! " 1said.
Ljsbeth glanced down at nme with tbe air of one who

is deliberating upon two courses of action, andi when at
length she spoke, every trace of Irritation bati vanisbed

copletely."I)ck ,'ni awfully hungry."
"Se arn1, " Iflodded.
"It would be nice to have tea bere under the trees,

wouldn't it?"
-"it would be po-it vely idylic! " I said.
",Then if you will please fnti that ladder-
,"If you wýIl promise to forgive the Inp-,
"ýCertainly not!" she retorted.
,,Se be it! " I sighed, and sat down again. As 1 did so

*le lasjnched lier book at me.
" 1Beast! " she exclaime.
"Which means that you are ready te descend?" I

inquired, rising and depositing the maltreated volume
side by sidle with my pipe on a rustic table nearby;
"verygood. Place your right foot in-

"Oh, ail rigbt,"- she said quite pettishly, and next
moment 1 bad ber in my arms.

"Dick! put me down-at once!"
"One moment, Lisbeth; that boy is a growing boy-"
"And shall go to bed without any tea! " she broke in.
" Very well, then, " I said, and reading the purpose in

my cyes, she attempted quite vainly, to turfi ber head
aside.

" You will find it quite useless to struggle, Lisbetb," I
warned. " Your only course is to remember that be is
a growing boy."

"And you are a brute!" she cried.
"Undoubtedly," I answered, bending my bead nearer

ber petulant lips. " But tbink of tbe I mp in bcd, lying
t here, sleepless, tealess, and growing ail the while as fat
as be can."

Lisbeth surrendered, of course, but my triumph
was greatly tempered witb disappointment.

"YoGu will then forgive im for the 'amnbushes' and
cberish biin with much tea? " I stipulated, winking away a
tress of bair that tickled most provokingly.

"Ves," saiti Lisbetb.
" And no bed until the usual bour?"
"No," she answered, quite subdued; "and now please

do put me down." So I sigbed and perforce obeyed.
She stood for a moment patting ber rebellious baîr

into order wth deft, white fingers, looking Up at me
meanwbile wth a laugh in ber eyes that seemed almost a
challenge. 1 took a basty step toward ber, but as 1 did
se the I mp bove into view, and the opportunity was lost.

"Hallo, Auntie Lisbeth!" he exclaimed, eyeing ber
wondeingly; then bis glance wandered round as if in
quest of sometbing.

" How did she do it, Uncle Dick? " he inquired.
."Do what, my 1mp? "
"iýWby, get out of the tree?" 1 smiled and looked at

isbetb.
" Did she climb down?"
"No," said 1, shakîng my' heati.
"'Dit she-jump down?'
"No, she didn't jump down, my Imp."
"Weil, diti she-diti she fly down?"
"No, ner fly down-she just came down."
"Ves, bu t how diti she-"
"Reginalid," said Lisbeth,1 "rua and tell the maids te

brin g tea out here-for thireea."
" ee? ehoed the Imp. "But Dorotby bas gone

out te tes, you know-is Uncle Dick geing te>-"
"To be sure, Imp," I nodded.
"Oh, that is fine-hurrah, Little-Johnl" be cnied, and

darted off toward the bouse.

"Andi you, Lisbeth?" 1 saiti, imprisoning ber bands,
'are y ou glati aIse?"

Lisbeth did not speak, yet I was satisfieti nevertbeless.

CHAPTER III.

THE DEsPE-RADoEs

F ANE COURT stands bowered in trees, with a witie
stretch of the greenest of green lawns sloping tiown

te the river stairs.
Tbey are quaint olti stairs, with a marble rail and

carveti balusters, worn andi crumbling, yet whose decay
is haîf hiti by the kindly green of lichens andi mosses;
stairs indeed for an idie fellow to dream over on a bot
summer's afternoon-and they were, moreover, a
favorite haunt of Lisbeth. It washere that Imooredrmy

boat, therefore, and now lay back, pipe in mouth and
with a cushion beneath my head, in that blissful state
bctween sleeping and waking.

Now, as I lay, from the blue wreaths of my pipe I
wovc me fair fancies:-

And Io! the stairs were no longer (leserted; there were
fine gentlemen, patched and powdered, in silks and
satins, with shoe-buckles that flasbed in the suni; tbere
were dainty ladies in quilted petticoats and flowered
gowns, with most wonderful coiffures; and there was
Lisbeth, fairer and daintier than them aIl, and there, ton,
was I. And bebold how demurely she curtseyed and
smniled behind ber ivory fan! With what a grace 1 tooka~
pincb of snuff! Withi what an air 1 ogled and bowed with
hand on heart! Then, somebow, it seemned we were alone,
she on the top stair, 1 on the lower. Andl standing thus
1 raised my arms to bier with an appealing gesture. Her
eyes looked down into mine, the patch quivered at the
corner of hier scarlet mouth, and there beside it was the
dimple. leneath ber petticoât 1 saw her foot in a little
pîk satin slioe come slowly tow.ird me and stop again.
Iwatched, scarce breathing, for it seemcd my fate

bung in the balance. Would she comie down to love and
me, or-

"Ship ahoy!" cried a voice, and in that moment
my dreamn vanisbed. I sigbed, and looking around, be-
held a bead peering at me over the balustrade; a bead
bound in a bandanna bandkercbief of large pattern and
vivid coloring.

"Why, Imp!" I exclaimed. But my surprise abated
whenlhe emerged into full view.

About bis waist was a broad-buckled belt, which sup-
ported a wooden cutlass, two or three murderous wooden
daggers and a brace of toy pistols; wbile upon bis legs
were a pair of top-boots many sizes too large for bim,
so that walking required no little care. Yet on tbe whole
bis appearance was decidedly effective. There could be
no mistake-he was a hloodthirsty pirate!

The Imp is an artist to bis grimy finýer-tips.
IlAvast, sipmate!" I cried. " How s tbe wind?"
"Oh," be exclaimed, falling over bis boots with eager-

ness, "do take nme in your boat, an' let's be pirates, will
you, Uncle Dick?"

"Well, tbat depends. Wbereis your Auntie Lisbetb?"
"Mr. Selwyn is going to row bier and Dorotby up the

river."
"The deuce bie is!"
" Yes, an' tbey won't take nie."
"'Why flot, my Imp?"
"'Cause tbey're 'fraid 1 sbould upset the boat. So I

thougbt I'd corne an' ask you to be a pirate, you know.
l'Il lend you my best dagger an' one of my pistols. Will
you, Uncle Dick?"

"Corne ahoard, shipmate, if y ou are for Hispaniola,
the Tortugas, and the Spanish Main," said 1, where-
upon lhe scrambled in, losing a boot overboard in

bis baste, wbich necessitated niucb intricate angling
with the boat-book ere it was recovered.

"Tbey're Peter's, you know," be explained, as herernptd ot te water. " 1took thern out of

you know, but in afraid Peter'll swear."
IlNot a doubt of it when he sees tbem,"

I said as we pushed off.
1I wis-h," bie began, looking round

tbtghtfully after a minute or sol"
wish we could get a ,plank or a yard-
arm fromn somewhere.'

"Wbat for, my 1Imp?"
P"Wby, don't you remember,
prates always bad a plank for

people to 'walk,' you know, an'
used to 'swing thema up to the yard-
anm.'"I"ýYou seemn to know aIl about it,"
I said as I pulled slowly dlown

stream.
" Oh, yes; I read it ail in

'Scarlet Sam, the Scourge of
the South Seas.' Scarlet Sam
was fine. He used to stride up
and down the quarterdeck an'

14 fiourîsh bis cutlass, an' bis eyes
would roll, an' he'd foam at the
mouth,' and-"I

"Knock everybody into 'the
lee scuppers, "1 put in.

"Yes," cried the Imp in a
tone of uafeigaed surprise.
IIHow did you know that,
Uncle Dick?"I

"Once upon a tume,"I I said, as
I swung lazily at the sculls, " I was a boy myself, and read
a lot about a gentleman named 'Beetle-browed Ben.'
I tell you, Imp, he was a terror for foaming and stamping,
if you like, and used to kilI three or four people every
morning, just to, get an appetite for breakfast." The
Imp regarded me with round eyes.

IIHow fine!"l he breathed, hugging himself in an ecstasy.
44It was," 1 nodded; "and then he was a very wonder-

fuI mian in other ways. You see, he was always getting
himiself shot tbrough the bead, or run tbrough the body,
butit neyer hurt Beetle-browed Ben-not a bit of it."

"An' did he 'swing people at the yard-arm-n-with a
bitter smile?"'"

"Lots of 'ema!" I answered.
An' make themn 'walk the plank-with a horrid

laugh?"'
IIBy the hundred!"
"An' 'maroon them on a desolate island-with a low

cbuckle?"' (ConWd on Page 52)


