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note witb a defiant look, as iabe tore it in pioces before hlm,

and bade the coachman drive on. She gave vent to exclama-t tions of anger at hlm, calling him. a robber, but refused f0
snomthe authorities of bis acte.
Vftrblotree bocaule satisfled at iast that the miller bad

gone from the vieinty, and no doubt return.id to Shulton, and
ho was determined to follow hlm.

*And s0 we went ti Shulton.
*More than a ycar liad passcd since 1 badl taken that jour-

noy before, and a crowd of thouglits of intervening incidents
fillcd rny mind as the stage coacli at the cnd of our trip con-
veyed us along the seif-same road into the picturesque littie
village.

We crossedl to Delby's tavern, as I liad done that well-re-
membercd April evening. 1 tolloivcd Werbletree ia tho
unmepassive stateo0f mind that 1 bad fuit and exbibited
throughout my adventures witli bim. As a sonl wouid de-

pend on a father I telt a dependence on him wbicb would
have led me after bim anywhcro.

Hoe seeme-1 to lay his plans in a mysterious manner now,
and I saw hlm at times confer with employeca of the mili.
But ail the time hoe worbed more and more into my friend-
ship, as ive took walks about the vicinity on several occa-
sions, mostly after night, witbout anything worthy of note
transpiring. 1 had told hlm, of course, ail I bad iearncd
from Nellie Bison concerning Sweeman's attempts tu, inter-
view bier mother. Ho letrayed no sign of surprise at bis
having pursued lier to their city home. In fact hoe nover
betrayed suprs at anything.

One=ngh- niglit that will ever stand out as a nover-
to-be.erased imprilit on my memory-we sat together upon a
hili overtooking the miller's bouse. ThiÙ was a favorite

çvatcbing place of bis; but 1 confess 1 bad becomne tired of
tho monotony of Sitting there night atter niglit without a

rsingle incident transpiring. On the niglit ia question 1 had
more to excite me tban 1 bargained for.

The moon bad boen cioud-coverod for a time, and as it
eûeped out te shine above the cloud's edge hialf-bidden wo

couid see a man carrying wbat 1 judged to, bo a dark-iantern la
18s baud, coming from the miii. We watcbed him until hoe

entered the bouse, and tbon at a motion from my friend <vo
both arose and waiked dloser to the bouse. We were stand-

igon the side on'which Arthur Drammei's chamber was
and the window biind, I believe, by Werblotreo's manage-
ment, was hune sligbt-ly slanting su that we could see into

Ihdbutm affl ecit n Y in an instant; but my friend

Seeng y aitaionhotried to encourage me. i"Keep
you. ees pen" h saddirecting my eyes te the new.comers'

movmens, ho e culdsecnow inArtbur's chamber;
andthi spechbrogli viidl beoremewhat lhabl. said

whenI mt hm atHazlgrve.The words hadt baunted me
eversine, nd fet ternno'with dobeforce.

weecnyoufer
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Tebri ght Sun nover saw a scene so fait
Since on the bille of Eden shone bis light,
The weary breezes in their long-drawn fligbt

Ne'er dnew a breath from founts of purer air.

Oe igbt of this wouid niake a churl aware
Oftbings, that being holy, will deliglit

The beart of man, while last the day and night,
.And lite for pieasnri bas a tbougbt or cnre.

A mist is resting on a singing Streami,
The eastern clouds like curtains are uproll'd

Tho mornir'g star z=;ds dowxi a fitful gleam,
Thon fades away and ail ' he nigbt la gono,

And berald.ed by oriflammes, of.gold,
Bright oor the oapphiro heavens breaks tho dawn.
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BARBARA WINTHORNE..
A Story for the Young.

DYi EDITII PATERlSON.
et Saturday 1 No sclioot. thank goodneses il" crled Barbara

Winthorno springing ont of bed one brigbt September
morning.

ciOh what a giorinus-jewel of a day VI sbe ejaculated,
standing at the open window that loolc"d ont upon stretching
fields and rich woodlands. She borisoîf, thougli ebe did not
know it, ivas liko a brighit sunbeam la lier wbite niglit dresu,
with bier wvavy brown hair tumbiing dowa bier back in wild
confusion, ber checks ail agiow with the bealthy sieep-flusb
and lier oyes liko twin stars. No beauty was Barbera; oniy
a weil grown, bealthy girl; but such agenorous, warm hearted
girl, one could not belp loving bier, and most people forgot
ail about ber freckled face, ani large mouth, and wouid bave
estared la amaze if anyone bad hinted that sbe was plain.

ciIlI go for Mattie Carow after breakfast, and wve wili go
for a regular tramp with the dogs; ' Over the mountains
and far avay,'"I cried she witli a joyous iaugh. Hastily
dressing, she ran dlown stairs. Lato as usual 1 Prayer
over and breakfast begun. She went la feeling guiity;
puunctuaity-I am grieved to say-not being one of Barbara's
virtues.

R. issing ber father and motiier, with a brighttigciod mora-
ing Ncd"I to hier brother, sho took lier place at the table.

ciBarbara dear.you must risc eariier in the mornings,1' said
Mrs. Winthorne genfly. Sho was a paie, fragile iyoman and
always spoke la a soft, plaintive voice.

Yes mother-atileast I wili try."l
ccAnd if nt first you don't succeed, tny, try again; Il quotb

Ned mischevionFly.
ccNbow N eddy don't try te ho smart"I answered hie aster

good-humoredly.
ccBut seriously 1 consider that a most excoelent precept; ail

the great achievements of the worid linge upon that 4 try, try
agamn.' I

"Ned l" cried Barbare iaughingiy.
'Pray master Ned," said bis father smiling; cimay 1

enquire if yon have ever taken that most excellent pnecept te
heart and acted upon it?"

ilCertainli. sir; I am known as one of the most pereevering
chape in ont formaat colilege ; orn shouidn't bave presumed,
te lecture Bah," answered Ned withi unabamshed effnontry.

Every one iaughed at this promit repiy, for Ned,being au
only son was rather spoiied when et home. Hoe wes
a fine lad of sixteen, tbree years l3arbazc's senior, and was a
student of Upper Canada Coiiege.

ci1 should imagine you were not remarkeblo for modesty
at any rate" Ilaid bis fether dryly.

ciNo sir, cheec, as our American friends express it4 la the
best passpert la the îvorld; modesty is out of date."

ilIndeed I trust it is not," interposed Mrs. Wintborne
deprecatingly.

c' Not for woxnen, mother,"l ho cried quickly, tgI hope it
'tili nover go ont of date for women."l

"I hope not," cnswered she plaintively.
"Wel my boy," said MN. Winthorne, as hoe erose froza the

table after a littie more conversation on the subjeet. ilyou
seemn to have acquired c considereble knowiedge of the worid
for a lad of your age."1

ccThis le an enterprising ge-neretion, sir," replied Ned
pompousiy, and with a laugb tbey ail arose fromn the table.

Mr. and bine. Winthorne were that morning goïng a short.
journoy by raii and expected te retura by six la the evening.
Su Barbara did not start for ber walk tilI they were gone ; 8eo
teok baby Louie into the gardon and played wltb ber 'tub
nurse came te take baby for ber waik. When she bad
bidden bier parents good bye, sho put on bier bat and went
for biattie and the tio girlewent for a long, deligbtiul ramible
over the bille, through woods and meadows; botb so
happy and light-hearted. Ailas 1 it was long. ere Barbara
ires asbhappy as on thet brigbt September morniag.

It wae late i the afternGooný when ebe Tez.'led home.
After eatlag lunch aime went in eearcb of Lonie end, coxrylng
bier to thme dnawing room, playedýwlth, he tll.bg.tv g'ot- tired
and feul asleep, wlth ber littbedrI id4liowd onl Bký
barabreast. After nurse ha carnbed her ix sWa:s,.Bexbar
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