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wirotce Literature.

UNA AND KING DAVID,

\Condiaded )

Late in the nizht a sound as of thunder broke Una's
steep.  She sat up m ber bed beneath the roof-peak and
awoke, pradually, to hear the tramphng of horses around
the house  Vowes hailed the slumbeters within, a knack te-
sounding upon the door.  Fhen, aver the tunwlt, avese a
fanuliar sound - the scolding of Mrs. Lucas.  The remon-
strant tones of the farmer appealed at amtervals, in vam.
\When at List the door opened, and the master of the house,
o shirt and trousers, issued desperately forth, a torrent of
fresh invective followed him,

“ Blamed 1f 1 hadn’t rather sleep on your hay, old man,
than face that battery inside,” said a hearty vaice. ** But
we're obliged to ack you for a sup and bite.  Wehe Corn-
feds, and blasted hungry ones at that.”

“ Carnfeds ar Yanks, itsallone io me,” waa the teply fre n
bebind the door. *“ IUHl be like asif the seventeen vear lo
custs had passed over this place

But the soldiers had theiwr way, and the little house soon
shook with thewr tread, while talk and lawghter, tobacco
smoke and the clank of accoutrements came up the narrow
ctans to Unas ear. When she had heard the men divide
forces, one-half to sleep on the hay 1n the barn besude the
horses, the rest to sprawl as they could on the floor of the
hiving-room betow, the child went back snuling to her nest,
nor stirred ull next morning's light brought the appantion of
the farmer’s wife to mingle with some dream that ker mother's
tingers had been toying with her haw,

“ Come, git up, now,” Mrs. Lucas said, sharply, empty-
ing 4 pail of clean water into a tab at her bedside. ** There's
soap and a towel on the cheer, and [l've shuck out vour
things. Scon as you's ready you kin come dowa and gita
mouthful o’ breakfast 1 saved after them consarned critters
had cl'ar’'d eut.  Wouldn't have had an aig to bless myself if
1 hadn't locked up my two best hens in the cupboard with the
old man’s Senday clothes”

“ht have the soldiers gone * ™ cried i'na, in disappoint
ment

“ Yes, thank goodness, all but two on ’em ; and they'd be
sieepin yel, but 1 brovined em ofl the floor with a moup and a
pad o' water.”

“ How gond you are ‘0 give me ttis nice bath, and to zet
my clnthes so elean,” the child said. pratefully, sitting up m
bed and letuny all her bugbt hatr loose like a glory around
her face. **1t's qust what my own mother wouid have doue,
It seems such a pity you haven t any htte gl to love and
take care of.”

The woman Iokel 1t her fir a2 mament with L uiiously
softened gaze - then, with her mnuth twitching, went nver ta
a chest in the corner. and took ont a frack and sunbonnet of
faded prnk cahico, smethng of lavender.

“Them was my gal 5,’ she sad, briefly.  ** 1xed o scarlet
fever bout your age. Hed haur Lke corn-six, jest bike yours.
Come, now, up with you, and dress yoursell  Huaua't ime to
dawdle here, and all my work a wanin' ta be done - * and,
whirling out of the roomn she shut the door with a vicious snap.

t na shipped down, to find 2 meal lad for her below.
The room was 1n spotless order. and empty but for her (nend
the cat; but on the doorstone outside sat a couple of grey-
shirted soldiers, smoking corn-cob pipes i the cool shadow
of a hlac-bush in bloom ; Dawid, m the road beyond, held
their horses, champing to be off. At sight of the chitd, re.
freshed by sleep and dewy from her bath, the men pulled
themselves together , and cne of them a huyxe feliow, with
a boy's face, gazed with open mouthed admiration. The
other, a lieutenant in command of the body of scouts that
had gone on ahead, spoke to her courteously.

““I've been heanng about your tnip from uncle, here,” he
said, *and I wish K Company could help you along the way,
Miss. But just now, unless we're turned back, we're going n
the opposite direction from Glenmont where you're bouand
Road s preuy free from Yanks; that ¢ one comfort ; and ['ve
tqld the old man the best wav to go.’

“Oh ' thank you,” said Una, fervently. “If you knew
how snund it made me sleep when [ heard our der solliers
ride up here last night *~

But the colioguy was mterrupted by Mrs. Lueas, who,
frying-pan 1n hand, i1ssued trom the door, and demanded to
know if them ‘caivary men was agon 10 block up her
front dnor all day ™ at which.a gential shinnkage of spant
ensined among the men fnlk in hearing of her voice, and the
tivopers hastily sprang into thewr stirrups and galloped off,
swging mockingly * -

If you want o have 2 guud ume,
fine the **calvary,” iine the **calvary

“\We has to foot it a gouud piece to dJay, my honey, sadd
Kuwg David, when the travellers, having paw their bill, set
out, under fire of a tarnado of abuse of him because of a
muddy footprint he left on the tfloor on meckly entenng to
take U na’s bag in band.

“1 wish she had said gpood bye,” said Una, distressfully.
* Gee here, King David, as she almost pushed me ow, she
put in my hand this nice parcel of lunch. [ think she's the
strangest woman [ ever saw : but she must be really good at
heart, don't you think so?*

Thus cornered, David scratched his head. They were
under shelter of the hen-house, and comparatively safe.
Drawing a long breath, he said, in the discreetest of whis.

ers 1 —

It ain't the first time the good Lawd has made honey to
come out of a cur'us place, ctule.  The carcass of the hion
breught o ta sweetaess,  Lawd moves 10 & mysierous way
His wonders to petfom.”

I'ast blossonmung hedperows, past orchard and meadow
fragrant with smells of June, into an arching wood toad as
the sun chimbed higher, U na thought there could be no
nicthod of trave! so much to her 1aste. Thewr destination
was the house of a farmer from whom 1t was hkely they
could hire a horse and cant to forward themn an thair way.
But when, just as the child's strength and spint began to
flag, and they came at noon tide out of the cross-cut through
the woods upon the clearing to which they had been direct-
ed, a direful disappointment grected them.  House and out-
buildings there were nonc; only a series of charred sputs
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remained in the middle of a trampled and desolated field of
growing corn,

“It's a fresh fire—smokin’ vyit,” said King David.
“Lawd help the pore folks as was driv' away from here.”

\While the two stood disconsolate, a clatter ol hoofs was
heard m a bit of woods beyond.

“It's cavalry, honey,” said King David, breathlessly.
“LeUs git in hihin' behind that clump of smnacs yonder.
They'll never look to seeus here.”

Before Una had ume to realize her fear the soldiers were
upon them, and, identifying the parly of Confederates wha
had slept over night at the Lucas farm, Ky David waved
s old hat with a rousing cheer.

* Hello, old Tarrypin, didn’t expect to see us again <o
soon,” called out their leader, comuny to a halt. * Well, bovs,
this 15 the place we're to wait for the heutenant ; and, if I'm
not mistaken, there's a good spring at the end of the path
behind that watermelon patch.”

[n atrice the horses were unsaddled and tethered in the
wood  Canteens were tilled at the spring, ritions were pro.
duced and the bivovace bepan.

From the truak of a fallen tree, where Una sat to eat
her luncheon, windle King David knelt brustung her dusty
boots, she loaked over affectionately at the ring of troopers
lollng like Olympan goas at ease. Presently a couple of
horsemen came galloping ont of the glade, and she recoy-
mzed with delight her friends of the morning.

“\Well, Miss, we've met apain sooner than we thought,”
sard the Leutenant. ** This is a bad business for poor farm-
er (ray. We heard down below that he'd been raided last
might, and it seems the famuly’s cleared out for parts un-
knnwn. ‘T'he nearest place for you to sieep to-nyghtis Glen-
mont, ten nules oft ; and 1t’s past me how you're potn’ to get
there in this heat.  We've got a paur of extra nags sice
yesterday, and il yon can manage to sit on a man's s uldle,
Miss, we'll mount you, after dark, when we move on.
s'pose you can stick to a bareback colt, old man, eh?”

* 1 reckon thar ain’t much horsedssh that ca better me,
sir,” sawd Dawvid, his eyes shuimng with delight at th: ua.
looked-for help. * An’ I'm beholden to yoa more than [ can
say, for givin' a hit to my hittle mistis.”

As U na's story found s way tothe ears of the curious
troopers, there was not & man among them who did not
mentally constitute himself her protectod and devotee.  Bat
when, at dark, she was Ifted np to sit behind the peak of a
cavalry saddle, where she kept-to her slippery perch with an
case born of early habit, she found at her brdle remn Tohn
Hntton, the g lumbering teltow who had been the comrade
of the liestenant atv the farm. hiag David, astnde ot a
frisky filly who till that morniag had been at large 10 cam-
fartable pastnres, bad as march as he could do tn keep the
wilful creature’s back.  Una’s huge knight held along with
ber, saying little, but watching everv movement ot her
horse, while before, behind and on the other side rade her
stalwart bodyguard. Forward in dead sidence, makiag tittle
nnise on the soft, wiad road, listening to every rastle ol the
leaves, passed the yphnatly cavalcade, under the light of
stars, amid the chi p of the frags, the chant of whippoorwills

In thick darkness. A lttle hamlet with shutrers obsti-
nately closed, behuind which hights ghimmered hke eyes watche
ing through hall-shat hds. At the first stroke of horses’
hoofs upnn the narrow street, some of the Lights weat ouy,
keys and bolts were heard to creak in thew wards. QOae
could almost count the heart-beats of the anxious folk in-
side. Then a sergeant, who could whistle hike a bird, ut-
tered a bar or two of “The Boume Blue Fiag,” and at
once open flew doors and windows, oat trooped the villagers,
offering food and shelter for man and beast

Una, taken ioto the home, and tucked under the dn-
n.ond-pattern quiit ot a good old dressmaker, slept delicinnsty
ull dawn, when 1t was agreed by her fread, the hieutenant,
that she should agatn resume the march with him under the
condiztons of the nmight before.  The old woman cried over
her as she brought out a feather pillow for a saddle-bay,
and tucked a bagful of biscuits and cookies inlo the child’s
lap Una hersell had no thought of tears as she rode trium-
phantly away. She knew that every muvement forward
brought her nearer her precious goal.  The troopers, won
morz and more by her modest acceptance of their com-
radeship, treated her Like a hittle wandering ouezn assigned
to their speciai charge. but it was to big john Dnitton
knawn familiarly to theai as ** aby Mine,” the others tac-
itly awarded the right of attendance at her bridle-rein.
\When they reached the river-fard, he stretched forth a mighty
arm to hit her hike a thistie.down upon his horse’s neck, and,
plunging 1n, they buffetted the noisy yellow curreat wal-
lantly. Una's cheeks ploomed and her eyes sparkied as
their horse emerged dripping and snorting with excitemeat,
first to pain a foothold upea the slippery far bank. Then,
as the day wore op, how sweet the odaur of the woods, the
shady bivouac to lunch upnn soldiers' fare And the jny of
the long. bright afternonn, broken by the mysterious ap-
pearances ahead of scouts to proclaim the way securc! she
watched almost grudgingly the day dechne that was to be
her last of such congenial fellowskup.

*“Well, I reckon the best of friends must part,” said the
licutenant, when in the cvening they put her with her old
man down at a roadside house. He mzde an attempt to be
jocular, but his kcen eyes showed his symnpathy with the
waifs thus set adrft.

Ung, in her confiding way, went the rounds of her body-
guards, shaking hands with cach, and standing on uptoe,
last of all, to leave n kiss and a tear betweea the eyes of her
pood grey steed. .

“Oht 1shall never, never forget you,” she said, with a
pathetic break in her voice, as she stood facing them. *“ And
when I see papa @ shall tell hum how soldiers helped a sol-
dier’s danghter  Gaod bye  pond bye, dear friends, and
thank vou a thousand times ™

L.ast to take leave of her was © Raby Aine” He bad a
sheepish Inok upon his <unburacd face, and, s UTaa oficred
hun her hand, waith a graciously tender smsle, he bowed low,
as if be meant to press his hips to i, then, blushing scar-
Iet. deststed and turned awkwardly away.  In her clasp, how-
ever, he left a crumpled leaf fram a snldier’s pocket-beok, on
which, when they were out of sight, 7aa read these penciled
WOras 1—

* Wen yo mete yuore pa, tell hun yo have maiwd a bad men
pray that ke may pt yo safe, an' | am vore frend ul deh,

* JouN BRITTON, "~——Co.,,—Regt., Va. Cavalry.”
—Mrs. Burton Harrison, in the indepindent.
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PAINTING.

The art of painting, liko that of poetry, has infinite
resources,  'Tho analytical history of painting, if it couly
be written, would be the history of the medifications of
tho visual sense in humanity, contemporaneous with the
history of our iutellectual and woral traneformations
Such civilization, cach generation, almost. each individug)
demands of it something new, according to his degreey of
culture, hig sentiments, his habits,
coloura which guflico among primitive sociotics, for enlier.
ing their furniture or accentunting their architecture, and
the complications of imagination, of observation, of
thought which a Leonnrdo, n Rembrandt, a Delacroix are
able to express by scholarly and refined methods, ther
remaing an enormous place for all sorts of manifestationy,
npproaching, moro or less, either to the lowest barbaney
or the highest perfoction.  Nuvertheloss, in the same way
that pootry, great or small, is only able to work by 1eary
of n dotermined rhythm and an exact language, so paintuy
can employ no other means of exprension than form and
colour. ‘U'he more use an artist is able to make of the
forms which a study of nature furnishes hiu, the more be
i able o harmonize and vary the colonrs at his dizpow,
the more will he be able to express that which he feely,
thinks and imagines. Knowledge does not give genius, b
in a certain degree of civilization it i always necessary to
it.  These elementary trathe, however, are the very ones
which seem to be called into question, in certain studicy,
by a spirit of vain lack of discipline and infatuated e
rance.  Testerday it was for the science of drawingand
cowmposition, scionces out of fashion and useles, that they
expregsed their contempt and hatred, To-day that induhs
ence and scorn i applied, besides, to that which is mar.
material in painting : to the means itself, totho brillianey
of colours and thew expressivo use. These lawentuble
theories, which favour the weakness of some and the inda.
lence of others, do not fail to find witty defenders who
amuse the gallery, and, as everythiog is in fashion v our
country, there are not wanting honest pecople who fert
themselves tn the fashion in applauding all the punters
who do not paint and all the deawers whodo not draw,
‘This is the anarchic and nihilistic system apphied o ary, a3
it is already applied to literature, and perhaps this 15 not
the time for artists who wish to live to resist 1 ans
defend themselves. The consequences of this juwbie ace
already sufliciently visitle for shame and fright to Lo abie
to fo ce out those who have fallen through weakines w
arror  ‘The shapeless Jdilutions which everywhern appoat
at the Clamps-Efysess, and still more at the Clamgs J
Mars like irresolute waifs, in pretentious frames, th ik
gilds 1g of which only makes more apparent their cmpti
ness, have something distasteful to the eyes of the moy
indulgent. The lust generation of our painters, these whe
made there début after 15870, retarded in their progressby
the general disorder, have not, with rare exceptions, dow
what might have bern expected from them. It i3 w
those of their predecessors, from 1830 to 1365, who s
remain that the great victory of 1850 was due.  Thepr-
sent  geaeration, that which, for some years past, bas
sought recognition, is still mors troubled , at least u
ghould be,  Altee having preached naturalism under the
arosseat and most radimontary forms, bebold it now
preaching ideslism under forms most puerile and camven
tional. Aud in tho meanwhile what has become of noble
desires, hard work, productive force in that uneasy school
which has such a great desire to hve and which they wish
to condemn to the government of the sick and disordered!
Ah, if young painters Letter comprehended thar nter
euts, if they would read less tho journals which flatter and

destroy them, if they would give less heed to the hterary |

prattlers and worldly flatterers, if they would live mote
among themselves and for themselves, only taking for
counsellors, Lesides their professors, whow they shoud
respect, the old masters of Italy, of the Netherinnds, o
France, and, above all and always, nature, living, heaig,
strong nature, generous and inexhaustible, which aleze
rejuvenates and renews the schools, when they love her
with sincerity and study her with iatelligence.—Trany
lated for Pullic Opiniun from the French of M. Grayg
Lafenestre, in the Parts Recae des Drax Hondes.

“1 wort b like to sound the praises of Hood's Sarsapanila
over the entire universe,” writes Mrs. Longnecker, of Unita
Deposst, Penn.

CANANAS GREAT FAIR.

SEPTEMBER 5 TO 17, 1892,

The citizens of Toronto have voled $130,000 to the Toronte
tndustrial Fair far improvements to be made on the grounds
for this year’s Exhibition, which is to be held from the §thto
the 17th of September next.  About fifty acres have beenad:
ded to the present grounds, and a new race track and aer
grand stand to seat twelve thousand peoaple 15 bang b, asd
many other improvements are being made.  Consequeally
this year's Fair promises to be greatct and better than evtt

Between the strikug |

Al

A large number of special attractions have been arranged for. B

and several new features are pronused. The exhibits il
departments will be larger and better than at any previoss

Fair, and will include many that have been prapared for the &

World's Faur next year. Cheap excarsions will as usual be §

run on all railways, and the attendance of visitors will 20
doubt be as large as ever. Al entrics have to be made @@
or before the 135th of August,

but most of the space in a’!l A
the bwildiaps for the cxbibit of manufactures has alceady &

been applied for. For copies of the prize hist and programmes A

drop a post-card to Mr. Hill, the Manager, at Toronte.




