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TEMPEST AND SUNBEINY;

OR, LIFX IN KENTCCKY.

BY MRS. MARY J. HOLNMES.

Contirued from our last.

CHAPTER 1V.
Continued.
TrAT day Mr. Wilmot's eyes were not as hand-
some, nor his teeth 85 white as usual in the esti-

mation of Julia, who often found herself wonder-
ing why he did not wear whiskers. That even-
ing he called ut Mrs. Crane's, ard for the first time
in her life, Julis was not much pleased to pee him.
He, however, rose ten per cent. in hor estimation
when she saw the familiar and cordial manmer
with which Dr, Lacey treated him. They taiked
a8 though they were old and dear friends.

After Mr. Wilmot had left, Dr. ILacay =said,
“Why, that Wilmot is a rcmarkably intelligent

man and very sgreeable.” Then turning to Mrs,
Carrington, he &dded, Lot me see, is he 8!
teacher #

“ Yes," said Mrs. Carrington, “and these young |
ladies are his pupils. and report says he looks,
after the Arart of one of them as well as the head.”

“Well,” continued he. “ whichever one is favor-!
ed with h's preference <hould feel honored. for he |
is a capital fellow.” Juat then hix eye fell upon
an elegant piano which «tond in the room, and he,
asked Mrs. Carrington o favor him with some;
music i
* Perhaps Mis« Middleton wiil oblige you,” suid |
Mrs. Carrington. looking at Julia. i

 Thank you.” said Julia. I am just taking
lessong,” so Mrs. Carrington sat down to the'in-
strurment. and as Julia saw how skilfully her!
white, jewelled fingers tonched the keys. cho re- |
solved to ?m no pains to bocome as fine &
player as Mrs. Carrington, particnlarly as «he |
iaw that DrﬁLu-e_v was very fond of musie, and%

ept calli r piece after piece till the evenin
was me:&at ag‘vamnd r &

“ You omgbt t/ -lay, colden locks.” said he to|
Fanny, st the wame time taking one of hor !ong’
yellow curls in his hand. |

“1 am taking h~-ons” said Fanny, “but I:
make swkward work. for my fingers are all
thumbe. a~ yon might know by 'my dropping Lhatf
tour-tined pit hfork this morning " ’

Dr. Lacey laughdd hesrtity at this sghect;,lb‘di
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talled her an originpl littic piece,” at the same
time saying, ¢ You remind mo of my sisier Anna.”

“ Where does she live 7" a~ked Fanny.
. Dr, Lacey sighed as he answered,  For three
yenrs she has lived in Heaven; ‘three long years
to ns, who loved her so dearly.”

Fanpy observed that he seemed agitated while

cakjug of his sister, o she dared pot dbk him
more sboat ker, sithough ebe wiskhed very much
to do s0. Perhaps he read ber wishesin her face,
for he went on to te!! her more of his sister, who,
he said. drooped asy by day, and they taok her
to Cuba. but she daily grew worse, and often
spoke of dying and of Heaven, and then one'bright
summer mominﬁ, she passed away from them,
and they buriad her under a group of dark veange
tress. g‘hat night Fanny droamed of swveet Axiua
Lacey, sleeping &0 quietly in her lone grave, far
off beneath the orange trees of Cubs. Julia had
dreams 100, Yat of & different nature. In fanc
she beheld Ur. Lace a:: her feo:,n:ith hismhaui-
some person, Prin ortane, magnificent
homeo xl:eaar Nev]vn. Orleayﬁs, whils off in the dim dis-
tance loomed up & dark.cofin, in which waa the
cold, pale form of one whom she knew too well
Was her dream an omen of the coming future?
We shall see.

Next morning just as the town clock rang out
the hour of eight, a strange looking véhitle, to
which was sttsched a remarkably poor looking

{horse. was seen picking its way through the

upper part of Main Street, Frankfort. The driver
of this establphment was a ro boy, whom we
recognize as our friend Ike. He wus taking it
leirurely through the town. stopping before every
la»ge + smart’ lookisg houss to reconnoitre, and
sec if it resembled the one his master bad de-
scribed.

At last he war accosted by a young African,
who called out, - Ho, thar, old boy! what you
keepin® yer cyes peeled, and yer mouth open for?
Is you catchin' flies ?°

“No, sar,” mplied 1ke.
Crane’s boardin’ honse.”

“ Qb yes; wall, it's up t'other way. You jst
turn that ar old rackerbone of yowrn straight
round, and tarn down that ar Street, whar you
sec_that steeple, and the fust house on the evrner
is Miss Orane’s. But ray. is you and thar ar
quadr?ed, jist out of the ark?”

1 don know nothin’ 'hout yer ark.” saad Ike,
whose Scripture knowledge was rather limited.
~but T 'longs to Marster Josh, and I'm gon’ to
soe }%'we Fanny-—and now I think of it, won’t you
4 lor, po,” said the negre, “I'm in & grewt

“I's tryin’ to find Miss



