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Hor or Hors in
therowith, that is intended to. mislead and
cheat the public, ot for_any preparation put
n any form, pretending to be.the same a8
Hor Brrrzes, The gepuine have oluster of
Grxzs Hors (uotice_this) ‘printed.on the
white label, and are the purest and best medi-.
cine on earth, especially for Kidney, Liver
snd Nervous Diseases. Beware of all others,
and of sll pretended formulas or recleptsof
Hor Birrsss published in papers or for sale
a8 they are frauds and swindles. Whoever

deals in any but the genuine will ba prose-
cuted. .
“* *  Hor BrrrErs Mre.Co,
: . -Rochester, N,
B —— i S
REST AND COMNFORT TO THE -
SUEFERING. .
« BROWN'S ,HOUSEHOLD. PANACEA
a8 no efual for relioving pain; both interral
snd external. It “cures; Pain i the Shle
Back or Bowels,-8ore . Throat, Rheumatism,
Toothache, Lumbage and any kind of a Paln
or Ache, . # It will most surely quicken the
Blood and Heal, as its acting power is won--
derful.” . © Brown's. Housebold Panaces,”
- belng acknowledged as the great Pain Re--
Hever, and of double the strength of aby
other Elixir or Liniment in the world, should |
be in every family hsndy for use when
wanted, «ag.it really is the best remedy in
the world for Cramps in the Btomach, and
Pains and Aches of all kinds,” aud is for sale-
by all Druggtest at 25 cents a bottle. [G26
——— -~ At .
Consumption Cured.
Sivom 1870 Dr. Sherar has each year sent
from this office the means of relief and cure
t0 thousands afflicted with disease. The
correspondence necessitated by this work be-
coming too heavy for him, I camo to his aid.
He now feels constrained to relingnish it en-
tirely, and has placed in my hands the for-
-znuls o that simple vegetable remedy dis-
covered by an East India missionary,
snd tound so effective for the speedy
snd permanennt cure of Consump-
t¢lon, Bronchitls, Catarrh, Asthma and
all Throat and Lung Diseases ; also a posi-
tive and radical cure for Nervens Debility
and all Nervous Complaints, Its remarkable
ourative powers have been proven in many
thousand cases, and, actuated by the desizeto
relieve suffering humanity, 1 gladly assume
the duty of wmaking it known to othera. Ad-
dress me, with stamp, naming this paper,
and 1 will mail you, free of charge, the recipe
of this wonderful remedy, with full directlons
for its preparation and use, printed in Ger-
man, French or English.—W . A. Novss, 149
Power's Block, Rochester, N.Y.  16-13e0W
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BMOTHERS! MOTHERS!|! MCTHERS!!!

Are you disturbed at night and broken of
your rest by a sick child suffering and crying
with the excrnoiating pain of cutting teeth ?
If so,go at once and geta bottle of MRS,
WINBLOW'S SOOTHING SYBUP. It will
zelieve the poor little sufferer iImmediately—
uepend upon it; there is no mistake about it
‘T'here is not a mother on earth who has ever
used it, who will not tell you at once that it
will regulate the bowels, and give rest to the
mother, and relief and health tfo the child,
operating like magic. It is perfectly safe to
use in all cases, and pleasant to the taste, and
is the prescription of one -of the oldest and
best female physicians snd nurses in the
United States. Sold everywhere at 25}cents
a bottle, (@2
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BOUTAWARK (LONDON) BBANCH LAND
LEAGUE OF GREAT BRITAIN.

The following i8 the resolution referred to
in our London letter:

Surrey Roous, BrLackrrIARs Roap,
Lounnox, Eng., 8.E, April 25,1882,

Sm,~It ia my plessing duty to transmit to
you for publication copy of a resolution
passed unanimously ata Apecial meeting of
our body last evening.

‘ BEIOLUTION
~ Proposed by Mr. Peter O'Leary, seconded
by Mr, Martin Kelly, and supported by Mr
¥alrbairn, an Englishman :

# That thie meeting of the Southwark
Branch of the Land League of Great Britaln
return its sincere thanks to Mr. Costigan,
M _P,, and to both tbe leaders of the Govern-
ment, and the Oppositlon in ths Canadian
Parljamont for the sympathetis vote recently
passed by that Assembly in favor of lreland
and her suffering people; and that the Secre-
tary be Instructea‘to forward coples of the re-
solution to' the hon. gentlemen above men-
tioned, and also to the Canadian preds.”

I have the honor to be,
Yonr obedlent servanf, =
TaOoMAS McSwaaNY,
Hon. Becrétary.

X.

———— - ——— e
BRIGHT'S DISEASE, DIABETES.

Beware of the stuff that pretends to cure
these diseages or other serlous Klidney,
Urlnary or Liver Diseases, ag they only re-
lieve for s time and makes you ten times
-worse afterwards, but rely solely on Hop Bit-
ters, the only remedy that will sorely and
permanently cure you. 1t destroys and re-
. moves the cause of dieease 8o effactually that
" it never returns, . )

CABINET CHANGES.

Orrawa, May 23,—The Cabinet was in
sosalon until & 1ate hour this afternoon, The
following Oabinet changes have taken place-
Hon John Carling to be Postmaster-General,
in room of Hon John O'Connor ; Mr Costigan,
M P, to be Minister of Inland Revenue, in-
stead of Bon Mr Alkins. Hon John O'Con-
nor'’s retirement 1s due to ill-health. 1tis
anderstood he will soon receive a judlcial
appointment. It is also stated that Hon Mr
Alking will fill a position of eminence and
responeibllity. .

£rps's 0000A—CQRATEFUL AND TOMFORTING,
—# By a thorough knowledge of the na-
! tural laws which govern the operationg of di-

ion and nutrition, and bya careful appli-
oatlon ef the fine properties oi well selacted

Oig t1 ¥ Zrs has provided our breakfast

taium w1 delicately - flavored beverage
- which may save us many heavy dootors’

billa. Itis by the judioions use of such ar-
ticles of diet that a constitutlon may be
. gradually bullt up antil strong enough to

-zesist every tendency to dlsease. Huodreds

- of subtle maladies are floatlng around us

ready to attack -wherever thers i3 a weak | ~

pomt. We may. escape many 8 fatal shaft
by kesping ourselves woll fortified with pure
“blood and 8 properly. nourished frame.’—
Civil Service Gazette. Mode simply with bofl- .
-ing water or milk, . : Sold only in packets and
tins'{(} 1b.and:1b.) Iabelled— Jauxs Errs &
Qg iy Homeeopathio Chemists, London, Eng-

p-;r R FEER 1
“thelr: name_or connected:| -

1 girds

annell,” oto.

 OUAPTER!IX, Z:Goimmuen,: .-
. He ‘has “a'chivalroys veneration ‘for-all’
things feminine, engendered by his _beautifal
and stately mother ; but this ghqygpulzz:—l_t
is difficuit to imagine-her beionging o ths-
‘saina order-of beings as his sister Lieo or Olga
‘Ventnor, ‘This evening, her best frock, such
as it 13, has been donned ;, she'weprs shoeaand

brush down the thick shock of darkly-reddish
balr. He sees the pals, pinched features—
features not homely in themselves, but spoiled
by an expression of gettled eullennegs and
gloom. She looks uncanny, and most pathe-
tlcally unchildllke. When Dan Sleaford
st her she shrinka as: if-she expected-a:
blow. Her haxd life ia written In every line
of her downcast and smileless face.

Inside the fun waxes fast aud furious ;. peals

- of laughter Ting out, the housg Guivers with

the tread of the dancers.: Jud's.fiddle néever
falters mor fails,' A -schottishe follows -the
waliz, then a quadrille, then “a polka; then

‘Gedrge- Blake performa. a solo, the Highladd:

Fling~a dance which has more ‘genuina fildg
sbont it when executed by Mr. Blake; than
any of the company has ever before beheld.
Then' there i8''a contra’dance. Then Dan
‘Sleaford, crimson of visage,: predents himself

‘st the parlor door, and in stentorisn accents

announces the chowder and accompaniments,
and tersely commands them to # come onl!:

-4 What, Geoff, old boy! taking lessons in
cooking ?” crlus Frank, wipinghis hot face.
# Phew! what's blazer of a night!—and, by
Jove! what a girl Lora Sleaford is to spin!
There's moro “ go ” in her than jn any human
belng I ever met. She has been dancing

| every time and haen't turned a bair, while -1

—1I give you my word, cld fellow, I'm & to’
drop. : :

Bat a bumper of foamy iced lager restores
the exhausted one, and the company st down
to snpper. A very nolsy company itis, a
very hungry compsuy too, and despite the
height of the thermomater, boillng chowder,
steaming tes, roast lamb, and matton pies dis-
appear with a celerity that speaks well for the
faith the consumers have In their own power-
ful digestions. Every one helps himself and
his partner to whatever chances to be handi-
est; cheese and pickles vanish in company,
lamb and pound-cake, mutton pies and peas.
The gentlemen slake their thirst with flagons
of lager beer, or the most potent whiskey ;
while the ladies genteely partake of hot tea
and iced champagoe, one after the other, and
with perfect equanimity.
1t 1is all a wonderiul experience to Geaffray
Lamar. For Frank—hseaud George Blake—
they are the choice spirits ot the board. He
is amused, a trifie disgueted also it may be,
but the bilarity carries him away, and he
finda himself Jnughing almost as noisily as the
rest. Once ot twice he glances about for the
attendant sprite, but hels no longer In walt-
ing ; every oms helps himself. She i8in a
corner of the fire-place, as though sbe felt the
heat no more thsn a salamander, munching
her pilfered dainties, and staring, with bright,
watchful eyes at the people before her. No
one notiices her, or thinks of eftering Ler any-

thing to eat or drink. The dogs get an occa-
sional morsel thrown them—she
thing.

gots no-

Supper over, dancing 18 resumed with ar-
dor and vigor. There I8 pinging too, apirited
songs with ringing choruses, into which the
whole Btrength and lungs of the #swarry s
thrown. Miass Lora gives them—to a babjo
sccompaniment—* Biog, oh! for s brave and
gallant bark, a briek and lively breeze,"—
which having s fine resounding chorus, goes
near to lift the roof off. Liz does the gentl-
mental, and warbles © Thou hast learned to
love another, thou hast broken every vow.”
Frank Livingaton trolls torth in & very nice
tenor, «Sarab’s Young Man,” end the Mea-
slenrs Sleaford uplift their volces in a nanti-
cal dust. 'The remafns of the plum cake and
some cool lemonade are passed around among
the fair sex. The gentlemen adjourn at inter-
valg to the kitchen cupboard fora -4 modest
quencher,” and a gqualet cigar; and Geoffrey
Lamar, growing rather bored, keeps his seat
on the window-sill, and wishes it wers time
to get ont of all this nolse and heat, and go.

His interest In Joanna does not fiag. Bhe
is a corious study, and he watches hor. . After
supper she clears off the things, washes the
disher, puts them away, sweeps up vhe floor,
all in profound silence, and with deft, swift
honds. ‘Then instead of golng to bed, al-
though it s past midnight ehe prodages a tat-
tered book, and resumes her corner to read.
With hands over her ears, her eyes riveted te
to the page, she is sleepingly lost to all the
tumult around her. He watches her in sll-
enca for awhile, then he epeaks.

¢ What are you reading 7"’

. He has to touch her to make ber hear—
then ahe looks up. How chunged her look!
the sullen mcodiness has passed away, her
eyes are eager, her face bright with the inter-
eat of her look. Bat in that instant, the old
look of dark, frowning distrust returns. She
polnts to the page withouta word. ,

« Monte Cristo,” he reads. #Do you like
it
She nods. '

Do yon read much ?"

She purses up her mouth
head. )

u« Why R

4 No books—no time."

. @You are fond of atoriea?"
t Oh, ain't X 7-just!”
«Would you like ms to

the next time I come?”.

e is a young gentleman, aund he is taking
notice of ker—he 18 apeaking to her .kindly.

len look comes back ; she does not kn
to make of it.. . .

them. Books that will suit you better
« Monte Cristo.” .
v Bisters!” she_repeats,

fellv. ¢ You are foolin' ain't you, mister.?”
He assures her of his sincerity. - Co
4« Well, then, don’t you go and bring no
books Lers.  ’Canse I wouldan't be let to have
‘em ; old Qiles would burn'em up, Bat I
know what you conld do—* with s cunn
leok., . :
" Well—what 2" .
. «Do you know Black'a Dam, anad the old
mill down there in the woods?” ‘
¢ Yes, I know them.”
“uThen--if" you ain't foolin’...fetch ’em
there, and leave 'em in the mill. Il find
them ; no one alge over goes there. Bot I
know you won't.” = - S
t You willsee. You will find one there to-
morrow night.  What's yoor name 7" | » .
“uSleaford's Joanna she eaye; witha ghrlll
laugh: “¢or ‘Wild Joann

»

Esuxxox for afternoon use. gy |

dwgi it

# Bt the first and last seems to be torn ont
—that must spoil the interest, I should think.

'and shakes her

bring you & book

She looks at him, wondering, distrostfal,
No one does that. He ia offering her a, book
—no one ever gives her anything. Her aul.-
ow what

«Iwill bring you some books,” he says,
sand. I will msk your sisters to let you .read
than

«T aln't got no
slsters. - Buot it you haln't foolin'— distrust-

1ng

a-—taln't <o | 6dds

-]

stockings, and an effort haa'ibeen made fo.

-eerle -.and frowning,

- blds her-gdod “night-—-ths -only one of the
;| party’

ps who bas addreaged her the whole even-
; ;And. that brlef conversation is the mustard-
"sesdy .80 small as fo be hardly visible, frcm
which all the dark record of the futureis to’
grow. ;- There are many memorable nights in
‘Geoffrey Lamar's lifo, but none that stands

:out more. ominously, vivid than this,

"' CBAPTERX.
- GHOFFREY LAMAR,

Geoffrey Lamar goes to no more Sleaford
solrees; he hagno taste for that gort of revel-
1y, but he does not forget the odd,elfish child,

_who wastesrmidnight -oil ovor-the adventures

of Dumas’ wonderfal, hero.

- He goesnext day to Black’s Dam with a

‘volume under. his arm, and places it on a rude

seat he finds in the rulaed'mill. It1isa dull
-ganless:day, and;the evil look of the place de-
presses him., What a strange; hideous re-
treat this child chooges; it ia llke herself—
The -dark,  stagnant
pond lies under the gray sky, green and pol-
sonous, the dull croak of a frog making iteelf
heard now and then. It looksblack and bad,
8o too does the desorted mill, falling dry and
tindery to decay. Heavy woods and rank un-
‘dergrowth shut it fuon every hand. There s
no path—long ago it was overgrown and for-
saken,, only a slender line worn by the bare
feet of the desolate child. A great pity for
the forlorn, ill-treated llttle creature fills
bim. . Con o

u Poor littls wretch,” he thinks, #all work
and mo play—Ignorance, brutality, starvation
—it ia bhard lines for her."” o

He leaven the book and returns to the vil-
lage. Ho and Leo are due at the villa to-
day; they are to dine with convalesecent
Olga. , It is the first time she had lafl her
chember, and, robed {n the daintiest of all her
dalnty jwhite robes, she i carried down by
papa to where the table 1s set under the trees,
and where she is received with acclamationsa
by Frank and Geoffrey and Leo. All the
long ringlets are gone, she looke pallid and
thin, but very, vary pretty. Bhe ie thae little
queen of the feast, she is petted and spolled to
her heart’s content. And Olga likes to be
petted, and ceases to regret the loss of her
lovely long hair, and decides there are worae
things in the world than brain fever, after all.
Late that evening, after 8 hard day’s work
~—for it is wash-dav at the farm-house, and
she has to carry water from early morning—
Sleaford’s Joanna steals out by the back way,
and darte off to her castle in the waod.

Some faint hope that the young gentleman
who spoke to her last night may keep his
woid stirs within her, but it 18 very faint.
Joanna 18 not used to people who keep their
word, and why should he ever think of her
agaln? It surprises her when she remembers
he noticed her at all.,

Frapk Livingston has been coming to the
house for months, and has never spcken to
her a single word. Bhe has provided herself
with a candle in a bottle, and some matches,
in case the book should be thers. And if it
does not raln, as it looks very much like do-
ing, she will stay at the millall night.

The gray light of the overcast day is dying
out when ghe reaches her gruesome retreat.
But it 1s not ugly or forbidding to Joauna;
the quletest, the happiest, the most peaceful
hours of her life are spent here. The frogs
that croak in the green, slimy water, croak at
her with the volces of frlends; their ugly
faces uplifted from the ooze are the friendlieat
facos she knows. She Las read Robinson Cra-
soe of late, and wild visions of flping from
Sleaford’s farmatead, and tsking op her per-
manent abode here, rises before her ecatatical-
ly. To’live here all by herself, never to
work, never to be gcolded or leaten, that
would be bifss. But it is not practicable—
the Sleafords would never let her go like that
—who would fetch water, and carry wood, and
wash diebee, and scrub floors, and make beds,
and gee to the dinner, and ron errands, i{ she
left? Aund grapes do mnot grow in Bright-
brook woode, nor wild goata run about, wait-
ing tobe caught and eaten, as in Crusoe’s love-
lyisle, =

Still she has done the beat she can ; ghe has
brought an arminl of clean straw, a pillow and
a quilt or two, a supply of candles and
matches, and spends many a tranquil summer
night here, watching the setars shining down
on her, through the broken roof. These
nigbts are the nearest approach to happinese
Bleaford's Joarna knows. ‘

She reaches the mill, enters, snd finds a
book in red and gllt binding lying on the
bench. der heart gives a bouud, she has a
passion for reading; such a volume as tnis
she has néver before beheld. She wipes her
grimy fingers on her frack, and takes it gin-
gorly up. There 18 still light eneugh to
read the title, the ¢ Old Curioslty Bhop.” 1t
is ful! of pictures; she gloats over them;
the sentences look short, the print is large and
clear.

There seems to be pleaty of conversation as
Joauna expreasea it, ¢ it looks open-worky.”
She hugs ths book to her "breast, her eyes
shine with delight. Oh, how good of him—
that bice, pleasant-spoken young gentleman,
to remember her—her | whom nobody ever re-
members, to come all this way and leave this
‘beautifal book.

A great throb of gratitude fills her; all
good 18- not crushed out of the child; then a
pang, swiit and sharp follows.: If he knew
how Ybad she la, how she has nearly killed
poor little Miss Ventnor, would he have been
so kind? No, she feeld sure not, he would
shrink from her as from a toad. Shels a
toad, & venomous toad, Liz says so—an imp,
Jud calls her—a little devil is Dan’s pet name
for ber, lazy little hussy Lora says, and Old
Gile#’ names mostly are too bad to repeat.
No, if he knew what she was like¢, he never
would fetch her any books.

It is dark now; she lights her candle, and
bogins to read, Bhe Iz notafrald of being in-
terrupted—no one ever comes to Black’s Dam,
More than ons wretched suicide has sought its
villaioous waters,and it 1s of evil savor in the

‘| nostrils of Brightbrook, Itisa weird picture,

the dark stagnant pond, the dark woods, the
dark night sky;the deep and mysterious stiil-
ness, that glimmering light among the ruined
timbers of the old mill, and the strange little
creature orouched in a heap, devonring with
greedy eyes the atory of little Nell,

Presently the slghing wind rises, falls, stiis
the trees, walls lugnbriously through the pines,
aud then great drops begin to fail and splash
heavily on the roof,

Bhe nelther hears nor heeds, she 18 far
away amid the Kentish meadows with Little
Nel!, held breathless and enchalned by the
pathos of the tale, : -

" Bhe hag never read anything llke this ; she
langbs with Dick Swivoller, she identifies
hergelf with the Marohioness, she is [dst in
wonder at-the goodness aud wisdom of Nelly,
It 1s very late, and she hag read qulto half
‘thé-book, when a large drop falla directly on
the! glittering- candle, and it splutters and

'goes out, i:It-faburned nearly: to 1b¢ ‘end

S (S TV T VTR i

But before golng anywhers, she sita for nearly’
balf an_hour, her knées' olapeed in-her arms,
her black melancholy eyesstaring out at the
wet wildness of the lonetome night. ~° -

The story ot iittle Nell troubles and dis-
‘turbs her. How different from Nell 18 she—
how wicked, how miserable! Buat then.no
one ever loved her, or cared for heryor taaght.
her. No nice cld grandfather has ever aoted
on her; po funny Kit Nubbles has ¢var been
her friend ; no Mr, Jarley has protected and
been kind to her. o

She wonders what it is llke to” be happy,
to have father, mother, friends; a home with-
out curalag or drinking or whipping ; nie
dresses and plenty of books to read.
would-be essy enough to be good then, but
she—a strange mourful wonder fills her as
she looks back over the brief vears she can
remember. T
_ Bhe i8s bad, no doubt; sha 18 very bad, but
what haa sbe done to have such & hard, hard
life? Bhe ig only a poor little thing, after
all ; only twelve yeara,cold. ,Was she horn
wicked, -she wopders, and ; different from
other children ? . -In & blind, .pathetic soft:
of way sbe trles to:solve the riddle, but it
baffies her. She gropes-into utter darkness ot
heart and - soul. It wounld be pleasant .to be’
good, she thinks, but, it cannot be; no ong
could be goad at Sleaford'a, .And;If she wag
born a little imp, as they tell her, it is of da
use trying., She can no mora' be llke little
Nell than she can be 1ike Miss.Olga Ventoor,
or Miss Leo Apbott, with . their floating. per-
fumed. hair, and silk dresses, and fair-faces,
and pretty.glittering trinkets. No, and. she
will mof try ; and go, with another great hope-
less sigh, Bleaford’s Joanna gives up the @e-
zle and goes to bed. Three days.after thiy,it
oconrs to Geoftrey -Lamar to. take a second
look at the sad - child at Sleaford's. 8o.he
mounts his horse and rides slowly into the
woodland path that leads to the Bed Farm.
It is s myatery to him, rs it has been to
others, why Mr. Abbott lets thie shiftless lot
1un siot in the beut farm he owns, but it is a
mystery he cannot fathom, nnless Frank Liv-
ingston's unpleasant hinta have some founda-
tlon, .

In his secret hear he neither likes nor re-
spects his step-father; he dlstrusts him,
he shares his mothet'’s’unspoken Bhrinking
acd aversion, All the man's taates, and in-
stincts, and waya are low. Geoffrey is a
gentleman, lad as he is, and the son of &
gentleman ; his feolings are by nature re-
fined ; he hates coarsenese, vulgarily, pride
of wealth ; his Intelleot i8 beyond his years,
and his reagon tells him Frank's hints are
more than likely to be trne. Mr. Abbott is
good to him, 18 proud of him, is fond of him,
is lavishly generous to him, and the boy fights
with his feelings and keeps them down, He
ought to be gratsful, snd he ig, but desplis
all that Mr, Abboit can come not one whit
rearer to the son then to the mother.

AR he rides along, a sudden joyous carol-
ling overhead makes him pause and look up.
Twit, twit, twit—twee-e-6-¢ | A whole shower
of silvery notes, but the bird is mowhere
to be ssen. Then the warble changes;
a  Dblackbird whisties, =& Bob-o-link
calls, it is the chatter of & aquirrel, the
to-whit-to-whoo of an owl, the harsh croak of
a frog, the shrill chirp of a cricket, then
sapidly the clear, shrill song of a lark.

Geoflry sits dumbfounded. Hasa mocking-
bird been let Icose in Brightbrook woods?
Suddenly a wild peal of langhter greets him,
thers is a rustle of boughs, and from a tree
under which be stands, a thin, elfish face
looks down.

+1t’'s only me, mister, mocking the birds.
I often do it. 1 can whistle, too, Listen!”

The eweetest, shrillest whistle he has ever
beard takos up the air ¢ Sweet Home,” and
performs it a8 he could not do to save his
lite.

tTheral' says the volce. ¢I’ll sing for yon
now, If you {lke. DIdn't know I could sing,
did you? All the Sleaforde slug, law blesa
you! but I only do when I feel like it, Did
you ever hear # Lanigan's Ball "’

A sweet, strong volce begins that classical
ditty, and the wocds give back the melo-
dious echo. Geoffrey Linmar liatens in silent
‘smaze., Why, the elf is a prodigy!—a
musieal prodigy! Where In that smasll,
starved body has she room for a voice lika
that? ‘

She finishes at 1ast, and whistles a bar or
two of the alr by way ot closing symphony.

me,” she goes on. “1've read it through
twica, I haven't solled it a mite, and it's
down at the mlll, I—I'm lots obliged to
you, you kunow. Didn't think you’d ever
fotch it.” .

She descends & bsanch or two from her
lofty roost, and bringe herself to a level with
the rider. ,

# It is Sleaford's Joanna!" says Geoftray,
bls breath nearly taken away. © Why, yon
must be a witch! Who taught you to sing
and whistle, aud twitter like a bird, in this
faghlon 7"

t Robody tanght me—taught myself. It's

tas easy as nothin' at all.”

tOan you sing anything but ¢Lanigan’s

all ' :

Juanuanods. ' ‘

“ Know a bymn., Lora heard your mar
sing it at her meeting’. Goes like thia.”

The eilvery childlsh treble upllftsa and
peals out with a force that fairly amaszes him.
The hymn, from those lips, amazes him atill
more Itis #Rock of Ages.”

¢ Rock of ages cleft for me;
Let me hide myself in Lthea!”
How strangely from those implish lips
sound the grand, strong words!

¢ Nothing In my hand I bring,
Simply to tby cross [ cling ;
Naked, come to thee for dress,
Helplees, look to thee for grace.
Rock of Ages cleft for me,

Let me hide mysolf in thee 1"

Pt Upon my word, yon srea marvell” Uaeof-
frey says, catching bls bated breath. #And
80 you like the book 7 Wauld you like an-
other ?? :

“wOh!" ejaculated Joanna,
# wonidn't I just!” ‘

 Well, you ehall. I will leava it thia even-
iog at the mill. Who taught'you to read?-
Have yon heen at sckool? -

{Schooll' Joonns echoes scornfully; I
guens not, Catch old GHea rendicg me to
school. Not but that I'd like’ to go, mind
you. No, Jud [teaches me. He aln’so bad,
Jud ailn’t—don't curse mor hit me like the
rest. Teached me some writin’, too, but not
much,’ ' : .

+And-yon wonld like to lenrn more ?

‘You bet! But tain't no use. Old Giles

rspturously ;

Jheart. -

« That was an awful nlco book you lent |-

would beat me to death if 1 spoke of such s
thing.! - - ' S
« Do you mean to say he really beats and
sweara-at you 7 < : :
_Joanna:laughs shrilly. - -

< %0h, mo, oot at alll. He-waﬁi&ﬁ‘t, hurt

J

nobody - Look here, mister|™.
S R A R

qiilck enotgh, - Got me into a corner where
I couldu't wriggle away, and laghed me till
Jud took the whip out of his hand. 8ays he'll
beat my soul ont néxt time. May It he likes,
Idon'teave” '~ . | .

- She-begins to whistle defiantly, but ieats of
pain.and wrath well up in’,spite of her, and

-she winks them angrily.away.’ . :
... Poor little_Bounl \" the lad- says, strongly

touched, And at the “pitying words sll her.
bravado breaks down, and she- suddenly
covers her face, and sobs wildly:

4] wish I was dead——I do.. 1 wish I was

-dead.and barled !’

# Hush ” he seays, distressed, # that is
wicked. Don’t cry; 1am golng to try and
do something for you. I.am going. to.help
you if Ican, I am sare you would be a good
girl if you had & chance, It 18 a shame—a
shame! They uss you worde than a dog ;" " -
- 1 Ob, -dear ! oli,” dear! ob, dear!” the poor
little wretch,soba. It ig the first time In her
life the floodgatea have thus been opened..
Bhe,crles wildly . now, &s. she doeaall things,
a8 1f her very heart were bursting. Itis the
first time any one hag' ever been sorry for her,
and the gympathy goes near -to break her

e

Do not’ cry,” he Baya.’ 4 Look here, Jo-.
anne; T will Teave the book for you to-night,
and I will come to see you agaln’ in
—let me see—two days.,” Now, good~bye, and
do mot  get whipped, 1t you can, till I come
back." . [N Lt IR PN |

‘With which the youtlifal knight-rrrant of
tattored damsels in distress turns his horse’s
head and rides slowly and thoughtfully home-
ward, revolving in hie mind a decidedly bold
project, which, if carried into effect, bids tair
to alter the whole fatare life of the Bleaford’s
‘Joanupa. : ‘ ‘ o o

CHAPTER XI, |
IN WHICH MB, ABEDTT AGBERTS MIMESBLP,

The light of the August runset liea low |

over Abbott Wood a8 young Geoffroy Lowmar
ridea slowly np the shaded avenne, still lost
in thought. And yet not so deeply absorbed
bat that the growing beauty of green glade,
and sunny slope, scented rose-thicket, wav-
ing depths of fern and bracken, ruby
lines of light slanting through brown boles
of trees, strike bim with a keen sense of
delight., It is his, all this fair domasin,
this noble inheritance; no birthright, but
the generous gift promised him often by the
master of Abbott Wood. And that sense of
proprietorship accents vividly bis pleasure 1n
its greon lovellness, as he rides up under
those tall, arching elms. He is not sn em-
bryo artist, a8 {8 Frank Livingston. He does
not rant of light and shads, of breadth and
perspective, of tone and colour, and back-
grounds nnd chien-oacaro, or the rest of the
art-jargon in which his flighty friend excels,
but he loves every tree, aud stone, and copplca,
and flower, and bird about the place, and
means, please Heaven, it shall be kia home,
wander whither he roay, through life.

Mr, Abbott is in the stables, smoking and
lecturing the grooms, when Geoffrsy resigns
his horse to the boy who caters to him., He
nods aflectionately to his step-son. It has
been said he i fond and proud of him—
proud after an absurd fashion, that the lud
isa gentleman by birth and breeding, while
resenting at the same time the grave reserve
the youth maintaing between them, DBut
Geoffrey 18 In a gratefol and gentle mood at
this moment ; moreover, he is in the char-
acter of a suppliant, and returns his step-
father’s greeting with cordlality.

“1've been deucedly put out just now,
Geoff, my boy,” Mr, Abbott says, quitting the
stables with him; “ not so muoch with these
fellows, though thsy are a set ot lazy doge,
who shirk work whenever they can. But I
was down at Cooper’s this afternoon, and the
way that place is going to rack and ruin under
that shiftless lot ia enough to turn a man's
hair gray. I gave old Job a bit of my mind,
let me tell you, and they go out next quar-
ter-day, by the Lord Harry! Mind you,
Geoff, when you're master here, kesp no ten-
ants on your land 1lke the Coopers. Ontwith
*em, neck and crop 1"

¢ Cooper i8 pot a model farmer,” says
Gooffrey, coolly, * but in comparison with an-
other of your tenants, hig place is a paradisa.
I mean Sleaford's—the Red Farm.” )
A derk frown bends Mr. Abbott's brows.
He takes out his cigar and looks at the boy.
« Bleaford’s I he growls. : « What do you
know of Bleaford’s | What takes you thera 7°

¢ Frank Livingston took me the othor
evening. They had.a dance.of some sort.
But 1 bhave passad the place often and can
see. Besldes, every one is talking of it, and
wondering you do not send them adrift.”

¢« Every one be—every one had bettar mind
his own buslnessa! You too.” Mr. Abbots
would like to add, bat he -knows the stare of
haughty surprise Geoffrey's face -can assome
when it likes, and doea not care to provoke
it. <I don't explain to all Brightbrook—
hang ‘'em—my reasons; but 1 don’t mind to
you.. Black Glles Bleaford was a—well, ac-
quaintance of mine out In San Franclsco
some fourteen years ago, aund he did me-=
woll, a sort of aervice in. those days. Hesa
worthlees fellow, I allow, but what's a man
to.do? Turn his back on an old fri—ac-
quaintance, and leave him to starve when
he's rolilng Jn riches bimself?. It's the way
of the world, I know, but, by: Jupiter, it
ain't John Abbott’s way, Bo he'a at the
Rod Farm, and there I mean to let him stay.
It ain't the same case as the Coopers, at all,
Bat look here, Geoffrey, boy, don't you go
there. I don't like it, I don't ask many
favors ; just grant me this one. They’re low,
dear boy, and it ain't no place for a young
gentleman born and bred Ifke you. Living-
gton may go it he llkes; he's a pood-for-
nothing rattle-pate at best, but you're mnot of
that sort, - Don't go to Bleaford’s, Geoff, any
more—to please the old man.”

He Iays his hand, in his earnestness, on the
lad’s shoulder, and looked with.troubled, eyes
down Into. his face. G@eoffrey shrugs his
shoulders, the old {nstinctive foeling of shrink-
log fzom his step-father never more strongly
upon him.

¢ I am not likely to go there as Frank
does,” he answers, carelessly ; he likes that
sort of thing—I do mot, But once or twice
more I believe I must. I bave a little pro-
ject on band connected with one of that family
which will take me there again—at least ag
often as that.” .

Mr. Abbott'a gaze grows more and more
perturbed. .

¢ One of that family ?” he repeats, * You
don't mind my asking which ons, do you,
Geoff ? It ain't——" he hesitates; bully,
braggart, told man that he 18, he has & strong
respect for this boy. « It nin't—excnse me—
one of the girls 77

He fears to meet that 1oy stare he knows so
well from both mother and eon, and resents
o bitterly. But to his surpriee Gesfirey
-onlyElnughs. il RS

« Exnetly, siry one of the girls-~the youngest,
I will not .1&(9!1-.sn:rui,wlmt.ltgir T

no Ly e

.

‘| tyrant, Geoff, and abuse your powar,

18 just now. You! .

2y

7o
“Lomar “looks-upon “his mother. * To him she
is lege Iady ; to hilm she stands alone among
women for beauty; cultnre, grace, goodness,
Her very pride makes a halo atonnd her ip
his love-blind eyes, o

_John Abbott does not attempt to go after
him. -Nelther mother nor pon need him or
desire him.; he would be but a barrier to thelr
confidence, a blot on the landecape. He feels
it now, a8, he has felt it a thousand times,
with a silent impotent wrath, but his anger is
mifngled Just at pressnt with auother feeling
—fear,

¢ Hia moather!’ he says, vacantly; ! he {s
golog to tell his mother! One of the Sleatorq
girla—the youngest, 1--I don't like the look
of thig." - o coine .

Mrs. Abbott stands on the ‘terrace, the
.crimson western light falling fall upon her,
and smiles as héer son draws near, She iss
‘beantifal woman, tall, slender; olive-skinned,
with datk, solemn, Southern eyes, and lan.
guid, high-bred grace in every slow move.
Jment.::Bhe 18 like a plcture as ehestands
here—1iké a Titlan or a Murillo stepped out
of its frame—in her tralling dress of vioiet
Bilk, the delicate Izces, the cluster diamond
‘st her throat, the guelder-rose in her halr,
she looks'as . & queyr might—as a queen
akould—regal, royal, superb. ' .

# 1 hope you are in very gaod hamor,
mother,” 18 Geofirey’s groeting, pluuging inte ¢
businesa at once, “because I have come toask ;
you n favor—a very great favor, you may
think” i

Mrs. Abbott's smile, faint but very sweet,
answors. Her eyes rest on her boy lovingly,
lingeringly—he.i8 very, very dear to -her,
Bhe loves-her:little Leo, too; but there ig
‘this dffference—she loves Geoffrey for hig
father'ssake a8 well as his own,

Do I ever refuse youanything, I wonder ?”
she wsys, slightly amused. ¢ You are a |
[t is

oue of my fallingy, but I cannot 8ay no.”

« But I am upcommonly afraid you will §
‘this ime. It ie no trifle. It will b2 a ro. g
sponsibility, end you may think it derogatory
bestdes.”

The smile fades from her face.

 You could nevsr ask me to do anything
you thought that,” she quletly &ays.

 Nor do I—you may. It willbe a bor, 1
am sare. ‘The only thing 10 be aaid in its
favor s that you will be doing good.”

# Doing good can never be derogatory, Go
on, Geofirey ; out with thia wonderfal xequest. 4
What & philanthropist, by the by, you are FH
getting to be.” 3

The proud emiling look returns—she takes
his arm, nud they saunter slowly up and down f
the terrace.

«Don't call npames, madre mio,” laughs §8
Geoffray. « Well—-here goes! But thereby F
hangs s tale, to which you must listen, by [;
way of prologue or argument. The favour [:¥
comes oiter, liond me thine ears then—I §
will & tale unfold”

And then—not without dramatic power i
and pathos—be tells the story of Sleaford's :¥
Joinua. i

uShe Is trented as you would not see a dog ;3
in your houge treated, mother; she is in o 3§
very hot-bed of ignorancs, and volgerity, uad ;;
vice. And,I am sure she 18 not naturally
bnd. Sbe hes a love for readlog which IS
gpeeks well for her, and her volce—nh | well, ‘A
you will have to hear thst before yca ceu i@
believs it. This is the story, mother—tne ¥
favor {3, will you stretch out youor hand—this §
beautitul hand,” the young artist exclaims, §
kirsing it, “and save tbat wretched child?? 3

« My GeoffI" the lady answers, a tremor in 5§
her voice now ? :

«Send for her here—make Miss Rice give
her lesaons in Epglish and singing, lift her
out of the eloogh of darkness in which sheis
lost now. Bave her, body and sonl! Yon g
can, mother! ?

There Is emotion in the 1ad’s volce, ia his ‘8
enrnest face, in hie deep glowiag gray eyes.
His 1other stops In her walk, tears on her |
dark lashes, both handa on his shoulders. X

«My boy! my boy! but It-is like yon. 3
Ou! I thenk the good God for giving me such
aeon, Yeos, what Ioando, I will. 1t 15 a0 Ji§
awful responsibility, en awful thought, that f¥
the life, the soul of any hnman creature msy F3
be in oor hands. 1f I can help her, save!’]
ber as you ray, L am ready. 1 say nothing):
in your praiss, Heaven has given you sl
grent heart, my Geofirey-—your father's notle &
soul. To lift the lost, to sxve the unlorit- i
nate, what can be nobler? Yes, I will dolt. pag
8end her here when you will.” i

The outburst 18 over—she paures. Si¢ L3
seldom gives way to her feelings Ike this &
There 1a sllence for a little ;' both descend 19
the lower earth again. - -

« But ehe cannot agsociate with Leo,” M. g
Abbott says, in’ her usual manmner, * snchs 3
child a8 that” ~ .

«Qertainly-not. 'What.I thought wae, thal
after-Miss Rice had finished Leo's lessons fir |§
the day, she should dismiss.her, and take!s |
band Joanna, Her name is Joauns. Lvje
always finiehed by three—Joanna could comtH
from three to six. Of courge, Miss Rice wilf
be willing, and glad of the extra ealary.”

«Of course, these people will mske if
objection to the little girl'a coming, will they!
They must be very dreadfol froem what yug
say. 1 wonder that Mr, Abbott, particuls
08 he is; allows them on his Jand.”

4 Others wonder $oo,” Goeoffrey respondk
dryly, The fact remains—hedoes. ‘M
really do not know whether they will objectk
. 1 spake to :o one, of course, uotlf
I had spoken to you. If they refuse, why #j
can do no more. I will ride over and &0 - .
morrow. Meanwhile, I soppose it will 1
necessary to mention it to Mr. Abbott." 3§

w1 guppose Bo;'~~the smooth brow of thg
ledy contmacts & little—ehe does not ik
mentioning things to Mr. Abbott—* but B
cannot matter to him,” .

# No, but etill he likes—" ... il

« Yes, yes, it ahall bs done.. I geohimyo*|
ldl:-’r, "and will speak .to, himfat once, if g

el ) i

-4 Thank you mother.” ; . ..

She approaches her bugband. She wallt
with the slow.ewsylng grace of n Sozthed
woman, the lights and shadows from sunshiet
and trees flecking the violet sheen of b
dress. Her son watches her, 0 does ber bt
band, both with eyes thal say, ¢is she not
falrest of all the fair women on earth 7'F.

Mr. Abbott rexaoves his olgar, und st
.with a certain deference of manner, 88
wifo draws near. If her dark head 18 ¥
a trifle higher than usual, It s inetinet|
with her when about to ask  what souudé
her like a favor, 1If the voice in which
6peaks has a prouder inflection than ¢
mary, it 18 uncorsolonsly, and jor the &
renson. In briefest words she tellsthe Ho!
Geoftrey has taken .a fanoy to help a podt*J
tle village child—msay she some here sad B
celve lesgons from Miss Rics, o
has finighed every day with Leonora?£ '8
-1t 18 not-often Mrs, Abbott voluntil i

teeks her husband, or asks him for {aveh
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