ppose &
—and that

“My rn‘y ! Why, what father could
J have but my own poppa ?” =

““Such things happen. You read curious

thi in the sometimes, and
vh:gthe My-mm put them in stories

- say l:.lkny are improhshle.bySomeﬁmes
; ones like younarebroughtu mﬁ“’
“then thinky?ixey are f&thgr and mother,
mﬁ this was true of you, and your real

: , 88 I said, was living ; then su
he eame one day and said, ¢ ivemeulm
you have nori to her.’ You may thi
the idea ish, but—tell me—what would
you say :

- Mouse had begun to at the romantic
case sup by the er, but some-
in his deep voice quite suppressed her

ency to mirth.

“J don’t know what you' mean, popps,”
‘ghe said, earnestly ; but I know what I
would say if they came to take me from you.”
. * What would you say ?”

“ Well, I would not say anything. I
would show them what I meant by what I
did.” .

*What would you do?”

1 would do this.”

The child put both arms arqund the Left-
hander and nestled close to him.

““You would not leave me, then, Mignon ?”

“ Leave you?”

1 mesn you would not, even if there were
other people who wanted you, who could
make your life fleuanter to you? Letme
tell .you what I mean, little one—there is
something I ought to say to you.” His voice
had grown deep and of sudden emotion—
<he drew long breaths. : :

1 am poor, and your life isa hard one.

_ Suppose, once more, that I was not your
fatoer; and your real father was a rich man.

’ you had only ‘to choose which yon

with— rich
,yﬁ.&w::eyn
e, nd e 3 i !

£300 : T

“Yes, Mignon ; in dead earnest. Itismy
Tagey‘to ask you—tell me—would you leave
‘me or stay with me ?”

* *%T'would stay with you, and be your Mig-
non to the last day of your life !” exclaimed
thechild. “You are my father, and I love
you more than everything in this world !”

;Moase nestled siill closer, and leaned her
.suiall face against his own ; the little white
cheek was hike a snow-drop against the beard-

““The very idea of leaving you—or

ing me—I would rather die !” she sai
., 'The Lefthander raised his head and looked
uvpward. His lips were'moving, and he seem-
ed to be ing.
/" Sad 0of-strokes were heard approach-
%ﬂ idly from the direction of the ford.
wﬂ:rl;ier turned his head and saw
Dadd. coming on at a gallop,
with hi nﬂemhul:tgnd. In a l:::)gment l?e
had reached the spot, and said to the Left-

bander,
* #Be' on the lookout, friend ; the troops
will be'in Piedmont to-night.”
; LVL
THE DEAD AND LIVING. —

! Mr. Lascelles had ridden on toward the
ga At first he went at a gallop; then he
' i and came down to
“a%all. With knit brows and a face full of
‘ubutterable things, he went along looking
downantir fleetingy
“Hewas going t0 see Miss Bassick, but he
- did mé think of her once. He was far away
Afrom Virginia, and living in past years. He
rad e&l:,to thetim‘:gwhon he was young,
and had loved with his heart; he had deserted
the ‘woman thus loved, and she was dead
It was enough

now of had followed, he lost sight o
“gverything—of worldly views, the inequality
of their position, and every obstacle—and
‘eursed his own frivolous temperamentand love
¢ ! ;which had made him leave her,
orget her; and ‘never return to her.
. loved her, he felt that, now that he
knew that she was dead. flow

he rode on slowly was nota
Pain, ph nm{ormenhl,
l‘i.pl.lllttorm
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“A ghost! Indeed !”
gh 'if&"

““Her ghost, I said. My wife is dead 1”

Miss ick drew a great breath of relief,
T agpattiats you, i Jou’whh to be

=1 you, if you wish to be con-
gnml?c:f'.’

** Congratulate me?”
. He looked sidewise at her. His glance
was like the lunge of a steel blade.

“As you please : it is indifferent to me.
Choose own sentiment for the occasion,”

The intonation of contempt in his voice
suddenly her. The profound dis-
simulation of her character gave way to pas-
sion.

“ One would say that your sentiment,
whatever it is, excludes common eon.rta{l. »

“If I am discourteous I beg you will ex-
cuseit, madam. I am fatigued—nearly ill.”

She refused to accept the explanation. Bit-
ter resentment mastered her.

““That scarcely accounts for your tone—it

I do notmesn to insult yol, 2 05 ¢
“Pe -in a_different

"%on exact the truth, then ?” he said.
" :-;”

“You foree me to speak. I would avoid
doing so. ‘Well, to be frank—I think we
have deceived each other.”

* Deceived ! 8 for yourself, sir.”

“Iwill doso. I never really loved you.”

* This is an insult !—an outrage —it is un-
worthy of a gentleman !”

“ Perhaps ; and I am not so sure that I am
a gentleman.”

Hé spoke in the col, dull tone which he
had from the beginning.

““1 have done that 1 my life,” he went on,
““ which a gentleman ooukg bardly have done.
I have married a pure woman who loved me,
and deserted her. I was a coward—nota
gentleman—have it as you will, madam. But
1 have seen her face to-night, and it ‘comes
between all other loves. - Bhe is dead years
ago, but reaches out her hands from the grave
and they chilled me.”

Miss Bassick had not seated herself.- Her
superb figure towéred abovehim in anattitude
which would have done honour to the my-
thological Furies.

““ And you think I am to be treated in' this
manner—you dare to treat me so!”

He shook his' head. His dull, mournful

es, full of hopeless anguish, had never

expression.
“It islittle to me to dare anything,” he
said. “‘I have seen to-night what hardens
my nerves—strong nerves, for that matter,
wgich have never .

shrunk yet. To lqaak

plainer still : T thought I loved you, and I do
not love you. All ends here between us, and
needs must end. It is best to tell yon that.”

He took the picture and laid it on the
t‘ble'h You ha thin

“This is your property. You have nothi
that I desire tg have returned zo me.” ’

He and stood facing her, as though
eomcl;?s’ for the first time, ‘of the diaoourte%y
in seating himself.

“You will pardon me—I was fn('.xgue;i, and

scarcely aware that you were stan b

Snddvenly the fury appeared inall the force
of her rage.

““You areacommon person,.sir !'—a low
person !—you shall répent this !”

The taunt did not affect himn. The threat
even afforded him a dull satisfaction, and a
bimlr)ouﬁle came tptl'l’i- lips. - :

- ou mean poison, or a suit for
breach cI promise, madam ?”’ ’

He looked around him, and saw pen, ink,
and on a table near.

433 is your due, and, if you wish, we
need not go into court. As you wish, I say
—it is indifferent to me.”

She made no reply. Did she understand
his meaning, and not reseut it ? He seemed
to think so. He went to the table, and wrote
a cheque for a considerable amount. - He then
left it lying on the table and rose. As his
gloves were lying by him, he took them and
slowly put them on. “Then  he took his hat,
and e Miss Bassick a bow.

““Farewell, madam !” he said,

As he spoke it required all Miss Bassick’s
self-control to prevent herself from springing
at him.

“Coward !” she cried, in a voice so hoarse
and furious that it cat like a whip.

“] was a worse coward once,” he said,
“and only act my nature. Farewell, ma-
dam!”

And he went out of the apartment and,
mounting his horse, rode away. Miss Bas-
sick remained standing in' the middle of the
room, looking after him. Her face was the
face of a fury. She raised the little handker-
chief in her hand and tore it with her white
teeth. Asshe stood thus, frembling with
rage, she resembled a tigress about to spring ;
but, after all, the business woman was under
the tigress. s

From the door through which he had dis-
aﬂ:ueu he;- eyes ahtg-hm table. The
cheque was lyi ere, e went and took
it up and loo{x‘ﬁat it.
as there balm in it? Her face grew
calmer ; an ion of fi satisfaction
even took the place of her . She folded
up the paper, put it likea love-token in her
bosom, and slowly went up to her chamber.

is attention to the world around him.
- As he passed by the tavern, which was full
lights, he observed figures in blue uniforms

swarming in the bar-room, and ‘heard the

counted the number. There were
gm He then rode away toward Wye,

S
:;ﬁmin-'.

bushwacker during the war, and from what I
can learn is willing to have it open again,
Keep your eye on him i :ty,udm
our men {0 be ready to fire if mecessary.
here is his hounse.”

The cavalry, preceded by the revemue- |.

officers, defiled up theroad leading to the
honie on the mountain, ﬂt‘h;e rotid"m“ of
the horses clashing on y path-way.
It was a very unusual sound in peaceful
. Along time had now since
Bohemia had seen the blue cavalry, and the
valley bathed in the mild sunshine of the In-
dian summer day seemed to be listening, Did
it remember ? It had witnessed suach scenes
in the “v;.icl’dkwtrdnya”oith:lput. ﬂ‘Wa.lmig

ing to again on men dyei e |
mluvu witbsmddertintegfn before ?
If there was to be any fighting, it was not
going to take place just yet. Daddy Welles
in

was not at home, and his aged helpmate,
statement that he
expressed b

b

“This 18 a specimen of what we are to ex-
%ect." he daid, **at all - the houses we

hese people have been notified, and have re-
moved all traces of their occupation. Luckily,
they can’tmove the stills ea:;?, and we are
apt to discover some of them before the day is
over.” .

He looked up at the sun, which was sink-
ing toward the west, and added,

““ Why have we lost so much time? These
December days amount to. nothing. ' It will
be bad to be caught by mnight inntiis detest-
able country. It is bad enough in broad day-
light—hut there’s nothing to do but to go-on.
Put your column in motion, lientenant.™ =

'The you‘tg lieutenant, who wore a dandy
umform, was smoking a cigar, gave his
orders in a nonchalant voice, and the troop
began to decend ‘the mountain with the re-
vonue-sfficers in front. :

“ 1 am going to the honse of a man nam
-Barney Jones next,” said the marshal; *a
small detachment may be sent to a Qlue call-
ed Crow’s Nest—but I think there’s néthing
there. To be plain, I ex to find nothing
and nobody anywhere. The rascals are f
warned, and have escaped into the mountai
—and to say that troops are not necessary to
deal with such people! They are outlaws,
and may even resist. I advise you to kee
your men well together, lieutenant, and lool
out for a brush-—you may have it.”

‘¢ AlPright,” returned the lieutenant, puff-
ing at his cigar. ‘‘It is my trade to brush
or be brushed, and I'll attend to that; I only
wish it was under other circumstances, ' This
infernal moonshine business is no better than
police duty, and I didn’t go through the haz-
mg at West Point for that.”

““ It is a part of the duty of the army, sir,”
said the marshal, somewhat offended.

“Isit? Well, the army does seem to be
looked to in these days to do a little of every-
thing. It has now ahd then occurred to me
that the authorities might apply to somebody
else. Leave us to go after the Indians, who
are interesting animals to deal with, and if

ou want a police force to operate in* the
gtatcs enrol a batfalion of black coats out of
the swarm of civil employés—they ought to
smell a little powder if any is to be burnt—it
would enlarge their ideas, But that™don’t
suit them:”

The nonchalant tone of the lisutenant be-
trayed his opinion of civilians, and, the mar-
shal was much offended. He would, perhaps,
have made some reply indicative of his op-
inion as to the results of the military move-
ments against the Western Indians, but at
that mownent the vidette in front was heard
balting some one. They could not see who
this some one was, as a dense wall of rock
rose between them and the stream from the
direction of which the sound eame. The
marshal spurred forward, aud saw that the
person halted was Mr. Lascelles. Y

LVIIL

THE LAST GREETING.

As the troop of horsemen had obliqued
from the Gap into the mountain-road, a man
had pused'tie rear of the eolumn at a gallop,
and this man was Mr. les.

Some of the troop turned their heads, and
possibly wondered where this horseman was
going at his long gallop ; but as that was
none of their business they dismissed him
from their minds, rightly thinking that a sol-
dier’s business is to obey orders, not think.

Mr. Lascelles cro the bridge, turned
into the road leading by Falli ater, and
went on at a headlong gallop.” The mournful
composure of the rider was mn vivid contrast
with the quick movements of the animal.
The horseman seemed scarcely aware that he
was being borne along. Profound and ab-
sorbing thought e him unconscious of
sumnndinngbjects. He was thinking, in
fact, of the Bohmerwald, and of the face there
onze, when he was young in heart and hope,
and all the harsh and jarring emotions of his
present life had been unknown,

Did he think, too, of that other face, re-
sembling the face of his Mignon, which he
was going'to see? Passionate love and regret
drove him on, as his flying animal was driven
by the spur. One emotion only possessed and
quite mastered him at length—he would see
her soon ! He had come up oug.of the de
of his soiled love to the pure air again. e
face yo!gder in Piedmont, with its physical
beauty, its lasciviousness and fury, isap-

A

the
li de-
ere is time,” he said, in a low tono,
and addressinig Mouse, ;
(7% You are all alone here, my child ?”

s P

“ Not afraid of me? You were afraid when
: Do not be afraid of me; we
ought not to fear those who love us.”
e looked at her with inexpressible'tender-
“ Will you- tell me your name?”
i . gir.”

and covered her face with kisses.
“Y:undnmuoglih?iylﬁgn'ohon 1—The lll::;
eyes, © very g3 oh, so very mu
liiom own Mign, e mchxldu'w
He zer closer, and leaned down and
-laid his cheek on her forehead. She
could f i bbing and his tears
-on her ch e .of -his arms was around
r:ensl»eﬂ' thé other hand on her
ised his eyes. Then he presséd .a
iss on her lips, and, with a sob
whole inm»emf;om her.od;l to fop;,
noun orse, rode rapid-
irectic ‘omiord.
to reach the mountain in ad-
0 cavalry. It was too late. As
he went at full speed up the narrow road from
the ford he came su
sent out in advance, and was halted.

LIX,

THE ADVANCE INTO THE GORGE.
The marshal spurred forward, followed by
the young lieutenant, and saw Mr. Lascelles.
“&0‘, sir?” he said, stiffly, forhe was ina
very bad-humour, ‘
4 1", 'was:the cold reply. *‘Is it for-

Why am I halted—I may say, arrested 2"

“ You are npt arrested, sir;,” the marshal
replied, apparently conscious of the justice of
the T-otut b

‘‘ ['am halted.”

The young lieutenant interposed, laughing,
and sad, ¢ 35

~* That was by my order, sir. No offence
to you in particular, my dear Mr.—You have
not told me your name.” .

“* Lascelles.”’;

‘‘Well, you've fallen a victim to general
orders, my dear Mr. Lascelles. You see we
are tem ily- on the war-path, and in the
enemy’s country. ' I don’t mean that the late
little unpleasantness between the sections is
still in progress—and Heaven forbid that a
%amoou& like myself nhonldMlook upon o&d

irginia as'an epemy ROW. y great- -

was an F.F, V., and I'm an unmy
scion. ~ But what the devil—excuse me—
brings you here to this infernal Hades, so to
call it? It’s dark ‘enough now when the sun
18 Na F '
‘I came for my ‘pleasure.”
The deep and mourniful voice affected even
the mergurial young West Pointer.

“‘ For your pleagure? That’s strange,” he
said ; “ but, every’ man to his fancy. You
will pardon me for-saying that I think your
taste is devilish bad. It gives me no pleasure
at all to be here, I' assure you ; but there’s
no accounting for: tastes in this miserable
world, Forward' the column!” he added,
turning in his saddle and ing out to the
men. He then added to his companion, with

a gay laugh, - .

“ﬁnppy to know you, Mr. Lascelles, We
are going aftér the moonshine people, and
I'm §" to have yotr company. .Try a

cigar? g
%. Lascelles bowed but declined, where-
:Emthe :ed' ligutenan Hitlgxilum. With
gauntle resting on hi
lﬁzip, he rode on with Mr. Inlodlesy beside
m. '
““ Yes, we are on the way to annihilate the
wretches that make bad whiskey,” said the
gay youth. 4T deserve it, too ; if it was
ood,, the case w be different. Here we
are in battle array, and we’ll probably have
an infernal row—I heard a er in New
York use that word * inf o
consider it seriptural ! Y
the moonshiners, and I'm
fight. All righ
sort of thing 1s not much to m:
hey are—tag, rag, and bobtail, Mr. Lascelles :
collectors, reveni issioners, and de-
tectives—for there’s a detective along. He's
that villainous-looking fellow in the black
coat yonder—Ruggles by name. I wish he
was at the devil | Do try a cigar—they are
exﬁ&&'ﬂ“m the friendly offer of his
_the friendly offer
eomon, Mr. Lnoellel looked over his
shoulder. - There, in fact, at the h:ﬁdofthe
somie in rear, was Mr. Rug-
gles. He was not present willingly, and
Recognized

had
| come only under compulsion, by

enly on the vedette

biddenito ride on the Virginia highway ?°

did so the troopers charged the
fright, wheeled and

“<Halt 1” the lieutenant’s voice was heard
shouting, as he whirled his light sabre.

Y Avvllz the face, and the h

! met it in and the horses,
wild wi retreated in
disorder. *

y | *“Form column i rear !—I'll soon attend

Bohemia was in all its last, and crowning

ot the glory of the freahspring'nomi!',
hen the siolehﬁnt come and ﬂubutbeg-
star the glades and the fields ; nor yet
the summer days, when the
drift on the blue sky, and the green

the forest is alive witah'nngmﬁ

foliage of
birds ; nor the autumn
lours and dreamy hours, w h
dreams of other hours, and sees the faces that
have gone many a year into the dust ; but
thegg;o!tha last moments of the' Indian
summer—she Nurse of the Halecyon which
cradled the Greek fancy—this had come now,
and the year was bidXing farewell to Bohe-
ia,"and expiring in a dream of beauty.
There were few leaves clinging to. the
trees—the winds had swept them. They lay
und, and formed a d yellow
ere and there a cedar, {6rming a
stood out like a sentinel from a
ofmcks,:ndomk u:nd,ood:r,
great pines, trai e antumn
in the light of the sunset.
i made the more glori-
on rock and tree, and lit
A
nes, the 8 e :
e = and the sky above. You would
have said that it had come to salate Bohemia

T as

hix -w_ﬂu&l'eunot a
haigl:t der,” hesaid to
we t to to business, let us act
in a business-like manner.” J ;

He sent forward an advance-guard of three
men with instructions. These. were bkﬂm
a keen lookout on the bluffs above, and if .
upon return the fire, and fall back upon the
column,

**You won't have far to fall back,” added
the young fellow. “I'll be close behind
ou.”

The advance-, went in front, and dis-
appeared aro a bend in the road. The
spot was wild beyond wo‘xx:e-ion, and lofty
heights extended like on either side as

‘colamn od. the tops  of
the trees could be seen the long blue line of
the Blue Ridge on the left ; and on the right
rose the bristling and threatening crest of the
Hogback.

‘I begin to think the moonshiners are

ing to fight, Mr. Lascelles,” said: the lien-
gnmt, lighting a fresh cigar. “1 saw the
man with ﬂ“inim" ph:llf. as I see you.
There are probably some. stills in the vicinit
here—it is the very place for them ; and
think the moonshiners, like good patriots, are
going to die by their altars and fires !” .

A shot rung outas he spoke from the direc-
tion of the vanguard ; and then a rattling
volley followed, and the men were seen com-
ing back at a gallop.

* Well,”said the lieutenant, coolly, ‘‘what'’s
u ?l’

pTlm report was that they had been fired
upon parently from a barricade in the
mouth of a small gorge debouching into the
main one.

1 think it probable there’s a barricade,
which is not a bad thing to fight behind,”
said the lieutenant, smoking and reflecting.
“Well, I'm going to charge it, as & matter of
course. ¢ I'll have some saddles emptied, I
rather. suppose, but that’s to be looked for.”

‘It is unfortunate,” said Mr. Lascelles ;
““it would be better to _have no bloodshed.”

“ Vastly preferable, I allow, but the devil
of the thing is to avoid it. I'm. not speaking
for myself ; I'm engaged
she’ll have to take her chances for a wedding.
This is my business—and after .all, oo, it's
the husiness of these fellows on both
sides. So here's for a charge !”

“ A moment,” said Mr. Lascelles ; ““you
ought to summon thkem to surrender.”

* Useless—but it would be more regular.”

“I'll take the summons.”

‘“ You !” f ) v

““Certainly, with very great pleasurs.”

“You'll be shot!”

‘“ No. They might shoot one of your men
in his uniform, but they will not shoot me. I
am in citizen's and will raise my white
handkerchief.”

“Thatis true—but suppose you're shot.
You have nothiont;) do with this business. 1
like your face, . Lascelles, though it's
rather mournful. You werecutoutfor asoldier,
but then you are a civilian. Well, do as you
choose.” i

“I will go, then, and deliver your sum-
mons. You will wait ?”

*f Yes, but be quick. Night is coming,”

“If I am not back in ten minutes it wall be
because they refuse. Then .you can charge.”™

He put spurs to his horse, and, without
troubling himself to display the white hand-
kerchief, went at a swift gallop forward into
the gorge.

Snddenly a voice called ‘“‘halt!” and he
saw the gleam of gun-barrels behind a bar-
ricade of felled trees. He paid no attention
to the order, and reaching the barricade leap-
ed to the ground.

LXI.
THE BABRICADE.

The Lefthander was standing on the top of
the barricade, with a carbine in his hand. It
was he who had ordered “‘ halt,” but he did
not raise his weapon. He had recogmized
Mr. Lascelles, and quietly waited.

Behind him were grouped nearly a dozen
rough-looking figures armed to the teeth ;
among these were Daddy Welles, Barney
Jones, and Harry Vance. Under low droo
ing boughs in rear of the barricade was a rude
&oonn the r:.ck. Behind tla:;i:ir. which

e boughs brushed, was the

Tg:mborriclde itself was constructed of
felled trees, and about breast-high. Behind
gchemoouhm' ers were obviously going to

to this.”
“The men and fell into column
again just beyond range of the fire of the bar-

. * Dismount and d skirmighers! Ad-
vance on both flanks and in front ! I'llbein
the centre,”

And throwing himself from his horse, he
“formed the line of skirmishers, Then, at the

ing “‘ Forward” of the game y fel-
Jow, xellurmmhm closed in’ steadily, firi
88 they did so on the barricade,

at once the quiet scene was turned into
the stage of a tragic drama. Nature was pit-
iless and serene ; the red crowns were rising
peacefully from the summits of the trees ; a
crow was winging his way toward the sunset
on slow wings ; 1t was a scene to soothe dy-
ing eyes, if the light needs must disappear
from them.

In ten minutes it had disappeared from
more than one on both sides. The moon-
shiners were evidently determined to fight
hard, and onlyli:ve way when they were
forced todoso. The crack of the lhnrpsgoofhru
was answered from behind the barricade, and
the was full of\gmoke and shouts as the

Th hdxd l't:l'l like good

ey did so ily, like troopers,
aud at last rushed upon the barricade. 'J.gxe::e
a hand-to-hand fight followed, and it was a
weird spectacle in the half gloom. In the
shadowy gdthe figures were only half seen
as the light faded, and the long thunder of
the carbines and shoutin, rollg through the
mountain, awaking lugubrious echoes in the
mysterious depths. X

The moonshiners fought desperately, but
the fight wasof no avail. They were out-
numbered, and, after loging some of their
best men, scattered -into the mountain.
Among those who thus escaped were Daddy
Welles, Barney Jones, and Vance.
w utes from their carbines were
h from the heights as they retreated;
and dtrl;e barricade was in possession of the
cavi R,

The young licutenant leaped on the felled
trees, and stood there looking around.

gt work—constructed by séldiers,”
he said ; ‘‘and they were game, too.”

He was tying up his arm with a white
handkerchief. A bullet had completely
throuih the fleshy part, and it was bleeding.

He leaped down into the barricade. Sud-
denly he stopped—he had nearly trodden up-
on something : it was the body of Mr. Las-
celles. A bullet had passed through his fore-
head, and he was quite dead. The shot had
been fired from ind a rock by the man
whom he had lashed that day in the Wye
woods—his bitter enemy.

At three paces from the body of Mr, Las-
celles lay the Lefthander—dead. Three other
moonshiffers were dangerously wounded, and
were leaning against the barricade. They
closed their eyes, as though to avoid seeing
troopets of the gld battles of Ashby, and ac-

As to the faces of Mr. Lascelles and the
Lefthander, they were quite tranquil. = They
had died, in fact, with little pain, and perhaps
willingly. = Each mu the same
name as the light faded, and they went into
the darkness. This name was “‘ Mi ¥

LXIL
THE SONG OF AN ORIOLE.

Since these scenes some years have passed,
and Bohemia and the Wye neighbourhood
are much changed. Piedmont is Iooking up,
and Bohemia is threatened with a railroad—
merciless disenchanter of the modern age.

As to the moonshiners, they seem to have
djn:&pured, and the old trouble with these
excellent people has ceased. No one connect-
ed with them is disturbed, and Daddy Welles
is at peace withall men. If he ever {ongn for
a chance shot at anybody, he never says so,
and passes his old age in his mountain lodge
in smiling content.

Not far from his house, and on the very
summit of the Blue Ri stands a sort of
Swiss chalet, or hunting-lodge, in which Mr.
and Mrs. Brantz Elliot pass a large part of
the year. Having had restored to him a con-
siderable ion of the proge:y appropri-
ated by his uncle, Mr. Ellot his house in

New York, where he spends the winter : but
the whole summer and autumn are passed on
the mountain, where he and Nelly are not at
all lonely, as they have two fine boys, who
afford them society.

Gentleman Joe lives at Wye with his bro-
ther, General Lascelles ; and Mr. Las-
celles, his son, at Falling Water with his wife
and father-in-law, Mr. Cary. They were
.married about a year after the scenes in Bo-
hehia, but Frances would not consent until
he had promised her not to take her away
from her father. She is even more beautiful
than before, and more like the cabinet picture
in the library—the portrait of her mother.

Harry es the estate, and hunts, and is
devoted to his wife ; and every Sunday they
attend church at Piedmont, where Mr. Ells
Grantham generally preaches. He has return-
ed with his wife from a year of Indian mis-

to a pretty girl, but. sionary services in Idaho, and is the assistant

of his father, whose health is growing feeble.
But the old foe of ritualismn is cheerful and
happy. A little girl, with Juliet’s eyes,
flourishes her spoon from her high chair, and
requests to be helped first ; Mr. Grant-
ham, Sr. while elaborating his ‘“ History of
Ritualism,” hears the pattering of small feet
up-stairs, and is kful for themy There is
a great deal of going to and fro between the
and Trianon, where Mrs. Arm-
strong makes out to sustain existence in spite
of her loneliness. It is true, she drives out
almost every day, and consumes hundreds of
paper-bound novels. Miss Bassick is a loss,
as she has no onetoscold—but then she never
could bear to look upon that serpent again.

The serpent disap from Piedmont
soon after the unfortunate issue of her affairs.
No one knew whither she went, but the
rumour was brought that she had become one
of :the co de ballet of a theatre in New
York. ere was stil other rumour that
she had appeared ina of promise case
at the capital ; but as the jury decided that it
was only an attempt to levy blackmail, they
dismissed it, and Miss Bassick vanished from
all eyes. :

Tli,e peaceful little neighbourhood of Pied-
montis thus quiet, and lives its life content-
edly under the shadow of the. mountain, far
off from the noisy world. - The days follow,
and resemble each other, and glide from Sun-
day to' Sunday without events. Sometimes
services are held in the Old Chapel, sleeping

uietly on the wooded slope of the mountain.

e winds sigh or laugh in the leaves of the

t oaks there, and the weeping-willow
murmurs as it murmured on that morning
when Mouse listened to it, and the Lefthander
said it would be a place to be buried.

Heis burigd there, not far from Mr. Las-
celles. His wish was remembered and ob-
served, and Mr, Grantham read the burial-
service. When some busybody questioned
the propriety of admitting an outlaw into the
sacred incts, Mr. Grantham was greatly
offended, and said, ““ He is a \man—are you
more?”’ And that was the end of it.

There is another grave close by that of the
Lefthander., The small head stone has on it
the single name ‘“ Mignon.” After the Left-
hander’s death she was taken to Wye, and

ed with the fondest affection. Mrs.

os and Anna Gray were quite wrapped

7 i

y tO. ;OYTYC)-,
Some violety

then she w,n

_“NP by tbe Lefthande,-
18 not well to leave 3 g,
; upon those who listen ¢, 3
3 i8 sad enough alre,q,
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, and the crowds shoyt ang
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of canvas rise on the same old groung
crowds rush in, and the band ro:
) barebackers appear, and the world
iedmont is a world of enjoyment,
circus means to remain until the af
the next day, and the tired performers thers
fore sleep late—all but one of them. o
She is a woman, who rises at daylight, angq
out into the silent streets and towarq th,
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» and ip.
munth which ob.
] : leading to the
Gap, and just as the sun-is rising reacheg the
graveyard around the Old Chapel.
It 1s difficult to recognize the laughing ang
brilliant Clare de Lune in the plainly-dresseq
woman, with the heaving bosom and eyes wet
with tears, She finds the grave she is look,
ing for under the long tassels of tire weepine.
ow, and the stone with *“ Mignop»
engraved npon it close beside it, and i‘ndg
down, and cries, and calls to jthem to comg
bsckﬂto hell‘-l. be
““ He told me to be a good girl, and I hav
been a good girl—and he is dg::.rd 1” she so'h:
All at once the sun rises and the whos
world is full of li'iht. From the top of the
w:g‘ing-willow e song of an oriole burs
fo Clare de Lune raises her eyes antl
listens, and understands, perhaps.
THE END,

HUMOROUS.
The best laundried clothes are those which
are lawn dried.

Amid such a raising of clubs in the politi.
cal world somebody will get hurt.

It is something fine to be good ; but it is
far finer to be good for something.

The baker’s business should be profitable ;
a good part of his stock is rising while he
sleeps.

It is dbsurd to suppose that a man can
speak above his breath, since his mouth is
below his nose.

Quier}:;l’ ictoria ‘;9 a poor s er. Herlast
speec the effect of dispersing Parlia-
ment, to which it was addressed. )

“‘ Bob, what’s steam ?”  * Boiling water.”
“ That’s right—compare it.” *“ Positive boil,
comparative boiler, superlative burst.”

An old lady in New Scotland, hearing
‘somebody say the mails were irregular, saiq ;
—*“ It was 80 in my young days—no trusting
any of ’em.”

Atmospherical knowledge is not thoroughly
distributed in our schools. A boy being
asked, “ Whatis mist ?” vaguely replied, “An
umbrella.”

Don’t speak all at once, girls. His Serene
Highness, Prince Herman Eugene Adolph
Bernhard Franz Ferdinand A: Von Say-
nevittenstein Hohenstein, is ing for a

wife. £
‘ﬁ‘ﬂ", -were about to an Irishman in
on, one of his friends bad come to
‘cried +—* I -always
told you would come to this I” “ And
you have always lied ! I have not come—I
was brought.” -

¢ I say, Jim, they tell me there is a man
down East that is so industrious that he
works twenty-five hours a day.” *“ How is
that ? There are only twenty-four hours in a
day.” -“ Why, he qets up an hour before
daylight, you stupid !”

Not to be done. Farmer Styles (reading)
—*¢ Alexandra Shilling Tea : Tea, bread and
butter, and cake, ad li%. That’s jam, I s’pose,
Maria, but I don't see none. I say young
man, you just bring a pot ofad lib. [Chuck-
ling.] They shan’t come their London ways
over me.”

Little Boy—* Mamma, I want a stick of
candy !” Clever Mamma—*‘ Which do you
want—the stick or the candy ?” Little Boy—
‘* Which would you take, mamma?” Clever
Mamma—*“The stick, of course.” Little
Boy—* Well, mamma, you can have the
stick—Ill take the candy!”

Some gentlemen were remarking on the
entire absence of resemblance between twe
brothers : I consider themstrikingly alike,”
said one of the party. *‘ Alike?” exclaimed
the astonished group ; ‘ why, what likepes
can yon possibly see between them ?” ‘“Well,
they’re both confounded fools,” was the re-
ply.

Incident of dog days:—People on the Boul:
evard®Montmart®e, the other day, were con-
“siderably astonished to see a pair of boots
walking gravely all by themselves. These
boots bel to an overheated gentleman
who had melted and run into them while out
for a walk, and who was now making his way
home. -

An Englishman related that, being at
Naples, while taking tea with his wife, a
thunderbolt entered: the chamber, and the
poor woman was - reduced to dust. ¢ Ah,
mon Dieu !” cried one of his auditors, ““ what
did you do? what did you say?” The Eng-
lishman replied, coldly, “I rang, and said,
¢ John, sweep up your mistress.’”

The son of a Galveston merchant has re-
cently returmed from his studies at a New
York business college. A friend of the mer-
chant was asking the old man if the boy had
imimved hmo'sulporwmtxes. ¢“1 should say
he had,” was the reply. “ He can imitate
anybody’s handwriting, and is so expert at
figares that I am afraid to let him touch the
books.” .

Just before visiting the menagerie Johnny
had a p e at arms with the youngaunt
who assisted at his toilet, and with whom he
flew into arage. Arrived at the menagerie,
Johnny was immensely interested by a strange
foreign animal with a long, lithe body. ‘“What
animal is that, mamma ?” he asked. *‘ It1s
called an ant eater, my son.” After a long
gilence : = **Mamma, can’t we bring Aunt
Mary here some day ?”

A correspondent sends the following some-
what incoherent account of & duel which was
fought in his neighbourhood. Sgme way or
other, we are half in the dark abofit the re-
sult of the duel in question, but we shall
leave the decision to our readers : A duel was
lately fought in Texas by Alexander Shott
and John S. Nott. Nott was shot, and Shott
was not. In this case it is better to be Shott
than Nott. Thero was a rumour that Nott
was not shot, and Shott avows that he shof
Nott, which proves either that the shot
Shott shot at Nott was not shot; or that Nott
was shot notwithstanding. Circumstantial
evidence is not always good. It may he
made to a] r on trial that the shot Shott
shot shot Nott, or, as accidents with fire-arms
are frequent, it may be possible that the shot
Shott shot shot Shott himself, when the
whole affair would resolve itself into 1ts
original elements, and Shott would be shot,
and Nott wounld be not.

———

\

There is not, and there cannot be, any
smok tobacco superior to the “ Myrtle
Nl.vy.;?%nnd. A wrapper of brighter appear
ance and higher price 1t is possible to get, bu
all wrappers are very poor smoking tobacco,
and but a single leafis wrapped round a plllg%'-
The stock used in the body gf tﬁxe - -“."T;:
Navy” plug is the very best which money cal
pm::{ux;ug'fhe powzym of the Virginia 50}}
can produce nothing better, and no other sol
in the world can produce as fine tobacco &3

| that of Virgima,

s

% «-»-Wﬁw‘r‘»w-l«‘.‘.; AERR YW S BEELE SR R PR

JE FARM

the Competition
pitural and Arts Med

I HIGH CLASS

e —
t ¢he Prize Farms ar
: vated.

dges, Messrs. John J. Hg
E'nry, appointed by the Ag
is Association to award priz
farms, have given their ¢
{and interesting report t
Seteristics of the farms vi
‘“‘mwsds and full descriptiog
“Phodel farms to which were given
st premiums.
© ' INSTRUCTIONS TO THY JUDGH
= . The judges shall keep a detail
o each farm visited.
award $0 the best managed farm i
toral distriet a bronze me:
farms have competed, and inste:
the best managed farm
and to the second bes

-9, Ta addition to auy other
e thought desirable, thc
into comsideration 1
arm

‘one hundred acres, tv
be under cultivation.
2. The nature of th
mixed, dairy, orany ot!
most euitable under co
local circumstances. 4
3. The proper position of the
relation to the whole faru.
4. The attention paid to th
of timber, and shelter by
5. The condition of
6. The character,
of fences, and the 1
is subdivided into field
7. Improvements
$o caltivation, inclu
8. General cond
ing dwelling-houses )
the wants of farm and {a
9. The management, c
condition, and number o
10. The number, nditi a
bility of implements and machinery,
11. State of the garden and orcha
12. Management of farm-yard m
13. The cultivation of crops to
manuring, clearing, produce per acrd
tion t0 management, and character @
climate.
14. General order, economy,

supply.
fg Cost of production and relativ

The following are the farms ente
sbove competition :—
+ENTRIES FOR FARM PR
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THE AWARDS.

The following are the awards we ha
These awards as far as the riding p
copcerned, were, with one exceptiog
at our first inspection, which took
tween the 5th and 15th of July. Be
ing to a final decision in regard to W
entitled ‘to the gold and silver m
thought it better to make a seconm
those farms which had marked highe!
we did, beginning on the 9th and fin
the 13th September. We may also
the impressions we formed on our
were, in nearly all cases, borne oy
second :—

First prize—Gold medal—J. B. G
township of Townsend, N.R. of No

Seums prize—Silver medal—Chris
township of South Dumiries, N.R.
-hBronse medal—H. & J. Hutchise

ip of Niagara, Niagara.

Erma medal—R. Frinder, tow
‘Woodhouse, South Norfolk.

Bronze medal—Thomas Edgar, to
North Dumfries, South Waterloo,

Bronze medal —Tilman Shantz, to
Wasterloo, North Waterloo.

Bronze medal—John Fothergill,
of Nelson, Halton.

In the case of H. & J. Hutchison
gara, we consider their management
superior that we would suggest that
ciation award to them a silver in
bronze medal. If it is considered W
80, we would further suggest that th
of the Association take into conside
advisability of offering at the next
tion two silver medals instead of one

THE PRIZE FARMS,
MR. CARPENTER'S FARM,

Mr. J. B. Carpenter’s farm i
about two miles from Simcoe. This
ceptionally fine farm of 315 acres.
wmostly a rich, sandy loam, with a s
tion on the south side running to san
subsoil varies a deal, from clay ¢
pan to sand, but over the whole isa go
surface-soil which can be worked deey
out touching poor earth. A considers
of the farm, from the toll-road runni
is level or nearly. Towards the bac
becomes undulating, and graduall
finishes up with a magnificent piece!
at the rear of the farm. ~This wood o
acres is beautifully kept, and park-
forms a very attractive feature, runni
& good of the back of the fars
the rises to the highest pq
forms a background and a finish
mqnbt is one of the finest farms

0. And fortunate it is that the
did not fall into the hands of some van
by this time might have had this, asw
other two pieces of wood, which arg

autiful, converted into 0 many Y
potash, and thereby have destro
Would require the time of two or thre
tions to replace. The other two
Wood are situated at either side of 4

each contain six acres. The pd
the south side is also on rising gro
wﬁ“ fine advantage. The wood
( covers thirty-two acfes.
has Mr. ter by the judicious
has di ed in leaving the timber
parts of his farm where it is seen to
. added much to the a
& very ; but the whole
: 'hﬁ'mmﬁm by it, as it i
the landscape view of a much g
than Mr. ter's own farm,
®he original and second-growth




