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A TROUBLESOME CHARGE.

‘The Rev. Mr. Sterling was troubled. It was Fuday, and
he was supposed to be at work on Sunday’ssermoa ; but he
could not compose umscll to the important task. 1ie had
written but two or tmee pages, and the followtng words
were still wet :

** Divested of its Ma-pan techmealities, the so-called
Manichxan heresy——"

There he had abruptly stopped ; and he now leant back
i Ins chair, Liung the end of s pen, while his eyes strayed
towards a letter which he received that mormng, and which
lay un the able before lum.  Taking 1t up at last, he pro-
ceeded to read it for the third ot fuurth e, his face weai-
ing anexpresstun of anytheng bt sausfacuun with us con-
tents. It was from a bivther, a physican seuled at Diresden,
and was to the following eflect :

* Linden Platz, Diesden,
** Tuesday.

**My DEAR ALrc,—1 am going to inflict a visitor upon
you, and must ask Mary"s forgiveness and yours for givin
so short notice.  ‘The Grafin von Herzenberg has just tol
me that she is obliged to go to Edinburgh on business, and
1 have given her a lctter ot introduction to you. She has
never been in our country before.  Her husband, poor fel-
Jow, who was a very dear friend of mune, was killed in the
war, and the pout body 15 quite alune in che world, so far as
relations go.  Her bustness relers to some proﬁeuy in Scot-
Jand in which she s interested, and which 1s about to
come 1nto the Court of Sesson. 1 don't expect you to
bother yourself with her, but you can recommend her toa
good man of business. 0O1d Quisthie would be the man «fhe
1s alive; but the Parliament House is probably a different

lace now from what 1t was + hen I knew anything about 1t.

‘ou are sure to like the Grafin, who is a very superior wo-
man in every way, and a fasvante in all quarters here, fiom
the Court downwards. Acconding to the ume-table she will
arrive at Waverley at half-past five on Saturday cvening;
and as I koow Saturdayisa busg‘r day with you, you might
send Tom into Edinburgh with the brougham to mee?
her.

* Your affectionate brother,
‘*Joun STERLING.”

The oftener the minster of Hopcetoun read thes letter, the
less pleased did he appear with its contents ; and his reflec-
tions, during and after the latest perusal, ran somewhat in
this vein :

**What a putsance st 131 It's rather inconsiderate of Joha
to send this foreign Grafin down upon me at a moments
notice—or, at least, a few hours’ notice, which comeg to the
same thipg. I don't think 1'm inhouspitable, buat really

1" Then he looked at the letter again. ‘1 sup-
pose she is some terrible old dowager, wath all the ways and
ideas of ctiquette of a minor German Court. The huuse
will be turaed upside down, and my work interfered with,
for an indefinite period. Well, well, Isuppose I've nothing
to do but resiga myself to the infiiction.”

Mr. Stetling, however, looked anything but resigned as
he sat at the table biting his quill in a manner that, fora
man who was usually so mild-tempered, was almost vicious.
1n truth, the prospsct which he had conjured up was not a
pleasant one. He was a2 man of a shy, reserved disposi-
tlon, very averse lo socicty of any kind, and particularly to
that of strangers. Even his necessary parochial visits wete
made with an effort.

Though he had a son of eighteen, Mr. Sterling was barely
forty, having married when he was a very young man.
Mrs. Sterling had died when her youngest child was only a
few days old, and whilst the cldest boy was still in the nur-
sery.  Eve: sinee, the widuner had retired mote and mure
into himself. He was sather inchined 0 regaid lus chiidien
as belonging tu sumebody else, and always felt a sense of
rclief when ihe gals were safely packed off 10 e Cuilege
for daughters of munistess of the Chuch of Scotland, there
to be unde: the eyc of a marmried sister whu Lved in Jhe
neighbouring city of Edinburgh.

As for the childicn themselves, they were just what might
have been expected from the manner in which they had
been brought up. They were all naturally well disposi
tioned, o1 things migh: have beern much worse, but their
little faults had grown upon them through not having been
corrected in time. They had practically never knows a
mother, and though in their way they were wurm?y attached
to their father, ot was as tc a kind {ticnd rather than to a
loviog and sympathetic parent. They ncver thought of
askiog him to juin in their sports as other children do, and
scldom went to hum with their troubles.  This muight have
been different had Mz, icrling’s married sister, who was
supposed to keep hoase for him, been more fitted for her
post. Miss Sterling was a somewhat lackadaisical lady,
who speot most of hertime on the drawing-room sofa, dis-
co\'ctin}z new =zilments, and treating chance vicums to anec-
dotces of the aristocracy. The good lady’s acquaintznce with
the great had been limited ; but she made the most of
it, and had remedied hes dcﬁcicn?' by becoming as fa-
miliar with the lineage of our noble families, thaoks to a
careful study of Burke and Dod, as most of the members of
thosc familics themselves.  As the children were quite sharp
cnough to take noic of her weakness, they treated any fee-
ble, and genceally affected, remonstrance on hee part with
good-humourcd indifierence.  ** It was caly Aunt Mary1”

Hawving satisfactonly disposed of the Manichzeans catly the
naxt day, and having no partucalar duties toattend to, Mr.
Sterhing Lethought him that 1t would be bat couiteous to
meet his guest himself on Ler arnval in a strange Jand, in.
stead of sending his soa. At the luncheon-table he nhi-
mated his decision to that cffect, much to the relief of
Master Tom, who was at that age when the youthful Wiitos
is usually 3 Young Marlowe so far as feminine society is
ooncerned.

** Onc of the girls can come with we,” Mr Sterling s2id ;
fod straighiway Kate chimed in, * I will, papa.”

At the :gpainlcd hour that evening the train from the
South glided into Waverley Station, and Mr. Sterling and
hus dauﬁhlcr watked along the hine of carnages that were
rapidly disgorging themselves, As the minister peered into
one compartment he saw that it contained a lady, mufilled
from top to toe in a great hooded mantle of white fur, who
was collcctmg some small atticles from the rack. Asshe
turned her head the lamp-light fell on a bnght lyoulhful
face that detived an altracave quaintness as well from the
cncirching fur as from a pair of eye-glasses daintily perched
upon a decidedly patrician nose.

The lady’s eycs mct those of the nnmster, and, smiling,
she extended a little gloved hand as she said, in a voice
whose foreign accent made it as piquant as her face, **Mr.
Sterlng, 1s it not? Iam right2”

** Jessie,” sand Tom Steshing oraculatly, **I have con-
cenved a great tdea ™

He was leanng back nan easy chaie befure the fire, with
his hands clas behind lus head, while hus sister, seated at
lus feet, rested her head against his koees,

“1 have agreat—a brilﬁ:nl idea,” repeated Tom. ¢ The
House of Sterling, in the person of its heir, is about to con-
tiact & noble alliance. 1 shall espouse this forcign female.
1 shall sacrifice myself for my family at the shnne of this
ancient and unpxc}msscssing German party. 1 shall go to
the altar like——'

YA alft”

*¢ Like a stoic, and heroically resign myszIf to the grifiin.”
This wasthe young Stetling’s playful corruption of ** Grafin.”

** Suppose the gnffin won't have you? © suggested Jessie.

Master Tom's reply was interrupted by & noging laugh be-
hind him, and, turning hastily, he confronted a pretty
woman 1 a white fur cloak, who was giving way to an un-
controllable burst of mermment, while his semi.somnolent
aunt was staung with all her eyes from her sofa, and his
father and wmster hovered uneasily in the back ground.
Taking w the situauon at 2 glance, ho fled {rom the room
with flaming face,

By the time dinner was over, and the parly once more
gathered in the drawing-room, the visitor had pretty well
established herself as a favourite at Hopetoun Manse. The
evening passed very pleasantly, and as the minister slowly
mounted the stairs that night he could not help smiling at
the recollection of his apprehensions of the day belore.
How grmcsqucl)' unlike the reality was the terrible intruder
he ha conjuted up !

"\\'h{.' he said to himself, ““T feel quite grateful to
John. He didn’t half do herjustice. Her presence acts as
a tooic and a sedauv  at once.”

The simile was a justone, Thisdreaded visitant had not
been a week within the minister's gates when she was the
1do] alike of the houschold and the neighbourhood. Her
bnght face and unaffected gaiety hghted up every cham-
ber she entered, while her geatleness and tact sraouthed
many an aspenty. The girls and the younger children vied
in shewing their devotion to her, while Tum and she were
the best of friends.  Miss Sterling was insensibly roused out
of herself, and sought hier guest's advice on houschold mat-
ters, with good results ; and the minister, to his surptise,
found himself consulting her on various matters connected
with the paiish, * Surely,” he thought, *¢ ¢ this foreign
Grafin® must be a good f:::iry in disguise.” Under her in-
visible wand the houschold had all at cace grown brighter
and miore harmonious, and she formed the connecting link
that drew 1ts members closer to onc another than they had
ever been before.)

But the holhiday scason quickly drew to a close. Tom
and the gitls had to retum to their stadies, and the case of
** Hallyburton and others v. Herzenbesg”—an involved
dispute about certain *‘lands and tenements ™ into whose
intricacies it is unnzcessary lo go—was sent down for an
carly hearing 1o the Court of Session.

et cause was iahen up by the whole neghboushuod,
and ihiere weie most unpativlic reyuicangs when the sun was
finally deaded an favuut of *“ the alien.’

Fain would hes husts have persuaded hes to eatend her
wusit andefinitely , but she shook her head.,  Her hovsehold,
she deciared, wouuld Le demuralized . the absenee of us
head, and hes puor would think themselves forgutten.
And so, in the carly days of Fclruary, the good fairy of
Hopetoun wrapped her fur mantle once more around her
an” ook flight amid the tean of Willie and Gentic, some of
whase elders felt balf inclined to shate their artless dewmon:
strations of afiliction aad woc.

She was gone, and alas ! it was bot too apparent that her
wand had ceased 1o wave. In a very few moments the
minister noted, with a sigh, that the good inflaence wlich
the guest had exercised upon his houschold, and which he
had fondly hoped would bz permanesnt, had all but passed
away. Exceptthatts head took a warmer interest in his
family than belore, and was altogether less of a recluse than
he had been, Hopetoun Manse was soon just sucha rackety,
ill-ordered estabishment as it bad been beloze the Grafin's
advent.

Just six months after the opening of this story Mr. Ster-
ling agaw sat in his study poadenng over 2 letter from Ius
brothei.

**Yes, I think I shall go. I wanta holiday,and I haven't
scen Joho for more than two years, and—and—jyes I shall

0"'

And without more ado he opened his desk, and wrote off
*o his brother to say tbat, in consequence of the Prophet’s
patience and long-suffening, the mountain had made up its
mind to come to Mahomet, and that this phenomenen would
take place as soon as the necessary preliminanes had been
gone through. Both Mr. Stething’s household and his Pres-
bytery were surprised by the intimation that he desired to
take a holiday ; but the formal leave was readily granted,
and on 2 pleasant July cvemng the two brothers thook
haods atthe Dresden Station.

The brotbers were warmly attached to each other, and
this, their first meetingrf:r two or threc years, was a genu-
ine pleasure to both. ey sat talking far into the night,
now cnf;aged in serious discussion, and anon breaking into

Loyirh lavghter over some quaint reminiscences The GraFa

von Herzenberg's name coming to the surface, the minister
was at once enthusiastic.

** I can never thaok you sumciemlg. Jack,” he sxid, *‘for
sending us that charming woman. You never prescribed a
better cure than her preseénce wrouqht in my household.**

** T can quite believe all you say,” he said, * knowing her
as I do; but you will have to postpone your devvirs a little,
She hae got up an excursion for to-morrow, a regular Eng.
lish picnic, for some of the young folks. When 1 told het
1 expected you to-night she pressed me to come and bung
you with me; but my jaunting season has been over these
twenty years, and 1know your hermit-like ways of old. So
I declined with thanks.”

The other was silent for a minute or two; and then he
glanced at the doctor, and said, with some hesitation :

‘1 don't see why we shouldn’t join them, John. I'm
afraid you're developing 1nto an old cynic before your time,
and the society of young people wiil do you good; and as
fut me, as you have often told me, 1've been tco much of a
hermit.  What say you tu surpnsiag the Grafin by accept.
g her invitation after all 2+

John Stesling laid down his pipe and looked steadily at
his brother. '

““ Why, Alec,"” be said after a pause, ** X do believe—"

“\What?" asked the minister, a little defiantly, his pale
face flushing.

 Nothing,"” was the rejoinder, as the doctor carefully re.
stored his meerschaum to its case, *‘except that as the
Grafin's rendezvous is given for eight o’clock in the mom.
ing, it’s time we were getting to bed.”

Had Asmodeus unroofed the doctor’s sleepicg apartment
that mght he might have observed its occupant grin and
chuckle knowingly as he composed himself to rest.

Next morniog the countess was delighted to welcome two
unexpected additions to her patty.  The picnic turned out
to be a two days’ excursion into the *Saxon Switzerland.”
The party was a large one, chiefly made up of Eoglish anl
Amecrican residents, with two or .Aree tounsts who hiud
brought letters of introduction to th: ¢own, and 1ot 2 few
native Dresdeners. It was a very menty outing, and waen
it was over the minister to whom toe scenery was nu ¢ win-
cerely declared that he had never speat two ‘pleasanter days
in his life.

** You see what you lose,” said the Grafin, * by shuiting
yourselfup. e shall make quite a--what shall I say 7—a
butterfly of you before we let you leave Dresden.”

Théugh he had scarcely adwitted as much to himself the
minister's visit to Dresden had been rompted not so much
Ly frateinal affection as by a half-dctined intention of asking
the Grafin von Herzenberg to become his wife. The man
of eight lustres does not rush into love with the impetucsity
of the boy of five. Guzzling years, as the kindly cynic
sings, clear the brain; but even *iuity years’ is not in.
sensible to woman's charms, especially the chars of such a
woman as Angela von Herzenberp.  Beyona all question
the minister was over head and ears in love. For the first
time in bis life he had encountered his ideal—the vne woman
who could tumn his home into paradise, and made a long,
quret 1dyl of hus life. The thought had first struck him asz
sad *‘might bave been,” and it was not for some time that
it occurred to him, What if sach happiness were still within
his reach? For months he battled with the thought, telling
himself that it was folly for a country minister to dream of
an alliance with a foreign lady of rank ; but the more he
fought against his feclings, the stronger they became, andat
last he had suffered them to draw him hither.

His brother had read his seeret on the eveaiog of his ar-
rival in Dresden, and had watched the development of the
little dram2 with considerablé interest,

And so it came to pass that the minister took heart of
grace the next evening under the trees, &3 he walked home-
wards with the Grafin, 2 little in rear of the rest of the party.
1t might have been his brother's enconragement that did
- it might have been the influence of she hour and of e
dreamy music thal was gradually dying away i the distance ;
but, be that as it may, before he well knew what he was
abuut he found himself addressing his companion by het
Christian oame— Angela § how sweetly strange st soundey,
nuw that he pronounced it aloud for the nrst ume, thoogh
he had repeated it a hundred imes to himself—and asking
her to be his wife. When he 1¢joined his brother his face
told what her answer had been.

A few months later the ministe:r once more obtained a
a brief leave of absence, and the papers annvonced the
marrizge at Dresden, of the Rev. Alexander Sterling (o
Angela, Grafin vun Herzenberg.  The wedding was an an-
catentatious onsz, 2s befitted the anion of a couple who were
buth past theur first youth, and when the bride left the
altas she quictly dropped hes title, preferring, with her cus-
tomary good sense, now that she was a Scotch ministers
wife, o be known ;umply as Mrs. Stetling.— Cassell's Fam.
iy Magazine.

SUPPORTING THE GUNS—WHAT WAS SEEN
ON A BATTILE-FIELD.

Dud you ever see & battery take position ?

It hasn’t the thrill of a cavalcy charge, nor the grimacss
of a line of bayonets moving slowly and determinediy on;
bat there 1s & peculiar excitement about it that makes old
veterans rise in their saddles and cheer.

We have been fighting at the cdge of the woods. Every
cartridge-box has been emplicd once and more, and oace
fourth of the br;§mc has melted away in dead and wounded
and missing. Not a cheer is heard in the whole brigade.
We know that we are being driven foot by foot, and that
whean we break back once more the line will go to picces,
and that the enemy will break throngh the gap.

Here comes hclg !

Down the crowded highway gallops a battery, withdrawn
from some other paosition to save ours. The fcld fence is
scattered while you coald count thirty, and the guns rush
for he hills behind us.  Six horses to a piece—three riders
to a gun. Ower 63; ditches, where a farmer would not
drive his wagpon, through clumps of bushes, ovee logs a
foot thick, cvary horse on 2 gallop, ever rider lashing his



