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deliberate act of oppression doue upon that most &lfnceless of
creatures-a widow-and that widow bis owvn mother. What-
ever there was of the "iVillage llampden " in the breast of young
Edward was now on fire, and lie wvas from, that day an enemy of
the flouse of Hardnut. When there is enmity within us, alas!1
how frequently does the arch-fiend give us means and opportuni-
ties of indulging k!

It chanced a few evenings, after wvidow Barton had re-
celved her notice, that as Edward was walking gloomlly to the
house lie must soon leave, a rabbit struck across the path and
made for the opposite cover. Its retreat, howeve, seemed
barred, and with timid stcps it rau first this'way and then
that, while Edward watched its movements. Moved by a sudden
impulse-for respect for the gaine laws was strong within him-
lie forgot himself, raised a stone, took unerring ajim, and the
rabbit fell, ]ge lifted it in his band to sec that it was but stunned,
and nursed the pretty littie creature until its life returned. Then
taiking it in lis arins, lie procceded on bis way. Scarcely had lie
startcd when lie heard stcps before lin, and a moment aftcrwards
the young Squire came into view, with bis gun upon his shoulder.
The situation wvas naturally recognized in a moment, and in a
way bodcd il] for both.

"We have had ma.ny poachers here lately,» said the young
Squire to hiniseif, "cbut littie did we think tlicy were of our own
people. This must ie stoppcd. Besides, this young upstart keeps
the company of old Oatchpole, and now I have a chance of putting
hum down."

Ifl ere," said Pclward to hinself, "cis the son of the man who
bas oppressed my motheî; a.nd who, in bis turn, will oppress me.
Camne over with the Conquéror, did they? But, as Elijah says,
the Conqueror was only a. thief that succecded, instead. of being
caught, as some Icss lucky thieves are. 1 hate the young stuck-

The young Squire wvas the first to break the silence.
"Put down thiat rabbit."
"iNo, flot for you nor a.nybody belongin' to you, if you tell me

a thousand times, an' then shoot me. with your fine gun at the end
of it ail,"1 was the reply.

ccNow," said the young Squire, Il Ne used to play together, and&
I don't wvant to bce too hard upon you. If the animal was dead, I
miglit have thouglit you lad picked it up, and I would have said
novhing; but it is alive,.which shoive that you caug'lt it of set
purpose, and that; you are a poachier. Put it down, and I will not
tell my father."

,, care as littie for your father as. I do for you," wvas the re-
sponse. "lYour father is a roliber of the widowv, an' you will
inake a good second to 'un, for you want to rob the widowvs son."

«"There 15 no use in wasting wor-ds," answ'ered tlie youtli, "if
you won't put it doWn Il make you."

But in bis wrath lie ivas truc to, thc instincts of an English gen-
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