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See our Styles and Prices.
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3 *Have you heard I am going away?"

o e e T stammered somcthing, I knew not
"an-i:-eﬂfw!"'" what; it must have beea isaudible,

T have just got ' » letter
father..

B vening I waw'
A _._. faverite ré-
had sunk, but|
atill tinting
shadozs of
sill “'“'.". you mast

’

the

Wy it o £
5 b ru loog wheo 1
“kuew, snd, turviog | e

stening .| ¥

3 | ing, and the little eyes
| wet.  Madeline olings to

., FRIDAY, AUGUST 25, 1699,

No. b1.

“I have prayed mauy, s night that
my father would sendfor me,” she

. {said, thoughtfully ; “‘and mow he' has

done vo, I seareely feel ghd. I am
sfraid there is sometbing wrosg at
home. Bkall you be sorry, Hugh,
when I go?”

At this open question I broke down
utterly, and burst into & violent sob.

Bhe put her havds im mise, and
looked éarvestly into my face.

“1 thought you would be sorry.

None of them will miss me se mueh a8
you. Wa bave-beew great friends; I
never thought I could be such friends
with & bey. I shall tell my father of
you, and he will like you, teo. Will
you kiss me, Hogh, snd sy good-
bye ?”
1 could not answer for tears; but I
put my arme round her oeck, and I did
kiss her-—a. pure, true, loving boy’s
kiss, worth 2 million of the kisses meo
buy or steal in tue broad world.

My tears moistened her cheek a5
[ did e, but she did not ery herself.

She was altegether calin aud super.
ior, bowing down to my boyhood, com:
pamionating and cherishing me ; but
in all pessibility sharing little of my
intense persomal passion, She was
nearer womanhood thas [ to manhood
(girls always sre mure mature thas
boys) ; and she teok my wership in
geotle state, A Quoen, kissed by a
loyal subject, could net offer her cheek
myre royally than livtle Madeline effer-
od her cheek to me.

Yet her manoer was full of streng
affection; too. - Ske would miss me, I
felt sure.

In the midst of my ageny 1 found
words to isquirc how soon our dreaded
parting was to take place. What was
my sstonishment 10 hear that she was
to leave Munster’s at onee,

“There is s ship to sail in two days,
and I must go away to Liverpool to-
morrow, early in the merning. My
poer father | Theére is gomething very
wrong indeed, and'it ' will be many a
week before we meet,"thougl the ship
should sail ever so fast,”

As T write; recelleetion darkens, the
sun sinks behind the little garden ; the
little shape fades away, and it is dark
night. T seem to 2-“Smber no more,
But what is this that gleaws up be-
foro me ?

It is the faint grey Jight of dawn,
I bave been in & very disturbed sleep,
and am syakened by § Barsh sound in
the distence, It is the seund of car-
riage-whetls,

I start uwp ; it i daylighs.

I hear & hum of véises iv the honse
below,  Without awakening auy of my
companions in the room, I erecp to the
windew, and look out,

How chilly looks the cold damp
world outside ! How pitiless and cold
lie the dews om the leaves #ll. arouad |
L shiver, and my heart aches,

A travelling.carringe sbisids at the
dooy, apd a sleepy-eyed oomchman
yawas on the bog. i

Hush | yonder from the beuse-perch
comes Mrs, Munster, and by
the little figure that I leve,
- The proud spins is b

ler.

star of my life's dawn has faded away ?

CHAPTER 1L
The prologue over, the drama of my

_|life bogins, There is slways s pro-

logue of seime sort, in which the kay-
note of lifo is gonorally struck for geod

Furvive in the eveats which I am new
abeut to narrate,

Madaline Grabam faded at once and
forever out of my boyish existence.
i neither saw mor heard from her di.
rectly ; but seme months after her ar-
tival in her distant home, there arrived
o weuderful pareel, full of dried fruit,
outs, and ether fercign edibles, ad.
dressed, is the hand I knew, to “Mas
ter Hugh Trelawney,” at. Munster's.
My sohool-mates langhed wildly on its
arrival. I 'tore it open, expecting te
find some message in writing, shewing
me that I was mot forgottem. There
wai mot a live, With a somewhat
beavy heart, I distributed the more
perishable ' fruits among my roheol-
mates, reserving a very little for my-
self—for L had no heart to eat. [
stered up many of the nuts in my
trunk, till they were quite mouldy and
rotten, When I was obliged to throw
them away, I seemed to cast away at
the same moment all my hope of sees
ing my dear little love aguin.

No other message—no other gift—
ever came ; though I wrote;, in' my
round, boyish hand, a little letter of
thanks and kind wishes, All grew
silent. . Little Madaline might be ly-
ing it her grave, far  over the lenely
waters, for aught I knew to the con-
traty.

I remained at Munster's until I was
fourteen. Ia all these years I never
forgot Madeline, never ceased to men-
tion her: mame overy wmight when I
prayed by my bedside, never relio.
quished the thowght of some day sail -
ing acrosa the ecean, and looking en
the dear, bright face again.

This intense wnd solitary pission
became, if I may so express it, the
scoret atrength of my life, It bright-
ened the cosrse and indigent experi-
euce of soheol-life, filled it with tender
and mysterions meanings and asseci-
stions ; it made me inquiring and tea-
der, instead of hard and mean ; it de-
termined my tastes in faver of bieauty,
and made me reverence frue woman*
bood wherever I saw it. In a word,
it gave wy toe commonplace exserience
just the coloring of romance it needed,
and made. the dry reality of life bles-
som with simple poetry, in a dim, re-
ligious light from far away.

What wonder, then, if at fourteen,
I found myself reading imaginative
books and writing verses-~of which
early compositions, be certain, Made
ling was the chief and never.wearying
theme,

I bad taken tolerable advantage of
Manster’s tuition, and was sufficiently
well greaoded in the details of an or-
dinary Eoglish education, 1 had,
moreover, a smattsring of Latin, which
in my after struggle for rubsistence,
taroed out very wseful, 1should bave
progresaed still faither under the eare
of my sohoelmaster, but at this period
wy father died, and I found myselt
oast upon the world,

Tt is not my purpose—it is unneoes-
sary-—-to enlarge on my own private
history, and I shall teush wpon it
merely in so far as it affects the strange
incidents in which I afterward became
an-acter, Things were at this peint
when 1 one morning received the start-
ling intelligence that my father wag
dead, and that I was left slone in the
world,  The frst feeling which the
news preduced in me was one of very
confused and dubiews serrow, Of late
years 1 had sev very little of my fath.
8ince I had come to Munster’s 1
biad beon Jeft there, never evem going
home for my helidays as ether hoys
did, Muanster's was my bome, and to

! !l intents and pwipescs My, and Mrs,

Munster were s fathor and” mother to
me,  Suill; for all that, the  krowledge
that Thad a father in some remote
uarter of the globe, who paid  for my
maintenance, and oama to Muosster's
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cated thoughts, 1f I had no longer &
father ‘to pay for my maintensnce,
what was to become of me ; for, as far
s I'koew, I had no other relstion iu
the world ? Puzsled by theie thoughts
and seeiug no solution to them, 1 could
do nothing but wait in eagerness amd
dread for what was te follow. ;

The next morning when [ was dress-
ing, Mrs. Munster came into my bed-
room and handed me a jacket with n
orape band on the left arm; she alse
pointed to & cap which she bad brought
with her, and said—

“You must wear this one -now,
Hugh,”

Then she turned, bent her kindly
eyes upon mo, and kissed ‘my forehead
and murmured, “My poor boy."”

I ventured to inquire whether I wag
to see my poor father in his coffin  or
follow bim 'to the grave. The tears
oame into the woman's eyes, aud . she
took my hand.

“You will never see him again,” she
eaid; “‘wever, He died in Amarios,
and was buried hefore we received the
news,  But you are a b-ave boy,” ‘she
added “and mustnob gri.ve, It is sad
for you, wy dear; but trouble is sure
to come, sooner or later, If it come®
when one is young, so much the bettor,
for one is better able to bear it.”

“Mrs, Manster,” I said, piteonaly,
“what is t¢ become'of me 7"

The good lady shodk ker head.

“Idon’t know, my dear,” she re.
plied ; “your peor father hasn’t left
you a sixpence......Hugh ?," she ad-
ded, suddenly, “have you any re-
lations "

% No,” I replied, “uot one.”

“Ars you sure?" she continued:
“Thiok, my dear.”

I did skiak, butit was of no use
My brain’ would not: conjure up one
being to whom 1 comld possibly lay
any claim,

“No uoeles, or atints, or cousins 7"
persisted Mrs, Manstcr ; when sudden.
Iy I exclaimed—

“Yes, Mrs. Munster ; now I remem-
ber, T'vegot an aunt. At least I hed
an aunt; but sho may be dead, like
father.”

“Liet us hope not,” said Mra. Mus.
ster, “Well, my deat, tell mo what
she is like, and where she is to be
ound,”

“1 don’t know what she is like,” I
repiied, T never saw ber.’

“Never saw ber ?”

“No ; sho never camie. near us; but
P've heard father speak about her,
She was my mether's sister, and her
name is Martha Pundugon, and she
livesat Cornwall,”

“Marths Pendragon,” repeated Mrs.
Manster.  “Isshe married 2"

Ireflected o moment, and thea I re.
memembered having seen letters ad-
dressid to “Mrs, Pendragon,” sod 1
said as much,

““And where does she live P

“Bt. Gurlott’s, Qorawall,”

Mrs. Munster wrote it dowa,

“Mrs, Martha Pendragon, S¢.
Gurlott's, Corawall” It leoks prowis-
ing, a8 I dare say St. Gurlott’s is a
very small place, Make yourself as
contented as possible for a fow days,
my dear. I will write to the lady and
ask her what she means to do.”

1 conld do nothing ¢lse but wait, and
1 acoordingly did so; though I found
it utterly impossible to take Mra. Mun-
ster’s advioe, and preserve s costested
frame of mind,

My exceediagly hasy recolleetions of
my aunt’s communioationi were by no
means such as to inspire confidence,
began to ask mysclf, for the first time,
why it was she had never been permit-
ted to visit my wother in her home;
| why my mother, wic was evidently
fond of her sister, bad never made &
Jjourney inte Cornwall to see her ; ‘and,
sbova sll, why my aust had never

come t9 visit my ewn mother when she
 wa Thus I speculated for
the ead of Iliol‘th.

receive & L

t—“It isfrom your aunt, my dear,”
sho said ; thenm, looking at the letter
agaiu, she added : “She is your aunt,
I suppase P

“From Mrs, Pendragon 7" 1 asked,

“Yes," she replied, with a strange
smile; “from your Aant Marths,”

T wanted to hear more, but mo more
oame. Mrs. Manster again tarned at-
tention to the letter, and bagan study.
ing it as int:ntly as if she werd oare-
fully working out some abstruse math”
ematical problem. Presently her hus-
band came into the room, and she
banded. him the letter. My ouriesity
received ‘a fresh stimulus when I saw
bim start st sight of it, read it twiee
and then glauce, as I thought, half pity-
ingly at me.

“ILsuppose it is all right,” he. said,®
turaing to his wife; “the boy must ge.’
She nodded her head thoughttullys
“TIf seevna a pity, deesa’s ib, aftér
the educativa he has bad?” she said
to her husband ; them, turning to me,
she added, “Let me see, Hugh, how
old are you new ?”

E-replicd that I was fourteen.

“And ‘are you sure you have no
other relations except this—this Aunt
Martha, as she calls herself 7

1 replied that during the last few
days I had been racking my brain in-
cessantly om thet subject, but without
avail,

“Well,” she said, I suppesa your
Aunt Martha is botier than nobedy,
~-ghe seems a geod-matured sort of
person, and is quite willing to give you
o home ; but it scems a pity to take
you frem sekool before your elucation
ir complete, and if ws ocould find aa.
other relation whe would let you stay
here it would be so much better for
you. I will write again to your aunt;
she may know of someone,\!!&ugb you
do not—your father's relations, for in-
stance ; but if she does mot--why, the
only thisg you can do is to go to
Cornwall.”

I accerdingly had to wait a fow
more days, at the end of whioh time
another letter was received from my
mysterious relative, This time it
failed to bring with 1t disgust or
ampzsment, and coaveyed ounly dis-
apvointment,

“Your aunt tells me she is your only
relative on your mother's side,” maid
Mrs. Munster, “and your father’s fam-
ily sho knows nothing about.  She has
fixed Tharsday as the day om which
you are te go to her; therefere, my
dear child; I ses ne help for it; you
must leave us !’

Thus it was setsled. On the Thurs.
day morniag I, sccompamied by my
small stock of luggage, started on my
travels, and saw the last of Munster's,

CHAPTER 1V,

Munster’s was situated in the suburbs
of Southampton. It was arramged,
therefore, that I should jeurnsy by »
small steamer as far as Falmouth, and
thence by read to Bt. Gurleti's-on-Sea.
I was conducted to the boat by Mr.
Munster, O arriving at Falmouth
after an uneventful passage, I was met
on beard by a rough-lecking persen,
who informed me that ho had been de-
puted by “Missus Pendragen” te oon-
vey me and my belongings te 8t, Gur.
lott's,

b s b

searcely tell, B igi ']

that In’ was of tremendows height, thas

he wore & white beaver hat, and that
i wrapped in an enormous

:i.“ o glanes ’ ::i‘?hn ‘naid
egave s at me,

in |‘;Oellilr pipy veice—

“Qome, 1ad, gie's the tip abeut yeur
boxes, and we'll move on; the mare’s
gok -jcnmf afore 'wa, and wo'm best
nawt be late I” Y ‘

I moved aft, and pointed out to him
my little trunk. Ho looked at in muoch
the same way as a giant might look at
s y!pph',':!! it quietly uader his arm,
and meved off agnin, inviting me to fel-
low. We crossed the
u:c on to the quay.
.

, snd
o
van, aud o faf, y-
rean . 'Bhe waggon was mf:s
with bleck tarpaulin, asd on the side
was paiated, in large white letters,
b




