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RACHAEL NOBLE'S EXPERIENCE.

N CHAPTER XXI1IL
OME wieeks after this, when I was quite
recovered, only not so strong as could be
wishéd, the doctor recommended change of air,
and I'was on the point of setting off for West

Valley, to visit the Acroyds, when intelligence | 4=

came of Mrs, Morgan's serious illness. She had
fallen on a corner of a piece of furniture in her
room. It was supposed at first that the injury
the medical men were apprehensive. Within an
hour, Mr. Morgan and Fanny left L——— but
their haste and their journey were alike idle ; be-
fore they got to their destination, Mrs, Morgan

- was gone—dead. I makeno remark. Death—

sudden death .in any case is sufficiently appailing.
Every other event stands utterly [beggared in im-
portance alongside of thisone. If finite capacities
tond - take. in  the v of this
monosyllable, the whole business of earth would
come to a stand.

Fanny bore up bravely till she and her father
got home again, then she gave in, fairly owver
wrought in body and mind ; it was some days be-
fore she was able to be out of bed.

Mr. Morgan's friends rose up to comfort him,
but I question if he was comforted. I daresay
some of them privately remarked that it was not a
death to be lamented ; rather, it must be a relief.
So didnot her husband and family feel it ; it was
to them a bitter beravement, much more so than
if she had gone from among them in full honour.

John and Mary, with their children, came from
New Broom—1I had little expected a visit from
them so soon—and Miss Betsy Morgan returned
also.

We were all in the drawing-room except Fanny,
who was not able to be down stairs ; Mrs. Myles
was with us, and Charles Brown was present, in
virtue of the relation in which he stood to Fanny
—have I saud, no, I don't think I have, that by
this time they were engaged to be married. It was
the evening Mrs. Morgan's remains were brought
home previous to burial. We were all sitting
hushed and silent, expecting that mute arrival,
We heard wheels stop outside, then doors open
and shut, and all was still. 2

Suddenly, the door of the room in which we
were was flung open, and in walked a man. We
all looked up and looked around except Mr.
Morgan—he was sitting in an arm-chair, with his
face bent down between his hands—he never
moved. The new comer advanced into the room,
looked around, and said, “ Quite & tamily party ;
I'm justin the nick of time.”

Mr Morgan raised his head, apparently without
being surprised, the shock of his wife's death
had killed lesser emotions ;and he said * Sandie,
do you know that your mother is dead ?”;

“Tobesure 1 do. lIcame in with her, and
saw her goup stairs quietly, and steadily enough
this time.”
““Thinkshu-ef'bmnﬁm)li-l!euy‘xlipl;

d'ye no see the distress your faither’s in ?”

Does henot see the distréss I'm in 2,
adeg bt v TEAVE Me her money

and I'll haye it, or the lion's share of it—am I to
go sneaking about without a copper and you all
rolling n riches

“ Sandie,” said Miss Betsy, “ ye've taen to
ye'rsel ither seven deevils, an’ they'll turn an’ rend
ye someday.”

“ Ask John," he said ; “ he knows about devils;
there's one escorts him to the pulpit sometimes.
My kind don't snivel and preach.”

A horrible idea crossed ‘my thoughts. Was
this man whom I had seen several times before,
and whom I at once recognized, was this the
“ Fandic” of whom Miss Betsy and Dr England
had been speaking ; and if so, who was the bro-
ther they bewailed as likely to follow his steps ?
it wasn't David, it couldn® be John—was there
still another unknown to me ?

I looked at John Morgan, he visibly trembled
from head to foot. Lizzie's eyes were ablaze with
excitement, but she spoke not. David bent his
head to the ground, and studied the carpet;
across Mr Morgan's face there wandered some-
thing that bore a dreary resemblance to a smile.
1 have seen that expression ottener than once on
the faces of men stricken with anguish, and he
said in a voice that had a far away kind of sbund,
¢ Sandie, if you have no feeling for your mother's
death, you are lost indeed.”

“ Feeling !” cried the prodigal son ; “ how long
is it since I took her watch just out of sheer
regard,” and he laughed a low, dreadful laugh ;
“ and, curse it, it only brought ten pounds ?”

Mr Morgan started as if he had been stung.
™ Miss Betsy came forward and said, “ Sandie,
it's muckle I wad do to save ye, an’ I'll never pray
for mysel’ but I'll pray for you, but I'm no a
simpleton, an, if ye dinna mak ye'resel scarce, gin
nae ither body ill do't, I'll send fora police man as
sure as you're stannin’ there—an' tak my word
for't, if ye dinna turn ower a new leafl ye'll soon
find ye'resel in a place where nae hypocrisy ‘ill
impose an’ where tickets o' leave ‘ill no be grant-
ed."

Atthis Juncture, Charles Brown rose, and
laying his weighty hand on the man's shoulder
said, “ Come, Mr Morgan, you'll go with me—you
remember me ? we are old acquaintances you
know.” Whether it was Miss Betsy's threat that
induced him to go—for though neither drunk nor
sober he was quite capable of knowing that she
would put it in execution—or whether Mr
Brown'’s strength of arm carried him from the room,

I don't know, but they went away together;
leaving behind as woe-begone aparty as I think
mmhah-dmm,vithdlvthew

| appliances.of comfort. : fortunate than o ured at their lot, they all
Ifelt gladto betake mysell up stairs,‘and Iuiwﬂnlh match or a more proper
Myles soom followed me. She sat down in her [couple could not bt found in all the country round.
old seatand began abruptly as of yore ; “ Rachel, | So all boded well, 4nd the young lovers drank of
I've had two concealments from you—the one |their cup of I to the full. '

about George Myles, and the other about my un-
fortunate brother, Alexander. I have often won-
you did not ferret both out, especially about
Sandie, after that memorable night at Leerielaw.”
“ Of the first,” 1 said, “ I never had the faintest
glimmer, the other I had turmned over and over in
mind repeatedly, but certainly the right ex-
:’_iamw to me.” - .
¢ “It was curious you didn't come to know of
him some way, for, of course, his existence is no
socret, although he is too paintul a subject for us
to speak of-—even Fanny did not know of him for
long. He is nearly ten years older than John,
and he was quite young when papa put him into
one of his shops, and how soon he went to destruc-
tion I dare not tell; at last, he had to be banish-
ed from the house, that was when Fanny was a
mere child, and after that his name was never
mentioned. But he wrote continually asking
money. Papa gave him a regular, stated sum, and
forbade us all to give him another penny. John
and David stood firm, and mamma was kept short
mghfuhamnnh.htbemtednpon-y
foclings and fears till I gave him every penny
and pound almost that 1 could scrape together.
Oh!lxhd.ith-beennhiswrydiﬂmw
conception ; I don't think one solitary spark ol

the village knew #8at Karl Kloster, the handsome
young “ Jager," #ad won the heart, and love of
sweet, pretty G hen ; and though many less

' Heaven, which/had been so lavish in its gifts to
Gretchen, had blessed her with a voice so

pure, so b and sympathetic, that the hon-
estlvillagers “ Nightingale ;* and often
as she the bright, green woods

her happy heart gave utterance to its joyousness,
in silver tones, as the water rippling over
the pebbly of the little stream which
wound its wiy through the hills and dales of her
mountain home. Moming and evening in the
beautiful spring time, the ringing notes of her ex-
quisite voice could be heard caroling forth her fa
vorite melodies, in a manner so sweet, and so
touching, that even the feathered songsters of the
forest/ would listen in silence, and droop their
tiny abashed attheir own ‘short-comlings.
In the middle of the balmy month of May, on
her eighteenth birthday, she and Karl were to be
made one, and her bright, red cheeks became a
tint decper as she thought of him she so dearly
loved, and of the happy day that was so rapidly
the gentle *“ May breezes” breathed softly through
the green foliage, and fanning ter pure white fore-
head, seemed to whispgpin her car, “happy Gre-
tchen I The bigds, the flowers, the bright run-
ning brook, with its clear pellucid wavelets, al)

kindly generous feeling is left in him. One day,
itwas before you came, Fanny came in from
school in a dreadful state. Someo(thegirhhd!
taunted her with her blackguard brother ; she had
never heard of him before, and rushed to me to
hear that it waso't true. I couldn't say that, and

I have the idea that she thinks he is dead, and if |
she does, itisaswell ; it is a mercy she wasn't
down stairs to-night, so don't speak of it at all to
her.”

“M'lnéd.‘ﬁ-hﬂmwdhho'
him quite well.”

her,—trust him, he woulda't let a fly alight if he
thought it would annoy Fanny. Alexander once
chanced upon lodgings in the house that Charles
Brown was livingin; he had an illness, and stay-
ed there two or three weeks ; Charles showed him
much attention, which, like everything else, was
entirely thrown away.”
“Lizzie, have you any other brother, I don't
know of

She could not forbear smiling. “ Rachael,’ jshe
said, “you are going to give your imagination the
reins now, I think—no, no, one of that kind is
‘wnlyeuongh."

Still this “Sandic” must be the same Miss
Betsy and the doctor spoke of ; there were too
many similar points in the history to doubt that,

’nened;il\td'ilhn-ehirym,udnin(hd

“Yes but he knows, too, not to speak of it to

their tiny voices in gladdening her heart, and
murmuring as she passed by, “Happy Gret
chen ™ Y

conversation of the two gentlemen, but also a
grand look over the Doctor’s whole garden, which,

his favorite among all his play-things, notwithstand-
il.ithdhu'.hi._uduewm’u-dy
scratched. Nobody could make Johnny believe
his “horsey” was not in every point beautiful.
The loss of its tail mas a great affliction to John-
ney, but then a great big horse migAs lose his tail
off if he switched it very hard, Johnney thought,
and his “own horsey” had been where there
WETEe a great many mosquitos.

“ What will you take for that horse Johnney!
asked the Doctor. “ My horse is lame and I want
a new one.”

“Oh, my!” said Johnney, “hecan’t go. I can't
spare him—and then he don't want to go and
leave me,” continued Johnney squeezing him
closer at the bare idea of losing him.

“Do you see that dwarf pear tree?” said the
Doctor, speaking to Johnney's father. “That's a
beauty —three pears, and only set out last year.”

Johnney started. —pears! why pears of all things
in the world Johnney loved the best. He looked,
and there on that little tree, three yellow, luscious
pears in plain sight. Why had he never seen them
before? They were—yes they were close by his

fully. Something scemed to say to him, “John-
ney Tucker, what a naughty boy you are ! and
Johnney remembered how his mother told him
ﬂl’a\ﬂ i ;M’ could look away
“qhu and see €ven a naughty thought,

1 to think, how kind the Doctor
'was to him and now itwak for him to steay
his pear. He remembered how, when he was
sick last winter, the Doctor carried him about in
his arms, and called him “his poor little lamb,”
and afterwards brought him such nice things, and
gave him a ride in his splendid sleigh, with his two
gray horses. The more he thought about it the
worse he felt.

“How dreadful naughty I was to touch it;
What shall T do?” And poor Johnney felt very
unhappy. All at once a bright thought struck
him. Maybe he could stick it on with mamma’s
“gum bottle,” that under his mothers mother's
hand had worked such wonders among his bat-
tered playthings; so, carefully hiding the pear
under a rose-bush, and leaving “ horsey” to keep
guard, he rushed up to his mother's room, and,
seizing the famous “gum bottle,” he sped back
in great haste, picking up a bit of rag on the way
to mend the bruise; and setting the bettle on a
little stone, he went to work in carnest to “repair
damages.”

First, putting a generous dose of mucilage on
the rag, he carefully put it over the unlucky cut,
patting down the edges with a “That’s the way
the Doctor does when he puts on a plaster ™—for
Johnney had great cosfidence in the Doctor's

own little break in the fence. Johnney's eyes
grew big at the sight, and he felt hot all over at
the bare possibility that the Doctor might offer ong
to him. But he cooled off and could not Help
the least bit of a“sigh when the Doctor quietly
put his hands in his pockets and walked off in the

One beautiful May moming Gretchen wander- |
ed on the banks of the little babbling bruok,

dear Karl, and of the many very happy years they
were to pass together, and how contented she

to her invocation, there came to her a power of
song, and her clear, sweet voice rang out on the
bright morning, in praise of the beautiful May, as
it had never done before.

Overcome by the excitement of the moment,
she sought the shade of & neighboring thicket,
and then, kneeling under the shade of a large tree
whose thick branches reachied nearly to the ground

but in my half roused state, 1
about the brother that had been men-
tioned.

What new arrangements Mr. Morgan made
with his first-born son, or if he made any such,
I do not know ; shortly after this he disappear-
ed; it was believed he left the country, and up
to this present time of writing, he has never
been heard of again. I have no doubt that some
few p weary th Ives in picturing forth
his imaginary fate, nor have they persuaded
themselves to drop his name from their prayers ;
it may be that these prayers have been answered,
~—the day will disclose it.

(7% be Continued.)

—— .

A LEGEND FOR SUMMER.

Many years ago there lived in the little village
of Aldorf, which lay in the deepest recessesof the
Hartz mountains, a queer, good-natured old man
named Godfrey Steiner, who first made his ap-
pearance among the simple hearted rustics o f ‘the
locality upon one dark, dreary night, some six.
teen years previous, carrying in his arms a sweel
smiling little girl of about two years of age.  Whi-
ther they came, or who they were, no one had
ever ascertained ; yet the strange devotion of the
old man to his lovely little charge, and the almos;

whilst from her pure white bosom rolled a dark
red stream currying with it her stainless soul to a
land of everlastingflowers, where the sweet “ May
breezes” shall linger around her to all eternity,

Poor Karl, who had fired the fatal shot, under
the impression that the movement in the thicket
had been caused by the presence of some of the
wild denizens of the forest Jrealized the terrible truth
in an instant. Throwing himself on his knees be-
side the dying Gretchen, he exclaimed in tones
of most intense agony,

“ Oh, meine licbehen ! Thave killed thee my
pearl ! My everlasting soul! Look upon me
and say that you forgive me™ But no answer |
came to his carnest entreaty, save the whisper of |
the breeze as it moved the golden tresses upon her
marble forchead, and melted away in the softes,

sighs.

opposite direction.
“Oh, dear! if I could only just smel/ one of

it was long before I could get her soothed into looking dreamily into its murmuring waters, bcvtbw be‘.mif.‘." pemst ¢ € £ Johaney. “Tjhey
any kind of composure. 1 had to tell her the came lost in meditation, over all her good for. '°0% * Mice,” and Johnney sighed another little
whole story ; she has never spoken of him since tune, and thought of how much she loved her “&"

Johnney’s father lifted him down and they went
into the house, but Johnney kept thinking of
those heautiful pears. “Strange I never saw them
before,” he thought to himself. “I am going out

_| to my flower-bed and will look through and may-

be I'll see them.” So with his horse on one arm
Johnney trotted along the fence to the place where
the board was broken, and putting his eyes close
up could see a glimmer of green leaves. *O,
see! said Johnney to his horse “that is a real
peartree and there are three great, greas, big
pears on it—don't I wish I had one.” But some-
thing inside said, “Johnney those pears are not
yours; they are Dr. Mason's.” “Oh, yes,” an-
swered Johnney, *“But then if I could only see
them ; they Jook so nice. 1 wonder if this little
piece of board won't move away.” So Johnney
stuffed his little, fat hand in between the two
parts of the board and-—yes, there was a loose
piece. Johnney pushed ita little and turned it
and out it came in his hand. “Why,” said John-
ney slowly, “isn't that queer? 1 did not mean to
out, but it come itself, so Il have

- wmnl ook through. ™ M -

a little afraid to look through at first and put his
horse up to reconnoitre. “What do you see
horsey?—do you—do you see any pears?” The
horse did not answer, but seemed to be looking
intently. Johnney waited a minute. “I'll bet
hesees 'um.  It's no harm to look at them—is it,
horsey?” So slowly raising himself up, he looked
through. Yes, there they were, the three beautiful
pears—one of them close by the hole in the fence.
Johnney stood still a minute. ““ I never! said
he. “That's the yellowest pear I ever saw—but
then I shan't touch it of course, because it is the
Doctor's, and it would be stealing if I took it. 1
wonder where papa is—mama has gone down to
Aunt Anna's. I wonder if that pear is soft,”
continued Johnney, looking through the fence
again. “There's no harm just to feel it,” so
through the little hand weut and took hold of a
tempting pear. “O, how ripe that is!” said ‘he
to himself. *“1 should not think the Doctor would

For years after a wretched man wandered up
and down the banks of the little rivulet, ceaseless- |
ly searching for something which he could never |
find. Summer and winter, in rain or snow, he
wandered about, searching everywhere, and moan-
ing to himself : “ Liebchen Liebchen, where art |
thou?" ,

The villagers say that on one bright spring mor- |
ning, there was heard a voice of heavenly sweet- |
ness and as the “ May breezes” brought the weird |
sounds towards them, one man, more bold than |

fabulous beauty of the young girl, constituted an
endless theme of conversations at all seasons

ery body loved them and in return for the kind
treatment invariably extended to them, old God-
frey took unalloyed pleasure in making neighbors
welcome at his neat, hospitable cottage, whilst
the best of * klaber,” “ cream,” and “ kase” was
brought forth by the willing Gretchen from the
hidden mysteries of her cool, well kept diary.

At the merry dance on the green all the young
men of the neighborhood would vie with each-
other in competing for the hand of the village
beauty and in the pauses of the giddy waltz, or
the fascipating Llandler, would whisper love
stories to the winning little enchantress ; but the
handsome maiden, with her long yellow hair and
bright blue eyes would laugh gayly, and shake her
head with mock authority at her too willing cap-
tives.

But ah! Love is fickle, and when most the
little beauty felt herself strongest against the
wiles of the treacherous boy-god, te cunning fel-
low was weaving around her a net, invisible at
first, but becoming stronger and stronger, and
plainer and plainer each day ; until, at length all

the rest, ventured toward the spot, from whence |

of | . .
the year, and at every fireside inthe village. Ev. ' they procesded, and there found uader the large

tree, near the banks of the stream, the lifeless bo-
i dy of “ Crasey Karl,” holding in his stiffened fing
| ers & long tress of bright golden hair, whilst his
| former careworn face was radiant with a smile of
serene happiness, which even death itself could
not efface.

JOHNNEY AND THE DOCTOR.

BY BEE,

next to Dr. Mason, and the gardens were

separated only by a fence. This being a
solid board fence, Johnney seldom got a glimpse
of the wonders ol the Doctor’s garden, beyond a
glimpse through a crack in a broken bit of board
close beside his own little flower bed. Occasion-
ally Johnney's father, when in deep consultation
with the Doctor on the ways and means of making
gardens in general and their own in particular,
would boost Johmney om the top of the fence
where be had the benefit not only of the scientific

J OHNNEY TUCKER'S father lived in a house

leave it on the tree. I wonder if it would drop off
ensy.” Johnney pushed it gently and then took
his hand back. “It's nothing but one little pear,
after all. I don’t believe he would care if I would
take it,” said Johnney, thoughtfully scraping the
toe of lus boot alung the side of the flower-bed.
Johnney looked at the door where his father had
gone in. He did not see anybody. He looked
at the window and nobody was there. He forgot
that the kind heavenly Father was looking at him
all the while.

“I wonder if it sticks on pretty hard,” said
Johnney ; and putting his hand through again he
pulled it gently and the pear dropped off the stem,
and Johnney fult it really in his hand. He was a
little frightened and took it quickly through the
fence to see if it was really the pear or if by some
means there was a mistake. There it was, yellow

| and luscious, in his hand ali ready to eat.

Johnney stood astonished. Now he had the
much longed for pear he hardly knew what to do
withit. In fact he was in a dilemma. In the
first place Johnney had been sick the day before,
and his mother had told him that he must not eat
any fruit ; and he knew by sad experience that
when he disobeyed his mother everything went
wrong. In the second place he was not so glad to
have the pearas he thought he should be. He
stood very still two or three minutes. How un-
comfortable he felt | He was afraid all at once
that somebody would see him. He wished the
pear was back on the tree. Somebody shut a
door. Johnney started so that he dropped the
pear, and it struck the bit of board he had pulled
from the fence and made a hole in one side of it
Johnney hastily picked it up and looked at it rue-

skill. Next he applied the brush freely to the top
of the pear; and, carefully putting it through the
fence, held it against a large leaf, saying to
himself :

“Mamma said when I stuck horsey’s ear on
must hold it still till it was dry, orit would come
oft.”

In the meantime, Mrs. Tucker had come home,
and looking for her little boy, spied him with
one arm through the fence, standing very still.
“What are you doing, my son?” she called
from the window. But Johnney could not answer,
for if he stured he was atraid the pear would
drop, and his labor would be lost.

“I wish it would dry quick ! sighed Johnney.
“My arm aches so, and I want to go in the
house.”

Mrs. Tucker looked out again, and Johnney
was standing in the same position. “What can
he be doing ?” said she, running down into the
yard. “What is my little son doing?" said she,
coming up to him and noting with some surprise
his general sticky appearance and flushed face.

“Oh ! mama,” cried Johnney, ecagerly, “I did
almeost.”

“ Almost what, my son,” said his mother.

“Oh, dear!” exclaimed Johnney in great dis-
tress, while a big tear splashed down on his hot
tace; “now its fell down, and I cant reach it'»
and two more tears started after the first one.

“We can't stick it on. deary,” said Mrs. Tuck-
er, with an effort to look sober. *‘All you can do
now is to go tell the Doctor what a naughty
thimg yow Xd, tall hiss you are sorry. We
will go into the house now.”

After a half hours talk with his mamma, Johnney
slowly went to the Doctor’s study, with “horsey "
under his arm to keep his courage up.

“Ah! my little man,” said the Doctor, looking
up. “Have you concluded to trade on the
horse?”

*“No,” said Johnney, looking down, and wink-
ing very hard. “But I broke it off; Doctor, and
I am dreadful sorry.”

“Broke what off,” said the Doctor, “the horse's
tail

“No, the pear,”” said Johnney, with much
shame and a little quiver in his voice. “ Mamma
said I must do something to make me remember
not to do such a' thing again,” he continued, in
a very subdued tone; “and I expect I'll have to
give you horsey,” and Johnney struggled mantully
with a great lump in his throat.

Now Johnney was a great favorite with the
Doctor, and I suspect he would have put all three
of the pears into Johinney’s pocket, only he thought
that might not be so well for him, so after consider-
ing a minute or two he said, “Well, Johnney, sup-
posewe make a ‘compromise’ as the men say. You
leave your horse here to-night, and I'll bring him
over in the morning."”

Johnney bereft of his horse, wandered about
dismally the rest of the day, and thought to-mor-
row moming would never come, and could not
help shedding a few tears because *‘horsey * was
not in his accustomed place beside his pillow,
But he shut his eyes “tight” and holding his
mother’s hand, said, “I gwess I'll never take a
pear again.”’

The next morning Johnney's eyes flew open
with the thought, “ Now I'll have my horsey to-
day,” and rolling over what should he see but
“horsey” himself in a chair. “My!™ said John-
ney, as his two feet hit the floor, and his two arms
went round the horse, but suddenly straightening
himself up his eyes opencd very wide and stand-
ing back he looked at “ horsey” in great wonder,
for there was a nice, new new tail fastened on
with a bright little nail.

Johnney seized the horse and bounced into  his
mother's room, “Oh! mamma, mamma,” he
exclaimed, “the Doctor has been and growed the
beautifulest tail on to my own horsey,” and John-
ney fell to hugging the horse. “Mamma,” said
he, after he had vented his feelings a little, “ Mam-
ma, I'm a/most glad Itook the Doctor's pear—
but I ain’t quite.”

“Am, Mr. Simpkins, we have not chairs enough
for our company,” said & gay wife to her frugal
husband.” * Plenty of chairs, dear, but too much

company,” replied Mr. Simpkins, with a knowing
wink,
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