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ON'T you think you ought to be punish-
ed?"” He nodded. *“Very well,” I
answered, ‘“I'll punish you myself. Go
and cut me a nice, straight switch,"” and
I handed him my open penknife. Round-
eyed, the Imp obeyed, and for a space
there was a prodigious cracking and
snapping of sticks. In a little while he
returned with three, also the blade of
my knife was broken, for which he was

profusely apologetic.

“Now," I said, as I selected the weapon fittest for the

purpose, ‘I am going to strike you hard on either hand
with this stick—that is, if you think you deserve it."”

“Was Auntie Lisbeth nearly drowned—really?"’ he
inquired.

“Very nearly, and was only saved by a chance.”

“All right, Uncle Dick, hit me,” he said, and held out
his hand. The stick whizzed and fell—once—twice. I
saw his face grow scarlet and the tears leap to his eyes,
but he uttered no sound.

“Did it hurt very much, my Imp?” I inquired, as I
tossed the stick aside.

He nodded, not trusting himself to speak, while I turned
to light my pipe, wasting three matches quite fruitlessly.

“Uncle %wk," he burst out at last, struggling manfully
against his sobs, “I—I'm awful’ —sorry—""

“‘Oh, it's all right now, Imp. Shake hands!"” Joyfully
the little, grimy fingers clasped mine, and from that
moment I think there grew up between us a new under-
standing.

“Why, Imp, my darling, you're crying!" exclaimed a
voice, and with a rustle of skirts, Lisbeth was down before
him on her knees.

“I know I am—'cause I'm awful’ sorry—an’ Uncle
Dick’s whipped my hands—an’ I'm glad!" ;

“Whipped your hands!” cried Lisbeth, clasping him
closer, and glaring at me. “Whipped your hands—how
dare he! What for?”

“'Cause I cut the rope an’
let the boat go away with you,
an’ you might Kave been
drowned dead in the weir, an’
I'm awful’ glad Uncle Dick
whipped me."”

“0O-h-h!" exclaimed Lisbeth,
and it was a very long-drawn ‘“oh!”
indeed.

“I don't know what made me do
it,” continued the Imp. “I ’specks it
was my new knife—it was so nice an
sharp, you know."”

“Well, it's all right now, my Imp,”
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IX months’ respite is demanded by Aunt Agatha before Dick
Brent shall declare his love for Lisbeth. Aunt Agatha, mean-
while, exiles the girl to Fane Courtin the hope of wedding her
to Horace Selwyn, a richer man. Dick follows, meets Lisbeth

and wins the good-will of her small nephew, the Imp. Through the
machinations of the Imp he becomes entangled in an altercation with
Mr. Selwyn, coming off with flying colours. Later, Mr. Selwyn fails
to keep his engagement to take Lisbeth on the water and is sup-
planted by Dick. Lisbeth attends a ball, and the Imp, incarcerated
for his misdeeds, sends to Dick a plea for rescue. This is effected,
and Dick and the Imp enter by stealth the grounds where the ball is
taking place, where they meet Lisbeth from whom Dick wins a kiss.
While Lisbeth is asleep in an old boat, the Imp cuts the rope and
sends her adrift down the river towards the weir. From this danger
Dick rescues her at the risk of his own life.

which [ have already mentioned once before.

I think such inns as this must extend some subtle
mﬂgence on those who meet regularly within their walls
—these Sons of the Soil, horny-handed, and for the
most fpa.rt grey of head and bent with overmuch follow-
}ng odlthe plough. Quiet of voice are they, and pro-
boun' y sedate of gesture, while on their wrinkled
brows there sits that spirit of calm content which it
is %Kg:r} so few O}f1 us to know.

1el among these, and held in much respect, was old
].asper Trent. Within their circle he had l?een,wont to

S

live in it—an old house that is lonely for a woman's
sweet presence and gentle, busy hands. Lisbeth!”

“And the third?"” she asked very softly.

“Surely you can guess that?"’

“No, f’can’t, and, besides, there's Dorothy coming—
and—oh, Dick!"”

“Why, Auntie,” exclaimed Dorothy, as she came up,
“how red you are! I knew you'd get sunburned, lying in
that old boat without a parasol! But, then, she will do
it, Uncle Dick—oh, she will do it!"’

CHAPTER VI
THE OUTLAW

VERYBODY knew old Jasper Trent, the Crimean

Veteran who had helped to beat the ‘ Roosians and

the Proesians,” and who, so it was rumoured, had more

wounds on his worn, bent body than there were months

in the year.

The ‘whole village was proud of old Jasper, proud of

his age, proud of his wounds, and proud of the medals
that shone resplendent on his shrunken breast.

Isat down, and s

sitensconcedin hiselbow-chairbeside the hearth. hisb
ltc})lng usel:(md custom, and not to be usurped; and Whil’;
lefsmo € rose slowly from their pipe-bowls, and the
alefoamedin tankardsat their elbows,hewouh'i recount
(. Some tale of battle and sudden death—now in the
reezing trenches before Sebastopol, now upon the blood-
f;tlameYd heights of Inkermann. Yet, and I noticed it was
;in;vrz:)‘sv tolv:'iaxi(ig the end of his second tankard, the old
might be, atil tobs }lﬁ) tt}}l];etad e fhisTﬁtory' s

- be, ; opic of “The B'y Jarge.”

mela:dzﬁfilﬂrﬁt nz;{urally perplexed as to \Xh{)mghe could
on Or; g r.h mos Paggett, the landlord, informed
quiet that the “p'y Jarge" was none otherthan

old Jas e
_W{‘O.pf{\gu(;;\ly Son—-a man now some fortﬁ' years of age
’

e had ‘‘gone
i“r,r:g:igsonn?e':ldt “fas at that moment serving a long term of
i ks or burglary; further, that on the day

i COﬂ(;'l(jtlox:hold Jasper had had a “stroke,”

. quite the same after, all recollection of
the event being completely blotted'from his mind, so

that he is : e
b Stmall));}rflsted in thinking and speaking of his son

“That b’y were a "
round with ‘a kindlj ]
fgrtun' 'e did—oh! ’
You, Amos Baggett
'E were!”

he would say, looking
g eye; “‘went away to make 'is
€ was a gen'us were that b'y Jarge!

You, Silas
wi’ 'is two

“'Is  two
solemnly,
‘“ 4
An' it's
gone ever sence!’’
'would' croak triumphant]y.
a gen’us were m
marchin’

'ands!” Sjlag would repeat

old Jasper
; “Oh! ’e were
y b'y Jarge. 'E’ll come a-
back to ’is old feyther,

} y ; : som. 5
I said, fumbling for a match in a 1 did s0 she picked up fu”e ;i'ay, wi' 'is pqckets stuffed
singularly clumsy manner. “If you the handkerchief and ~I kna molney an’  bank-notes
ask me, think we are all better tucked it beneath the W—I knaw, old Jasper

bean't a fyle.”

friends than ever—or should be. I lace at her bosom,

know I should be fonder of your
Auntie Lisbeth even than before,
and take greater care of her, if 1
were you. And—and now take her
in to tea, my Imp and—and see
that she has plenty to eat,” and
lifting my hat I turned away.
But Lisbeth was beside me, and
her hand was on my arm before I
had gone a yard.

“We are having tea in the
same old place—under the trees.
If you would care to—to—
would you?"”

“Yes, do—oh do, Uncle
Dick!"” cried the Imp. “I'll
go and tell Jane to set a
place for you,” and he
bounded off.

“I didn't hit him very
hard,” I said, breaking a
somewhat awkward silence;
“but you see there are
some things a gentleman
cannot do. I think he
understands now."”

“Oh, Dick!"” she said
very softly. ‘“And to
think I could imagine you
had done such a thing—
you; and to think that
you should let me think
you had done such a thing
—and all to shield that
Imp? Oh, Dick! No
wonder he is so fond of

ou. He never talks of any one but you—I grow quite
{sflo;xs; sometimes. But, Dick, how did you get into that
at?’

“By means of a tree with ‘stickie-out’ branches.”

“Do you mean to say—"’

“That, as I told you before, I dropped in, as it were.”

““But supposing you had slipped?”’

“But I didn’t.”

“ And you can’t swim a stroke!”

“Not that I know of.”

“Oh, Dick! Can you ever forgive me?”

“On three conditions.”

“Well?”

“First, that you let me remember everything you said
to me while we were drifting down to the weir.”

“That depends, Dick. And the second?”

“The second lies in the fact that not far from the
village of Down, in Kent, there stands an old house—a
quaint old place that is badly in want of some one to

Any day he might have been seen hobbling along by
the river, or pottering among the flowers in his little
garden, but oftener still sitting on the bench in the
sunshine beside the door of the “ Three Jolly Anglers."”

Indeed, they made a fitting pair, the worn old soldier

and the ancient inn, alike both long behind the times,
dreaming of the past, rather than the future; which
seemed to me like an invisible bond between them.
Thus, when old Jasper fell ill and taking to his bed, had it
moved opposite the window where he could lie with his
eyes on tgg battered gables of the inn—1I for one could
understand the reason.

The ““Three Jolly Anglers” is indeed ancient, its early
records long since lost beneath the du.st of centuries; yet
the years have but served to mellow it. Men have lived
and died, nations have waxed and waned, still it stands,
all unchanged beside the river, watching the Great
Tragedy which we call “Life” with that same look of
supreme wisdom, that half-waggish, half-kindly air,

And herewith, lifting up his old
STl + . ;
‘L‘r"ll‘(}ikeg voice, he wougld Istrike u
& e British Grenadiers,” in whic

¢ rest would presently join full

lustily, waving their long-
stemmed pipes in unison.
. S0 the old fellow would
Sit, singing the praises
of his scapegrace son,
while his hearers would
nod solemn heads, foster-
m% old Jasper's innocent
del usion for the sake of his
white hairs and the
medals on his breast.

but now he was down
with “‘the rheumatics,”
and from what Lisbeth
told me when I met her
on her way to and from

1S Cottage, it was rather
more than likely that the
high-backed elbow-chair
would know him no more.
.. On the old fellow's
illness,  Lisbeth  had
promptly set  herself to
see that he was made
comfortable, for Jasper
Was a lonely old man—

ad installed a competent
nurse beside him, and
made it a custom morning
and evening to go and
see that all was well,

It was this reason that
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my r;erch I f lllglnﬁss of time she came ancgp etting E
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“ s ;
; Dnclg," she'said as we walked on side’
1 m getting quite worried aboyt that sIlde

“}/ynl;atfha? he been uptothistime?”nll' i

afraid he must be i].” T ed:

“He looked s .
reassuringly. anything but | yesterday,

“Yes, I know he

by side, “really

" 1 answered
wrinkling her bmws‘f‘?.kgu*;e]a;ggy ough,” said Lisbeth,
an enormous appetite. Ok, Dick},,it'es Z:Sflﬁe')’,eloped such
3 Y poor girl,” I rete .
M , Girl” T retorted, shaki
- genus'Boy’is distinguisheq by 11 7. 1ead, “‘the
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