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ON'TIyou think you ought to be punish-
edt' He nodded. "Ver>' wel," ID answered, Ill'Il punish you myseif. Go
and cut me a nice, straight switch," and
1 banded him myopen penknife. Round-
eed, the Imp obeyed, and for a spacethe as a prodigous cracking andsnappingostc. In a littie while he

reure with three, aiso the blade of
my knife was broken, for which he was

profusel>' apologetic.
"Now," I saîd, as I seiected theweapon fittest for the

purpose, I I arn going to strike you bard on ether band
with this stick-that is, if you thinlc you deserve it."

"Was Auntie Lisbeth neari>' drowned-really? " be

ý'Ver> neari>', and was oni>' saved b>' a chance."
"lAl right, Uncie Dick, bit me," he said, and heid out

his band. The stick whizzed and fell--once--twice. I
saw bis face grow scarlet and the tears Ieap to bis eyes,
but he uttered no sound.

"Did it hurt verv much, my Imp?" 1 inquired, as 1
tossed the stick aside.

He nodded, flot trusting bimseîf to speak, wbile 1 turned
to liht M i wasting tbree matches quite fruitiessi>'.

4 4 r r,'lhe buratt at last, struggiing manfuli>'
against his sobs " I-I'm awful' --sorry-"

"Oh, 's ail rgbt now, Imp. Shake hands!" Joyfully
the littile grimny fingers ciasped mine, and from that
moment 1 tink there grew up between us a new iuider-
standing.

"Wby, Imp, my darling you're cryingI" 1 exclaimed a
'?ice and witb a rustie of sfirts, Lisbetb was dowu before
hum on ber knees.

IlI know I am-'cause I'm awful' sorry-an' Uncle
Dick's wipped my hande-an' lin giad 1"

"Whpd your handsl" cried Lisbeth, clasping him
closer, and laring at me. 11Whipped your bands-how
dare bel Mat for?"

"'Cause 1 eut the rope an'

an' you mibt ve
drowned dead in the weir an'
l'inawfui' Fisd Uncle bick
whipped me.

"O0-b-h 1I" exclaimed Lisbetb,
and it was a ver>' iong-drawn «"oh!"
indeed.

IlI don't inow wbat made me doit," continued the Imp. "I1 'specks it
was ni> new knife-it was s;o nice an
sharp, you know."

"Weil, it 's ail rigbt now, my Imip,"
* ad funibling f or a match in a

singulari>'cluma>' manner. "IF you
ask me, I tbin we are ail better
friends tban ever-or should be. I
know 1 hould be fonder of yu
Aunitie Lisbeth even than b)efo1r
and takze greater care of ber, if 1
were you. And-and now take ber
in to tea, my Imp and-and see
that she bas plent>' to eat," and

liftn myhatI turned away.
Butf sbthwas beside me, and 1

ber hand was on my arm before I

iiame oid place-under the trees.
If ou woild care to>-to--
woldyou?"I

IIYes, do-oh do, Uncle
Dlckl " cried the Imp. "l'Il
go and tell jane ta set a

paefor you,' and b.
buddoff.

NEW READERS BEGIN HERE

white, exiles the, girl toaIFane Court in the hope of weddlng ber
to MHoce el l. icher mau=.Dick foflow, meots Llsbeth

sanutigodwli er amaill nephew, the Imp. Through the,
maichination. of the tmp lie becomnes entaugled in an altercation wth
Mr. Selwyn, corming off wth,%inLclours. Later. Mr. Sewyn tall
ta ke hi* enagement to e bath on the, water and la oui-j atdby *lk Llsbeth attends a ban, aud thI, I ,ncarceratid
or hie s dea, eds ta Dîck a pre for rescue. This effected,

snd Dlck sud the Imp eter by tat the grounds where the ballla
taklug place wher hyme lbt rmwom Dick wlns a klm.

aens br arlf don te ive toard th wr.Front this danser
Dlck.rcmcuealber altheotiirfa hi* own 1f.

live in it-an aid bouse that is Ioneiy' for a woman's
sweet presence and gentle, bus>' hands. Lisbetb!"

"And the third?'" she asked ver>' softl>'.
"Surel>r 'ou an gess tbat?"

"Nao can't, and, besidles, tbere's Doroth>' coming-
and-oýh, Dichl"

"WMy, Auntie," exclaimed Doroth>', as sbe came up,
"bow red you are! I knew >'ou'd get sunburned, l>ing in
that old boat without a parasol! But, then, site wilIdo
it, Uncie Dicic-oh, she will do it! "

CH-APTER VI.
Tuz OuTLAw

E VERYBODY knew oid Jasper Trent, the Crimean
Veteran who had heIped ta beat the "Roosians and

tbe Proosians," and who, so it was rumoured, had more
wounds on bis worn, bent body' than there were montbs
in the year.

The wbole villag was preud of aid Jasper, proud of
bis age, proud ofmis wounds,1 and proud of the medais
that shone respiendent on bis sbrtunken breast.

whîcb 1 bave afready mentioneri oce befoire.
1 tbink such ions as this must extend sorte subtie

influence on tbosewbo meet regular>' within tbeirwalls
these Sons Of the SouI, horny-handed, and for themoStîpart gre>' of bead and bient with overmuch follow-

ing of the piougb. Quiet Of voice are tbey, and pro-found>' sedate of gesture, wbiie on their wrinkledjbrows tbere sits that spirit Of caai content which Îkis given so few of us to now.
Chief amongtbese, and heid in mrac respect, was oidjasper Trent. Withintheircirlehe bad been wont tosit ensconced in hi$ elbow-chairbeside the hearh, hs blong use and custom, and flot to be usurped; and wbiiethe smoke rose siowl 1 froma their pîpe-bowls, and theale foaned in tanI<a2l at teîr ebow, wud recountsome tale of battie and sudden deatb-now in thefreezing trenches bef are Sebastopail now upon the blond-staie eghts ofInkermann. Y et, and Inoticed itwasalways towards. the end of bis second tankard, the aidmnan would ]ose the tbread of bis stor>', whatever iti*ht be, and take up the toffic of "The B'>' Jarge. "Irwas at first naturali'ePeeatohmeol

meon te uettîl rAt th bVaiet telandiord, infornedmeotheuieihathe"bFg Jrge19was none otherthanodap'soni>' son--e mani now son ot ers of age-i10though promising weli in bis yout , had "gaRte?ýrongq'-~and was a tbat moment serving a long terrn Ofim?çrisonment for burgiar>'; furtber, that on the dayof nis son's conviction aid Jasper had hadl a "stroke'and was neyer quite the saine after, ai recollection ofthe event being conxpletely bIotted from, bis mind, sotbat be persisted in tbinking and speaking of biessoinas stilla boy.
"That b'> were a wonderî" lbe wouid sa>', iookinground with a kindiing eye; wntaa4t.ak ifortun' 'e did--ob i 'e was a gen' us were t y Jarp!You, Amos Baggett, were 'e a gen'us or were 'e flot?'"'Ewer!" r. Baggett *Owd answer,witha slow nod.ýLaok'ee1 sir, do'ee sec that theer dlock? "--alShe wauld point with a bon>', tremuleus finger--" stoppedI1it were-got sum'mat wrong wi' ts inn'ards--woulan'stir a finger-.rJad it werel But that b'y Jarge 'e secit 'é did--give It a look over 'e did, an'wi' fout but 'Îstwo, 'anda set it a-going good asever I You, SÎU

ýë adn?" > rerember as 'e done it wV' 'i twO"'s? Is two 'ands1l" Suas would rePeat
"An' ts, gone ever sence" oid Jasper

a gen'us were my b'>' Jarge 'V'II corne a-narchin' back to 'is ald feyther,Is.t do.n, and as 'orne <la>, wîis lapockets tfe
Id Zi 0 z P chî p f ll 0' me> ' an' bank-notsthehanliechifan -Ikna-1knawt l aid etoehed Et buna,»te, LA. ' a f ule. ' Jap"au her base.,. And herewitb, lifting up bis aldt

cracked voice, he would strike UP
"TheBriis Geadiers"ina wbucn
the rest wouid presentIr join f ull

lustil>', waving their long-
stemmeci pipes n ui

Bit, singing the praiste
of bis scapegrace 50111
wbile bis bearers wouîu
nod soieman heads, foster-
ing old jasper's innocent
<lelusion for the sake oflbiswhite hairs and the
niedais on bis breast.

But now he was de"n
with ."thea rheurnatics,'-
and from what Lisbeth
tolid me when 1 met ber
on lier way to and from
bis cottage, it was rather
more than likel that thehigh-back~~ed e ow-chair
would icnow him nonmore.

On the oid fellow's

comifortable' for Jasper
wIa! a lonly, olnaa


