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A WOMAN'S CAPRICES. 

Tjnimflj 

"Men are never so awkward, never so 
ungraceful, never so disagreeable, as 
when they are making love. A friend is 
a luxury, a husband ditto, I suppose; 
bu t that intermittent <*lass of beings de
nominated 'lover,' are terrible bores. I t 
does very well for a woman to b 'ush and 
look flustrated now and then, when oc
casions make it desirable; but to see a 
man with his face as red as a ripe cherry, 
and a real parcel of strong-mindedness, 
self-reliance and masculine dignity, done 
up in broadcloth and starched linen,quak-
ing from the top of his shirt collar, his 
mouth dry, and his tongue twisted into 
convulsions in the vain attempt to say 
something sweet—0 gracious!" 

So said saucy Sophie Lynn aloud to 
herself as she sat swinging backward 
and forward before the window, calf 
buried in the cushion of a luxuriant arm
chair, and playing v ith a small ivory fan 
which lay upon her lap. 

" I t also seems so strange, not to say 
tiresome," she continued, with a ru ning 
musical l augh , ' after one has waltzed and 
sung, quoted poetry, and talked nonsense 
with anybody till one is puzzled to know 
which of the two is the most heartless, 
one's self or one's companion, to hear him 
come plump down on the subject ot 
matrimony as though that was the legiti
mate course of every insipid acquaintance 1 
For my part I never had a lover (here 
Sophie fluttered her fan and looked 
pleased, for she had more than one) that 
I wasn't sick of after he proposed. There 
was Capt. Morris—I thought him the 
handsomest man in the who! 3 circle of 
my acquaintances, until he went on his 
knees to me and swore he should die if I 
didn't take pity on him. Somehow he 
always looked like a fright to me after
ward. Then there was Dr. Wilkins. he 
was really agreeable, and people said 
very learned! I was delighted with him 
for a while; but he spoiled i t all with 
that offer of his—what long winded ad
jectives ! and how the poorfellow blushed, 
puffed and perspired! He called me an 
'admirable creature,' and hiccoughed in 
the middle of 'admirable! ' Horrors! I 
have hated him ever since. Then there 
w a s - " 

Here Sophie staited. She heard the 
door-bell ring. With a nervous spring 
she stood before her morrior, smoothing 
down her brown hair with a haste truly 
comical. 

" I t won't do to seem interested,"' she 
said, as she took a finishing survey of her 
person in the glass, and shook out with 
her plump jeweled fingers, the folds of 
her airy muslin dress. 

The moment afterward when a servant 
entered to announce Mr. Harry Ainslee, 
she was back in her old seat by the win
dow, rocking and playing with her fan, 
apparently as unconcerned and listless as 
though that name had not sent a quicker 
thrill to ner heart, or the betraying crim
son all ever her pretty face. 

"Tell him I will be down presently," 
she said. 

The girl disappeared, and Sophie flung 
open tlie window that the cool, fresh air 
might fan away the extra rosiness from 
her complexion. Then she went again to 
the mirror, and after composing her 
bright, eager, happy face into an expres
sion of demureness, descended to the par
lor. A smile broke over her teatures, 
and she reached out both hands to the 
guest; but as if suddenly recollecting 
herself, she drew them back again, and 
with a formal bow of recognition she 
passed him and seated herself in a further 
corner of the room. 

I t was very evident that something 
was wrong with Sophie; that she had 
made up her mind either not to be pleas
ed or not to please. Could it be that she 
had foreseen what was coming?—that a 
presentiment of that visit and its result 
bad dictated the merry speeches in her 
chamber? Be that as it may a half hour 
had not elapsed before Harry Ainslee's 
hand and fortune (which latter, by-the-
way, was nothing wonderful) were in the 
same place where Capt. Morris' and Dr. 
Wilkins' had been before them. 

"The first man I ever heard say such 
things without making a fool of himself," 
muttered Sophie, emphatically from be
hind her fan, as she sat, blushed and 
evidently grati&ed, yet without design
ing any reply to the gallant, straightfor
ward speech, in which her lover had 
risked his all of hope. 

"He ought to do penance for the pretty 
way he managed his tongue. He's alto 
gether too calm to suit me." And Sophie 
shook her curly head meaningly, holding 
her fan before her for a screen. Did she 
forget what he had been saying? " I 
wonder if I could snore the way Uncle 
Jones used to in church?" she solilo
quized. "Wouldn't it be fun? and 
wouldn't i t plague Harry, if he thought I 
had been asleep while he was alking?' ' 

Sophie's blue eye danced with sup
pressed merriment as she gave two or 
three hearty breathings, and followed 
them up with a nasal explosion woithy of 
an orthodox deacon. I t was well done 
—and theatrically done—and poor Harrv 
sprung bolt upright, surprised, mortified, 
chargrined. Humane nature could stand 
i t no longer, and Sophie gave vent to her 
mirth in a burst of triumphant laughter. 

"You little witch—you mischief—you 
spirit of evil I" exclaimed the relieved 
Harry a3 he sprang to hers id e andcaughj 
her by the arm with a gr ip which made 
her scream. "You deserve a shaking lor 
your behavior!" T^en lowering his voice 
he added, gravely: 

"Will you never have done tormenting 
me? If you love me can you not be gen
erous enough to tell me so, and if you do 
not, am I not at least worthy of a candid 
refusal?" 

Words sprang to Sophie's lips that 
would have done credit to her womanly 
nature, for the whole depth of her being 
was stirred and drawn toward him as they 
never before had been toward any man. 

But she could not quite give up her 
raillery then. She would go one step 
farther trom him ere she laid her hand 
in his, and tell him he was dearer to her 
than all the world besides. So she check
ed the tender response that trembled on 
her tongue and flinging off his grasp, 
with a mocking gesture and a r inging 
laugh, darted across the room to the 

, piano. 

So she seated herself, ran her fingers 
gracefully over the key's, and broke out 
in a wild, brilliant, defiant song, that 
made her listener's ears tingle as he stood 
watching her, and choking back the in-

- dignant words that came crowding to his 
, l^ps for utterance. , 

- '-Sophie, listen to me! " said at 

length, as she paused from sheer exhaus
tion. "Is it generous—is i t jus t to trifle 
with me so—to turn into ridicule the 
emotion of a heart that offers to you the 
most reverent affections? I have loved 
you, because beneath this volatile surface 
character of yours, I thought I saw 
truthfulness and simplicity, purity of 
soul, and a warm current of tender, 
womanly feelings that would bathe with 
blessings the whole life of him whose 
hand was so fortunate as to touch its se
cret springs. You are an heiresa, and I 
only a poor student; but it that is the 
reason why you treat me so scornfully, 
you are less the noble •/1: i u , £ 
nought you." 

Sophie's head was averted, and a sus
picious moisture glistened in her eyes as 
Harry ceased speaking. Ah! why id it 
that we sometimes hold our highest hap
piness so lightly—carrying it carelessly 
in our hands, as though it were but dross, 
staking it all upon an idle caprice. 

Then she turned her countenance to
ward him again, the same mocking light 
was in her eyes, the same coquettish 
smile breathed from her lips. 

"Speak ing of heiresses," said Sophie, 
" there's Helen Myrtle, whose father is 
worth twice as much as mine. Perhaps 
you had better transfer your attentions to 
her, Mr. Ainslee. The difference in our 
dowries would no doubt be quite an in
ducement, and possibly she might con
sider your case more seriously than I 
have done." 

Like an insulted prince, Harry Ains
lee stood up before her—the hot fiery in
dignant blood dashed in a fierce torrent 
over his face—his arms crossed t ightly 
upon his breast, as if to keep his heart 
from bursting with uprising indignation 
—his lips compressed and his dark eyes 
flashing. 
_ Not till he had gone—gone without a 

single word of explanation, leaving only 
a grave "good-bye" and the memory of 
his pale face to plead for him—did the 
thoughtless girl wake to a realization ot 
what she had done. Then a Quick, ter
rible fear shot through her heart, and she 
would have given every curl on her 
brown head to have him beside her one 
short moment longer. 

"Pshaw I what am I afraid of? Ho 
will be back again within twenty-four 
hours and as importunate as ever,-' she 
mutterred to herself, as the street door 
closed after h im; yet with a sigh that 
was half a sob, followed the words, and 
could Harry have seen +he beautiful pair 
of eyes that watched him so eagerly as he 
went along the street, or the bright face 
that leaned away out through the parted 
blinds with such a wistful look as he dis
appeared, it might have been his turn to 
tr iumph. 

In spite of Sophie's prophecy, twenty-
four hours did not bring back Harry. 
Days matured into weeks and still he 
did not come, nor in all that time did she 
meet him. And now she began to think 
herself quite a martyr, and acted accord
ingly. In fact, she did almost what any 
heroine would have done under the cir
cumstances—grew pale and interesting. 
Mariana began te suggest the delicacies 
to tempt Sophie's palate. "The poor 
dear child was getting so thin." In vain 
Sophie protested that she had no appe
tite. 

In vain papa brought dainty gifts and 
piled up costly presents before" his pet. 
A faint smile or abstracted "thank you" 
was the only recompense. If s-ster Kate 
suggested that Harry's absence was in 
any manner connected with her altered 
demtanor, Sophie would toss her ring-
letted head with an air of indifference, 
and go away and cry over it houra at a 
time. Everybody thought something was 
the matter with Sophie-Sophie anions 
the rest. ° 

Her suspense and penitence became 
unsupportable at last. Sister Kate who 
had come so near the solution of the mys
tery—she knew all,so said Sophie; perhaps 
she could advise her what to do, for to 
give up Harry seemed every day more 
and more ot an impossibility. 

"Will you go into the gaiden with 
me, Kate?" she asked, in a trembling 
voice, of her sister one day, aboutamrmth 
after her trouble with Harry; " I have 
something of importahce to tell you." 

"Go away, darling, and I will be with 
you in a few moments," replied Kate, 
casting a searching glance at Sophie's 
flushed cheeks and swollen eyes. 

Running swiftlv along the garden 
paths, as it from fear of pursuit, Sophia 
turned aside into her favorite arbor, and 
flinging herself down on a low seat, bur
ied her head among the cool vines, and 
gave herself up to a paroxysm of passien-
ate grief. Soon she heard steps approach
ing, and an arm was twisted tenderly 
about her waist, and a warm hand was 
laid caressingly on her drooping head. 

"Oh, Kate, Kate! ' ' she cried, m the 
agony ot her repentance, " I 'm perfectly 
wretched. You drn ' t know why, though 
you have come very near guessing two or 
three times. Harry and I—" 

Here a convulsive sob interrupted her, 
and the hand upon her head passed over 
her disordered curls with a gentle, 
smoothing motion. 

"Harry and I"—another sob—quarrel
ed two or three weeks ago. 1 was wilful 
and rude, jus t as was natural for me to 
be. and he got angry. I don't think he 
is going to forgive me, for he has not 
been here since," 

Sophia felt herself drawn up in a closer 
embrace, and was sure Kate pitied her. 

" I would not have owned it to anybody 
if it had not been jus t as it is," she con
tinued rubbing her little white hands in
to hor eyes; "but I think I almost love 
him almost as I do you and father and 
mother. 

A kiss dropped on Sophie's glossy 
head, and tighter was she held, She 
wondered that Kate was so silent, but 
still kept her face hidden in the vines. 

"He asked me to be his wife," she con
tinued, "asked me as nobody else ever 
did—in such a manly way, that he made 
me feel as though I ought to have been 
the one to plead instead of mm. I could 
not bear that, and I answered him as I 
should not. He thought it was because 
he was poor and I was rich; and all the 
time I was thinking I would rather live 
in a cottage with him than .n the grand
est palace in the world with anv other 
man, only I was too proud to tell him so 
to his face. What can I do? Tell me, 
Kate, you are much better than I am, and 
you never get into trouble. I am sure I 
shall die if you don't ." And Sophie 
wept away. 

"Look up, dear, and I ' l l tell you." >- i 
Sophie did look up with a little start, 

and the next moment, with a little scream, 

THE ACROBAT'S REVEiNGE. 

The sun was setting behind the hills of 
Maldon, one June evening in the year 
1845, when an acroba't, with his wife, 
were seen plodding along the road to
ward the next market town. 

They were weary and sad. The acrobat 
himself was a man about thirty, of dark 
complexion, with rayen-black hair curl
ing over his forehead. His eyes weie 
black and piercing, and there was some
thing in his look which bespoke a nature 
above that of a mountebank. 

His wife was some years vounger, and 
carried an infant child on her breast. 
She too had the appearance of a person 
superior to her lot, and her face was 
comely to look upon. 

Their life was a hard one, but they bore 
ii well. Nor, as yet, had all the hard 
ships which poverty had brought into 
their door sent love, as the proverb has it, 
flying out of the window. 

They were now journeying to the mar
ket town of Maldon, and as to-morrow 
would be. market day, Duval thought he 
might come in for a portion of the moaev 
that would be changing hands. But as 
it was very desirable that he and his wife 
should have supper after a long day's 
journey, and a place to sleep in, he was 
anxious to earn a few pence in the town 
or before reaching it, and presently an 
opportunity arose by which,as he 'nought, 
he might ao so. 

Almost opposite to him, at two or three 
hundred yards' distance, was the lodge 
and noble gpteway of a gentlemen's park. 
As Duval approaced it he heard voices 
sounding high and mirthful in the air— 
the voice3 of children makidg merry, with 
their light, young hearts, and their clear, 
ringing laughter. 

As he came nearer and looked through 
the gate, he saw between twenty and 
thirty children, in holiday attire, playing 
upon the lawn before an old and sDacious 
mansion, which had belonged to the Win-
dus family for many generations, and 
was now in the possession of Sir Windus, 
the tenth baronet! and it was the birth
day of his little daughter which the chil
dren were celebrating. 

The acrobat's eyes kindled as he looked 
in at the bevy of holiiay-makers. Here 
was a grand chance tor him. Surely it 
would delight the children to see him 
flash his golden balls in the air, whirling 
them up and down, like the ever-spring 
ing stream of a fountain. Surely all the 
other wonderful things he could do 
would be the very thing for them. Surely 
the great and wealthy parents would pay 
handsomely tor the amusement of the lit
tle ladies and gentlemen. He paused for 
a moment, then slowly pushed open the 
gate, and walked in toward the lawn, fol
lowed by Ms wife. 

Had there been any one there whose 
permission he could have asked, he 
would no doubt have done so. But there 
was no one but the children themselves 
and, therefore, addressing one of the old
est, he asked her if they would like to 
see some of his feats. The girl smilingly 
replied that t h e j would; and all the little 
faces, with their great eyes, were turned 
upon the acrobat and the wonderful box 
which he took from his shoulders and 
laid upon the ground. 

And now the eyes of wonder opened as 
far as they could go. And so intent was 
his little audience in watching the acro
bat, and so intent was Duval in catching 
his brass balls, that none of them per
ceived that Sir William Windus was ap
proaching with his gamekeeper. He 
came forwaid with rapid strides, and 
when within a few paces of Duval, he 
called out to him, in a voice of thunder: 

"Vagabond! how dare you enter here?" 
For a moment Duval stood astounded 

and dumb at this sudden "interruption. 
He saw before him a gentleman much 
taller than himself, in shooting coat and 
boots, with a felt hat, norrow shouldered, 
fair, with a shaven lip and chin, but bushy 
whiskers of deep tawny hue ; his eyes, of 
a bluish gray, large and bright, and his 
bearing chat of an aristocrat, with a strong 
dash of the oully. 

"Come, pack up your trumpery and be 
gone!" said the baronet, seeing that Duval 
stood looking at him. 

But the acrobat had recovered his self 
possession, and now said, with a firm 
voice: 

"I meant no offense, your honor, nor 
to harm any one or anything belonging 
to you. I saw the children, and made 
bold to enter, thinking it would please 
tnem to see my' ' 

"Oh, that 's a very old story," said the 
baronet. "When thieves and gypsies 
prowl about gentlemen's parks we all 
know that their intentions are perfectly 
innocent." 

"Do you call me a theif, sir?" said 
Duval, his dark cheek coloring and his 
eyes flashing fire 

"Scoundrel!" exclaimed Sir William, 
his biood rushing into his face and mak
ing it in a moment red with rage; '-do 
you think I would chat logic with a 
strolling vagabond like you? I told you 
to pack up and be off. Do so at once." 

And as the baronet uttered his com
mand he raised the hand in which he 
held the whip as if about to strike the 
acrobat. 

Duval looked at him with a savage 
glare of his keen dark eyes, and slowly, 
in a deep voice trembling suppressed 
rage, said: 

"You had better not." 

"Duval, said his wife, gently pull ing 
him by the sleeve.and in a tone of mingl
ed pathos and humility, "never mind the 
gentleman. We shouldn't have come in 
without hi3 leave. ' We humbly ask your 
pardon, sir. Come, Duval, let us go." 

"Take your wife's advice, my man." 
said the gamekeeper, "and don't come 
into gentlemen's parks-no mere till such 
times as you're invited. There now; 
gather up your toggery and get out." 

While Martha and the gamekeeper had 
been speaking Duval's eyes remained 
riveted on Sir Wjlliam's, The baronet 
had dared to threaten him with a blow 
of that whip with which he was wont to 
chastise dogs. Duval would have died 
sooner than endure such a degradation, 
and he felt half inclined to spring upon 
Sir William as it waa, and show him that 
when it comes to close fighting between 
man and man, wealth and rank make no 
difference in pride of manhood or 
strength of l imb. Sir William saw the 
fierce spirit that was strugling in the ac-> 
robat's breast. H e felt that he could not 
bear the steady gaze he fixed on h im ; 

and that his proud and over bearing an 

ture had met bis match- His blood 
boiled with rage. 

"Impudent villian!" he at last ex
claimed, stamping on the ground, "do 
you dare to beard me,to browbeat me with 
your insolate look? Take that." 

And, lifting his arm, he brought down 
his whip with a thud on the acrobat's 
back that could be heard as far off as the 
Lodge. 

Mad wiih rage, frenzied Adth insult, 
Duval, with a tiger spring, rushed at the 
baronet, and dearly would Sir William 
have paid for his rash act if the acrobat 
could only have had one blow at him de
livered with the prodigious strength of 
his muscular arm and broad shoulders. 
But, as Duval rushed forward, Leo, one 
of the noblest hounds in Sir William's 
kennel, wnich had for some time watch
ed the parley between his master and 
Duval with grave, sedate face, sprang up
on the acrobat and intercepted his attack. 
Meanwhile two under gamekeepers had 
arrived. And Lady Windus, from her 
bedroom casement, saw the struggle be
tween the man and the dog, and wonder 
ed what it all could be about. 

"Down, Leo, down!" cried Sir Wil
l iam, und the dog sprang awav from the 
man and sat down bv his master's side. 

" Now put him out," said the baronet, 
as he turned away and walked off toward 
the hall. 

" I t ' s no use making any more fuss 
about it," said the good-natured game
keeper, as Duval fprang upon his feet, 
his face and hands covered with dust and 
blood. " You were wrong in the begin
ning. Be advised, and go your wav 
qu.etly." & J J 

And Duval was advised, the more eas 
ily because of the appealing look his wife 
gave him as she gently wiped the blood 
from his face. He flung his box ence 
more over his shoulders, and walked 
slowly toward the gate. He passed 
through it, closed it, and then, pausing, 
he clenched his hand, and, lifting it up 
towards Heaven, cried out, in the agony 
of liis heart : 

" My God, I only ask this favor of Thee 
—that I may one day be revenged!" 

So he and his wife resume their jour
ney. 

Presently a pony-chaise,diivenby a la
dy, was heard behind them; when i t came 
close to them, the lady drew up, and asked 
them, with slight agitation," the wav to 
Natwich; then asked Martha whether ' the 
infant she carrried was a boy or a girl, 
looked at it, kissed it, dropp'ed a sover
eign into Martha's hand, and suddenly 
drove off. I t was Lady Windus. 

CHAPTER II. 
Two years past, and a beautiful lady 

reclined upon a sofa in a large and rich
ly furnished drawing-room of a country 
mansion, every thing about which betok
ened the great wealth of the proprietor 
who sat by the window, patting the head 
of a noble mastiff, which every now and 
then looked up at its master, ana gave a 
bark, as it to ask what he could do for 
him. There was not much that dog or 
man could do for the wealthv owner ot 
Windus Park, for time had lavished on 
him all her favors—ancient de-cent, great 
wealth, a beautiful wife, and two promis
ing children. Well might Sir William 
be proud. 

Suddenly the luxurious silence of the 
room was disturbed by a loud clamor in 
the hall, in which questions were heard 
rapidly put by some one in an agitated 
voice: "Where is my lady? Where is Sir 
William?" and the next moment Emily 
Carter, Miss Joan's maid, rushed into the 
arawing-room. 

Sir William and Lady Windus started 
up . 

"What is the matter?" demanded the 
baronet. 

"Oh, Sir Will iam! oh, my lady- oh, 
my dear, good lady—" 

Aud then Emily shrieked three or four 
times running, and, turning white as 
death, fell back into the chair in a fit. 

"Heavens and earth!" exclaimed 
Sir William; "What is the meaning of all 
this? Chambers, do you know?" 

"Only. Sir William," said Chambers, 
veiy Jwly, and selecting her words 
with a precision which showed that she 
was resolved neither to under or over
state what she had heard from Emily; 
"Only, Sir William, this much. Emily 
Carter came to the door, as I were look
ing out of the lawn, and with an awful 
countenance—and every one knows what 
Emily's countenance is when Emily's in 
one of her " 

"Confound it woman! come to the 
point I" cried Sir William. 

"So, sir, she says to me," said Cham
bers, suddenly quickening her pace; "the 
children, 'says she; ' the boat,' says she: 
'where's my lad v?' And when I told her 
sir, where you and my lady was, she 
rushes in, and as mv name's Sarah 
Chambers, that's all as Emily Carter said 
to me." 

Though Ctiamber's information was 
neither copious nor distinct, i t conveved 
forcibly enough that the ctiildren were in 
danger, and that the boat had something 
to do with it. 

I t was impossible to describe the 
•ghastly hue which spread over Sir Wil
liam's face, as the thought flashed across 
his mind that his children had been 
drowned. But he had hardly time to 
realize the possibility of such a calamity, 
when in stole the curate, with a soft and 
smiling face. 

"There is no imminent danger," he said 
at once. "There is yet half an hour, 
during which it is quite possible to save 
them. But lose not a moment in send
ing a messenger on horseback to the 
nearest fisherman,bid him bring lound his 
boat directly. If you'll lend me one of 
your horses, I 'll go myself." 

Orders were given for the immediate 
saddling of a horse and meanwhile Sir 
William learned from Mr. Ling that Mas
ter William had run his boat upon a 
sunKen rock; and that the boy, with his 
sister, were now upon a point of rock a 
quarter of a mile from the shore from 
which they were cut off by the flowing 
tide. In half an hour the point on which 
they stood would be a foot below water, 
and unless a boat be procured by that 
time they would be in peril. 

In a few seconds more the saddled 
horse stood at the door, Mr. Ling mount 
ed it, and rode off 

"By this time, however, Lady Windus 
was on her way to the shore. The mo
ment she learned of the boat, she guessed 
all the rest. 

The truth, however, was that Emily 
and Miss Joan had been sent out in the 
phaeton, under the charge of the page, 
tor a drive; that William, seeing the 
equipage, ran his boat in shore; and that, 

as Emily declined to venture on account 
of her tendency to bile and her disiike of 
sharks, he took his sister, of his own 
lordly will and authority, under his pro
tection. The boat struck, filled and went 
down; and, by tne greatest good fortune, 
William, with Joan in his arms, was able 
to reach the point of rock on which he 
now stood. 

What were the feelings of Lady Win
dus when she reached the shore and be
held her children on a small spot of rock, 
with the sea all around them—smooth 
almost as as glass, it is true, but with 
tide flowing, and every minute covering 
a fresh portion of the rock on which her 
babes were standing. 

But in vain did her mother's heart 
swell within her till it was well nigh 
bursting, as she saw the little dimpled 
hands of her Joan stretched out towara 
her, and her brave boy take off his cap 
and wave it cheeringly to her with a 
manly courage, which he drew from her 
own generous blood much more than 
from his sire's. 

But could nothing be done? 
Sir William now appeared on the road 

which ran along the shore. He was fol
lowed by the old gamekeeper, bv Emily 
Carter, who had recovered, by Sarah 
Chambers, who wished to see with her 
own eyes what the precise extent of the 
danger was, by the housekeeper, the 
stable boy, and a rat-catcher who hap
pened to be passing along the road at the 
time and was drawn to the beach by that 
love of the terrible which kings, philos
ophers, high damsels and low, noble 
marquises, baronets and rat-catchtr& share 
e-pially among them. 

Well, was there no one there who 
could swim? 

Unhappily Sir William could not, nor 
the gamekeeper. The rat-catcher bein<* 
applied to by Emily Carter, looked at 
that young person solemnly for several 
seconds, and then quietlv closed his eyes, 
and thus addressed her :* 

"Young woman, do you see this here 
rat in this here cage?" 

"Well?" demanded Emily, with much 
dignity. 

"Then, unless some on you can swim 
furderer nor me, or unless a boat comes 
up, or unless something else happens, 
which I sees no promising sign on, I 
wouldn't give the life of this here rat for 
the life of them two children." 

And the tide was rising. Smooth as 
glass—smooth, spacious and smiling as 
a lying hypocrite it was risin >, and Lady 
Windus could see that it was alieady 
licking the feet of her children. 

"Look, look, Will iam!" she exclaimed, 
at the same time directing her husband's 
attention to the rock; "he lifts her up. 
The water is at their feet! My God! 
can we do nothing?" 

Yes, it was true. The water was at 
their feet. William had raised Joan in 
his arms; and as he eaw his mother 
direct the baronet's attention to them, 
he called out, though she couldn't bear 
h im: 

"All right, mamma; there's plenty of 
time yet." 

Plenty of t ime! The sea w. s flowing 
in. Often as the party on the shore 
turned their eyes in the direction in 
which Mr. Ling had ridden to procure a 
boat there was nothing insight. 

Lady Windus had fainted. Sir Wil
liam stood a picture of agony, looking 
at his children Sarah Chambers, Em
ily, and the stable boy were grouped 
round the old gamekeeper, who assisted 
them in shedding many tears, but had 
nothing better to offer 1o his young 
master and Miss Joan, though he avowed, 
and perhaps truly, that he was readv 
to die fcr them. 

The rat-catcher had seated himself on 
a stone. 

"Are those your children?" a<=ked a 
man who stood at Sir William's side, but 
whose approach had not been noticed. 

The baronot did not turn to look at the 
speaker. I t was some seconds, indeed, 
before he recognized that any one had 
addressed him, but when he did, he re
plied in a very deep whisper of despair. 

'•They are!'" 
The man's gaze was fixed upon the 

children. Sir William's was fixed upon 
him. He thought he remembered him, 
and so he did, for it was the acrobat. 

I t was Duval!—Duval, who had pray
ed for vengence as the sole lavor for 
which he would trouble heaven. I t wa 
Duval, at whose door, if he could be said 
ever to have had one, all the miseries of 
life had knocked, and at whose hearth 
they nacl seated themselves. For did not 
she, whom he had loved more than him
self—Martha—did she not lie in her 
cold grave, with her baby by her side, in 
the same pauper's coffin?" And now. 
what was left to Duval?—only to wait 
for death. Nay, something more—to live 
for revenge. 

No boat made its appearance, the tide 
had risen six inches more, and now they 
saw tne boy kneel down in the water, 
and look up as if he were praying. And 
only Duvai could save him and his 
sister—only Duvall. He alone of all who 
etood there could brek^t the flood to the 
rock and back again with the boy. 

Why not tell Sir William so? Why 
not indeed. Is not revenge sweet? 

And still the tide was rising. Lady 
Windus, restored for a moment to con 
miousness, but no sooner realized her 
position than she relapsed into insensi
bility. 

" Sir William," said Duval, " I see you 
remember me. Once I thirsted for "re
venge upon you. For two years I thirst
ed for it. Heaven has s e n t i t to me. 

A. bright light shot from his eyes as he 
said this, and then walked slowly down 
to within a few paces of the water. He 
undressed; he waded into the sea till it 
came up to his breast, and then, throw
ing himself forward struck out for the 
rock. 

We shall not describe the joy with 
which, the parents, who had watched in 
agonized suspense the acrobat's attempt 
to lescue their children, received them 
back to their arms. But while they were 
fondling them, Duval had dressed and 
slipped away. H e had regained the road, 
and was p u n n i n g his journey with a 
light step and a l ight heart, for he had 
had his revenge. 

No, not all of it . Sir William no soon
er missed him than he went in pursuit of 
him. 

" Here," exclaimed the baronet, when 
at last he came up with him, endevoring 
to put a well-filled purse into Duval,s 
hand. " Y o u have saved my children, 
and are entitled—I say entitled—to a 
reward." w " '* 

Duval drew back his hand. 

" I have bad i t !" he exclaimed, dart
ing a look of fierce and withering scorn 
at the baronet, and then turning from 
him with an expression of contempt pur
sued his journey. 

And the proud baronet stood lookino-
after him, rebuked and humbied. ** 

A Model Farm. 
Why should farming not be scientific? 

Because the manufacturer labors in a 
scientific way, his profits are greater and 
surer than the agriculturist who has neith
er machinery nor system; but it is the 
unreasonable custom of many to sneer at 
all innovations, and to look at all method
ic variations upon the old usages as the 
fanciful and unprofitable schemes of vis
ionaries with more monev than rommon-
sense. I t is the peopb "who sneer that 
are U3ually the most deficient in the latter 
quality, however; and had they a little 
more of it Shey might perceive that care
ful book-keeping and the adoption of im
proved methods and impliments are as 
necessary in farming as in any other busi
ness. 

In a side hollow oithat hill from whice 
Litchfield first became visible to us sev
eral very distinct eciioes can be obtained 
and this responsiveness of the "purple 
glens" gave a name to this farm. I t is 
Echo Farm—a pretty and poetically sug
gestive name, indeed, which conjures up 
vissions of loveliness, and sets' one to 
dreaming of entertwining vines knitting 
their pliant tendrils and sweet-scented 
leaves through the hospitable porch and 
open lattic; thecheckerd orchaidor'fruity 
abundance; the garrul us brook that 
never tires of its own monodv; the re
verberant trees that appease lire's turmoil 
with their easy undulations; lofty barns 
mossy with age; and clattering mills down 
in the seclusion of grasv hollows. 

But, alas! dear lender, model farmino-
is not idyllic or Arcadian; it is inflexibly 
utilitarian; it keeps all Its, buildings in a 
perfect state of repan ; it suboiuinates 
the picturesque, ii it ever recognizes i t ; i t 
pulls down the old mill because rh<it ven
erable is in the way of the rectangular 
new dairy; it divert* the biook horn its 
ferny course into the most commonplace 
ot earthen pipes; it tears awav the vines 
that obscure the light, and it looks upon 
every thing with a prir ot the nioht prac
tical eyes sei in a head that weighs, meas
ures, audits, analyzes with chemical ex
actness. The proprietor of Echo Farm 
conducts it as a manufactory. A record 
is kept of the milk and butter produced 
by each cow for each day, each month, 
each year; all the feed is weighed and 
the quantity enterd upon books, both that 
purchased and that modueed; and a sep
arate account is kept of the yield of each 
field. Nothing is wasted, pothing is 
done by guessing, and nothing passed 
unrecorded. The tmpjiments are of the 
latest or most approved model. Three 
sets of "horse'' hay-forks are in use by 
which hay is unloaded at the rate of a ton 
in four forkfuls and in four minutes, in
cluding in some instances the carriage of 
hay 150 feet. The other machines also 
embody some novel labor-saving princi
ples. No manure or fertilizers are found 
necessary, except the 1500 loads made 
upon the farm, and a sort of muck, of 
which there are several beds. 

The history of the larm is interesting. 
A gentleman of education, intelligence, 
and wealth came to Litchfield 8ome° nine 
years ago in search ot a summer home. 
He had the most superficial knowledge 
of farming, and entertained no intention 
of entering that business. But having 
purchased sixty-six acres and cleared 
them, he purchased additional tracts, 
which became the nucleus of Echo Farm, 
whose area is now about 400 acres His' 
interest was enlisted in the raising of 
choice stock, and beginning with a herd 
of five, he gradually increased the num
ber to 100, all the herd being pure Jer
seys, with authentic and valuable pedi
grees. The rocky fields were cleared, 
laid out, and inclosed by massive stone 
walls. Old and inadequate buildings on 
the consolidated land weie demolished, 
and new ones of improved pat 'era erect
ed. In 1873 a bam 60 feet by 35 was 
built; an addition, 100 feet by 40, was 
made the following year; and in 1875 an
other addition was made, ot 101 feet by 
35. These three buildings from the three 
sides of the barn-yard. Thty are built 
of pine upon massive granite foundations 
about two feet wide, which arc laid in ce
ment. All the wood-work is painted 
soft drab color, even the proprietor's res
idence, and the telegraph p o ^ s that line 
the roadway. 

A desire tor simplicity and durabibty 
in preference to ornamentation or showi-
ness is visible everywhere; there is no 
litter, and there are no gaps in the lences 
or walls, which are from eighteen inches 
to twenty-four in thickness^ every crevice 
being filled like a mosaic with" a stone 
that exactly fits it. Care, thrift, ana in
genuity have acted like three charms. 
When the iields were being cleared, such 
large quantities oft tone were gathered 
that some perplexity arose as to where 
they should be put Many hundreds cf 
loads were used in foundations of the 
buildings, in the fences, and filling ra
vines, but more remained, and these 
were deposited upon teveral sterile hil
locks of no vilue, where masses of swap 
grass were laid over tnem, and covered 
with a light dressing ot soil. Grass seed 
was sown upon the soil, and it took well, 
soon transforming the barren heaps to 
verdant knolls, whose blades are remark
ably hardy. I t was not so much for the 
sake of the land gained that the stones 
weie thus disposed of, but it was rather 
to prevent the formation of nurseries for 
weeds, shrubs, an I bramble?, which the 
would have quickly become. 

Two and a half acres are planted with 
beets which are the only roots feed to the 
cattle, the crop averaging 1000 bushels 
an acre, and more than 2000 tons of hay 
are housed a year.—IF. H Rideing, in 
Harper's Magazine for October. 

A German oculist rented a cottage at 
Cape May, and soon found that he was 
paying an exorbitant price for it. His 
landlord was also his milkman. One 
morning when the milkman came along 
the oculist looked him in the face and 
asked: "Vat is the matter with your 
right eye, my frent?" The milkman said 
he did not know that anything was the 
matter with i t ; but he was frightened. 
Next morning he asked the oculist to ex
amine the eye. The latter pronounced it 
very bad, and said that in less than six 
months that eye would be blind. The 
oculist treated him, and easily cured him, 
for there was nothing the matter with 
him. Then i t was a race between the 
rent and the oculist's b i l l ; bu t the oculist 
won. 
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