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lovc<l mid cried mt.v loudly ami tlien 
crept under it a 131 ill. Hut we." said the 
stars, "mi' as old as (lie unknown." 

lie leaned li:s ohin airainst the palm 
of his hand and looked up at them. So 
Ions lie Kiit there that bright stars set 
and new ones rose, and yet he sal on. 

Then at last he stood lip and bewail 
to loosen the "rieni" Ironi the sable. 

What did it matter about the books? 
The lust and the desire for them had 
died out. If ihoy pleased to keep them 
from him, vIk'.v niitjlit. What matter? 
It was a very little tiling. Why hate 
and struitirlo and b^lit? Let it be as it 
would. 

; Ho twisted the "riem" round his arm 
and walked back a Ions: th(? rid;;o or the 
bouse. 

By this time Uonaparte Blenkins had 
finished his dream ol Trana, and as lie 
turned liimseit round lor a fresh du;:o 
ho heard the sLcps descending the lad-
dor. IIis lirst impulse was to draw 
the blanket over his head and his le^s 
tinder bun and to shout; but, recollect
ing that the door was locked and the 
window carelully bolted, he allowed 
his head slowly to crop out anions tii 
blankets and listened intently. Who
soever it miirlit be. there was no danger 
of their Kcttm;; at him, so he clambered 
out of bod and. u'oinu; on tiploe io the 
door, applied his eye to the keyhole. 
There was nothing to be seen: so. 
walking to tlie window, ho brought his 
face as close to the glass as his nose 
would allow. 1 hero was a figure .just 
discernible. 1 he lad was not trying 
to walk soltly. and the heavy shutlling 
of the well known "vel-selioens" could 
be clearly heard through the closed 
window as tliev crossed the stones in 
the yard, lliinniKirte listened till ti:<-y 
had died awav round the corner of ;!i«• 
wason house, and, feeling that his bare 
legs wore siot; mg cokl, he jumped back 
Into bed again. 

•®i. a <:• * * * * s 
Vsi "What do von keep up in your loftV" 
Inquired Bonaparte of the Boor woman 
the next morning, pointing upward and 
elucidatinu his moaning by the addi
tion of such Dutch words as ho knew, 
for the lean Hottentot was gone home. 

"Dried skins." said the Boer woman, 
"and emptv bottles and boxes and 
sacks anil soap." 

"You dou t keep any of your pro
visions there—-sugar, now?" said Bona
parte. pointing to the sii.v.ar basin and 
then up at lhe loft. 

Tant' Sannie shook her head. 
w.;;  "Onlv salt and dried poaches." 

"Dried poaches, oh?" said Bonaparte. 
"Shut the door, my dear child, shut it 
tight." ho called out to Km, who stood 
in the dimmr room. Thou he loaied 
over the elbow of the sofa and brought 
his lace as close as possible to the IVier 
wouiiuiV and made signs of eating. 
Then lie said something she did not 
comprehend, then said. "Waldo. Waldo. 
Waldo." pointed up to the loft, and 
made smns ol eating again. 

Now an iu!:lin:i of his moaning dawn 
ed on the Boor woman's mind. To 
make it clearer he moved his legs after 
the m.'umor ol one going up a ladder, 
appeared to be opening a door, masti
cated vigorously, said. "Poaches, 
peaches, peaches." and appeared to bi-
comins down the ladder. 

It was now evident to Tant' Sanni< 

that Waldo had In .11 in her loft and 
eaten her peaches. 

To oxen; mm1 his own share in the 
proceeding* Bonaparte lay down on 
the sola and. shutting his eyes tightly, 
said, "Night, night, night." Then lie 
sat up wildlv, appearing to bo intently 
listening, mimicked with his foot the 
coming down a ladder and looked at 
Taut' K'liimo. This clearly showed 
how, roused in the night, ho had dis 
covered 1110 thelt. 

"lie must have been a great fool to 
eat my peaches," said Taut' Sannie. 
"They are lull of mites as a sheepskin 

i and as hart! as stones." 
• Bonaparte, rumbling in his pocket 

; did not even hear her remark and took 
out trom lus coal tail a little horsewhip. 

• nicely rolled tip. Bonaparte winked at 
the In Lie rhinoceros horsewhip, at tin 

' Boor woman and then at the door. 
'•••; "Shall we cat! him—'Waldo, Waldo?' 

he said. 
, ' Tant' Sannie nodded and giggled. 

There was something so exceedingly 
• humorous 111 the idea that he was go
ing to beat the boy, though for her own 

.part she did not see that the peaches 
" were worth it. When the Katlir maid 

came with the washtub, she was sent 
to summon Waldo, and Bonaparte 
doubled up the little whip and put it in 
his pocket. Then lie drew himself up 
and prepared to act his important part 

: with lure, niny gravity. Soon Waldo 
stood 111 the door and took off his hat. 

^ "Come 111. come in, my lad," said 
Bonaparte, "and shut the door behind.' 

The boy came in and stood before 
• them. 

"You need not be so afraid, child, 
said Taut' Sannie. "I was a child my-

:  self once. Its no groat harm if you 
v; have taken a lew." 

Bonaparte perceived that her remark 
was not in keeping with the nature of 
the proceedings ami of the little drama 

wi-he intended to act. Pursing out his 
lips and waving Ills hand, he solemnly 

• addressed the boy. 
"Waldo, it grieves me beyond expres

sion to have to summon you for so 
painful a purpose, but it is at the im
perative call of duty, which I dare not 
evade. I do not state that frank and 

• unreserved confession will obviate the 
necessity ol chastisement, which. If 
requisite, shall be fully administered; 
but the nature of that chastisement 
may be mitigated by free and humble 

.'confession. Waldo, answer me as you 
would your own father. In whose place 
I now stand to you. Have you or have 
you not, did you or did you not, eat of 
the peaches I11 the loft?" 

"Say you took them, boy, say you 
took them. Then lie won't beat you 
much," saul the Dutchwoman good 
naturedly, getting a little sorry for 
him. 

The boy raised his eyes slowly and 
s fixed tiiein vat .uiily upon her. Then 

, ! 

suddenly his face grow dark with i 
blood. ! 

"iso you haven't, got anything to say 
to t'.s. mv lad?" said Bonaparte, mo
mentarily torgettiiig Ins dignity and 
bending lorw'ard with a li 1 tie snarl. 
"But what I mean is nist this, my lad 
—when it takes a boy three-quarters oi 
an hour to !ul a salt pot and when at .5 
o'clock 111 the morning ho goes knock- 1 
ing about the doors of a loft it's nat
ural to suppose there's mischief in it. : 
It's certain lhere is mischief in it, and 
whore there's mischief in it must be 
taken out." said Bonaparte, grinning 
into tli<? boy's face. Then, feeling that . 
he had lallon trom that high gravity 
which was as spice to the pudding and 
the flavor ol the whole little tragedy, 
he drew himself up. "Waldo," he said, 
"confess to me instantly and without , 
reserve that you oat the peaches." j 

The boy's face was white now. His I 
eyes were on the ground, his hands j 
doggedly clasped before him. j 

"What? You do not intend to an- j 
swev?" I 

The boy looked up at them once from 
under his bent eyebrows and then 
looked down again. 

The creature looks as if all the 
devils in hell were ill it," cried Taut' 
Sannie. "Say you took them, boy. 
Young things will be young things. I 
was older than you when I used to 
eat 'bultong' in my mother's loft and ! 
get the little niggers whipped for it. j 
Say you took them." 

But the boy said nothing. 
"I think a little solitary confinement 

might perhaps ' be beneficial," said 
Bonaparte. "It will enable you, Wal
do, to reflect 011 the enormity of the sin 
you have committed against our Fa
ther in heave:), and you may also think 
of the submission you owe to those 
who are older and wiser than you are 
anil whose duty it is to check and cor
rect you." 

Saying this, Bonaparte stood up and 
took down the key of the fuel house, 
which hung on a nail against the wall. 

"Walk on, my boy," said Bonaparte, 
pointing to the door, and as he follow
ed him out he drew his mouth express
ively on one side and made the lash 
of the little horsewhip stick out of his 
pocket and shake up and down. 

Tant' Sannie felt half sorry for the 
lad, but she could not help laughing. 
It was always so funny when one was 
going to have a whipping, and it would 
do him good. Anyhow he would for
get all about it when the places were 
healed. Hail not she been beaten many 
times and been all the better for it? 

Bonaparte took up a lighted caudle 
that had been left burning' on the 
kitchen table and told the boy to walk 
before liini. They went to the fuel" 
house. It was a little stone erection 
that jutted out from the side of the 
wagon house. It was low anil without 
a window, and the dried dung was 
piled in one corner, and the coffee mil) 
stood in another, fastened 011 the top 
of a short post about three feet high. 
Bonaparte took the padlock off the 
rough door. 

"Walk in. my lad," he said. 
Waldo obeyed sullenly. One place to 

him was much the same as another. 
He had no objection to being locked 
up. 

Bonaparte followed him In aud closed 

the door carefully. lie put the light 
down on the heap of iluug iu the corner 
and quietly introduced his hand under 
his coat tails and drew slowly from his 
pocket the end of a rope, which he con
cealed behind him. 

"I'm very sorry, exceedingly sorry, 
Waldo, my lad, that you should have 
acted in this manner. It grieves me," 
said Bonaparte. 

He moved round toward the boy's 
bQck. lie hardly liked the look iu the 
fellow's eyes, though he stood there 
motionless. If he should spring on 
him! 

So he drew the rope out very care
fully aud shifted round to the wooden 
post. There was a slipknot in one end 
of the rope, and a sudden movement 
drew the boy's hands to his back and 
passed it round them. It was an in> 
stant's work to drag it twice round the 
wooden post. Then Bonaparte was 
safe. 

For a moment the boy struggled to 
free himself. Then he knew that he 
was powerless and stood still. 

"Horses that, kick must have their 
legs tied." said Bonaparte as he passed 
the other end of the rope round the 
boy's knees. "And now, my dear Wal
do," taking the whip out of his pocket, 
"I am going to beat you." 

He paused for a moment. It was 
perfectly quiet. They could hear each 
other's breath. 

" 'Chasten thy son while there is 
hope,' " said Bonaparte, " 'and let not 
thy soul spare for his crying.' Those 
are God's words. I shall act as a fa
ther to you, Waldo. I think we had 
better have your naked back." 

He took out his penknife and slit the 
shirt down from the shoulder to the 
waist. 

"Now," sitid Bonaparte, "I hope the 
Lord will bless and sanctify to you 
what I am going to do to you." 

The first cut ran from the shoulder 
across the middle of the back. The 
second fell exactly iu the same place. 
A shudder passed through the boy's 
frame. 

"Nice, eh?" said Bonaparte, peeping 
round into his face, speaking with a 
lisp, as though to a very little child. 
"Nith, 0I1?" 

But the eyes were black and luster-
less and seemed not to see him. When 
he had given 1G, Bonaparte paused in 
his work to wipe a little drop of blood 
from his whip. 

"Cold, eh? What makes you shiver 
so? Perhaps you would like to pull up 
your shirt? But I've not quite done 
yet." 

When he had finished, he wiped the 
whip again and put it back in his 
pocket. He cut the rope through with 
his penknife- and then took up the 
light. 

"Yon don't seem to have found your 
tongue yet. Forgotten how to cry?" 

pain Bonaparte, patting him on tin-
cheek. 

The boy looked up at him, not sul
lenly, not anyril.v. Tnero was a wild, 
fitful terror in the eyes. Bonaparte 
mada haste ro go out and shut the door 
and leave lum alone 111 the darkness. 
He himself was afraid of that look. 

C * <t.'. * P « 

It was almost morning. Waldo lay 
with his face upon the ground at the 
foot of the fuel heap. There was a 
round hole near the ton of the door 
whore a knot of wood had fallen out, 
and a stream of gray light came in 
through it. 

This was always the way when one !  

left things to servants, she grumbled 
to herself, but. when once she was mar
ried to her husband Bonaparte it would 
not matter whei!:er a sheep spoiled or 
110—when once his rich aunt with the 
dropsy was dead. She smiled as slio 
dived her hand into the pickle water. j 

At that instant her niece entered the 
room below, closely followed by Bona
parte. with his head on one side, smil- J 

ing mawkishly. Had Tant' Sannie 
spoken at that moment the life of 
Bonaparte Blenkins would have ruu a 
wholly different course. As it was, she 
remained silent, and neither noticed 

Ah, it was going to end at last! Xotli- ! £'1(:  open tiapdoor above their heads. 
Ing lasts forever, not even the night. I "(5it theio, my lo\e," said Bona-
How was it he had never thought of ' Pai'te, motioning Trana into her amit's 
that before? For in all that long dark ! elbow chair and drawing another close 
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night he had been very strong, had 
never boon tired, never felt pain, had 
run 011 and on, up and down, up and 
down. lie had not dared to stand still, 
and he had not known it would end. 
He had boon so strong that when he 
struck his head with all his force upon 
the stone wall it did not stun him nor 
pain him. only made him laugh. That 
was a dreadful night. When he clasp
ed his hands frantically aud prayed, 
"O Cod, my beautiful God, my sweet 
God, once, only once, let me feel you 
near me tonight!" lie could not feel 
him. lie prayed aloud, very loud, and 
he got no answer. When he listened, 
it was all quite quiet, like when the 
priests of Baal cried aloud to their god, 
"O Baal, hear us; O Baal, hoar us!" 
but Baal was gone a-hunting. 

That was a long, wild night, and wild 
thoughts came aud wont in it; but they 
left their marks behind them forever; 
for, as years cannot pass without 
leaving their traces behind them, nei
ther can nights into which are forced 
the thoughts and sufferings of years. 
And now the dawn was coming, and at 
last he was very tired. He shivered 
and tried to draw the shirt up over his 
shoulders. They were getting stiff. He 
had never known they were cut in the 
night. He looked up at the white light 
that came in through the hole at the 
top of the door aud shuddered. Then 
he turned his face back to the ground 
and slept again. 

Some hours later Bouaparte came to
ward the fuel house with a lump of 
bread in his hand. He opened the door 
and peered in. then entered and touch
ed the fellow with his boot. Seeing that 
lie breathed heavily, though he did not 
rouse, Bonaparte threw the bread 
down on the ground. He was alive. 
That was one thing. He bout over 
him and carefully scratched open one 
of the cuts with the nail of his fore
finger, examining with much interest 
his last night's work. Ho would have 
to count his sheep himself that day. 
The boy was literally cut up. He lock
ed the door and wont away again. 

"Oh. Lynda 11." said Em, entering the 
dining room and bathed in tears that 
afternoon, "I have been begging Bona
parte to let him out. and he won't." 

"The more you beg the more he will 
not." said Lynilall. 

She was cutting out aprons on the 
table. 

"Oh, but it's late, aud I think they 
want to kill him." said Em. weeping 
bitterly; and. finding that no more con
solation was to be gained from her 

cousin, she wont off blubbering, "1 
wonder you can cut out a; rons when 
Waldo is shut up like lhat." 

For ten minutes after she was gone 
Lyndall worked on quietly. Then she 
folded up her stuff, rolled it tightly to
gether and stood before the closed door 
of the sitting room with her bauds 
closely clasped. A Hush rose to her 
face. She opened the door quickly. 
Walked in aud wont to the nail 011 
which the key of the fuel room lniu 
Bonaparte and Taut' Sannie sat there 
and saw her. 

"What do you want?" they asked to
gether. 

"This key," she said, holding it up 
Bud looking at them. 

"Do you mean her to have it?" said 
Taut' Sannie in Dutch. 

"Why don't you stop her?" asked 
Bonaparte in English. 

"Why do :'t you take it from her?" 
said Tant' .Sannie. 

So they looked at each other, talking, 
while Lyndall walked to the fuel house 
with the key, her underlip bitten in. 

"Waldo," she said as she helped him 
to stand up and twisted his arm about 
her waist to support him, "we will not 
be children always. We shall have the 
power, too, some day." She kissed his 
naked shoulder with her soft little 
mouth. It was all the comfort her 
young soul could give him. 

CHAPTER XIII. 
ILK MAKES LOVE. 

"Here," said Tant' Sannie to her 
Hottentot maid, "1 have been in this 
house.four years and never been up 
in the loft. Fatter women than I go 
up ladders. 1 will go up today and \ 
see what it is like and put it to rights 
up there. You bring the little ladder 
and stand at the bottom." 

"There's one would be sorry if you 
were to fall," said the Hottentot maid, 
leering at Bonaparte's pipe, that lay 
on the table. 

"Hold your tongue, jade," said her 
mistress, trylug to conceal a pleased 
smile, "and go and fetch the ladder." 

There was a never used trapdoor at 
one end of the sitting room. This the 
Hottentot maid pushed open, and, set
ting the ladder against it, the Boer 
woman with some danger and diffi
culty climbed into the loft. Then the 
Hottentot maid took the ladder away, 
as her husband was mending the 
wagon house and needed it, but the 
trapdoor was left open. 

For a little while Tant' Sannie poked j best not to look. At last he said: 

up m front ol it, 111 winch he seated 
liimseit. "There; put your feet upon | 
the stove too. Your aunt has gone out i 
somewhere. Long have 1 waited for 
this auspicious event!" 

Trana, who understood not oue word 
of English, sat down iu the chair and i 
wondered if this was one of tho strange j 
customs of other lauds—that an old ! 
gentleman i..ay bring his chair up to 
yours and sit with his knees touching ; 
you. She had been five days in Bona- j 
pane's company anil feared the old 
man and disliked his nose. 

"How long have I desired this mo
ment!" said Bonaparte. "But that 
aged relative of thine is always casting 
her unhallowed shadow upon us. Look 
into my eyes. Trana." 

Bonaparte knew that she compre
hended not a syllable, but he under
stood that it is tho eye, the tone, the 
action, and not at all the rational word, 
that touches the love chords. He saw 
she changed color. 

"All night." said Bonaparte, "I lie 
awake. I see naught but thy angelic 
countenance. I open my arms to re
ceive thee. Where art thou, where? 
Thou art not there!" said Bonaparte, 
suiting the action to the words anil 
spreading out his arms and drawing 
them to his breast. 

"Oh, please. I don't understand." said 
Trana. "I want to go away." 

"Yes, yes." said Bonaparte, leaning 
back in his chair, to her great relief, 
aud pressing his hands on his heart, 
"since first thy amethystine counte
nance was impressed here, what have 1 
not suffered, what have I not felt? Oh. 
the pangs unspoken, burning as an ar
dent coal in a fiery and uncontaminat-
ed bosom!" said Bonaparte, bending 
forward again. 

"Dear Lord." said Trana to herself, 
"how foolish I have been! The old 
man lias a pain in his stomach, and 
now, as my aunt is out. K> lias come to 
1110 to help liini." 

She smiled kindly at Bonaparte and, 
pushing past him. went to tho bedroom, 
quickly returning with a bottle of red 
drops in her hand. 

"They are very good for 'benaauwd-
hoit." My mother always drinks them," 
she said, holding the bottle out. 

Tho face in the trapdoor was a fiery 
red. Like a tiger cat ready to spring. 
Tant' Sannie crouched, with the shoul
der of mutton iu her hand. Exactly 
beneath her stood Bonaparte. She rose 
and clasped with both arms tho barrel 
of salt meat. 

"What, rose of the desert, nightin
gale of the colony, that with thine 

amorous lay whilest the lonesome 
t-iglit!" cried Bonaparte, seizing the 
hand that held the "voulicense." "Nay, 
struggle not! Fly as a stricken fawn 
into the arms that would embrace thee, 
thou"— 

Here a stream of cold pickle water, 
heavy with ribs and shoulders, de 
scending on his head, abruptly ter
minated Ills speech. Half blinded, Boua
parte looked up through the drops that 
hung from his eyelids and saw the red 
face that looked down at him. With 
one wild cry he tied. As he passed 
out at the front door a shoulder of mut 
tou, well directed, struck the black 
coat on the small of the back. 

"Bring the ladder! Bring the ladder! 
I will go after him!" cried the Boer wo 
man as Bonaparte Blenkins wildly tied 
Into the fields. 

» * » » * : . * » 

Late in the evening of the same day 
Walilo knelt on the floor of his cabin. 
He bathed the foot of his dog which 
had been pierced by a thorn. The 
bruises on his own back had had live 
days to heal in, and, except a little 
stiffness in his movements, there was 
nothing remarkable about the boy. 

The troubles of the young are soon 
over. Tliey leave no external mark. 
If you wound the tree in its youth, the 
bark will quickly cover the gash; but 
when the tree is very old, peeling the 
bark off and looking carefully, you will 
see the scar there still. All that is 
buried is not dead. 

Waldo poured the warm milk over 
the little swollen foot. Doss lay very 
quiet, with tears in his eyes. Then 
there was a tap at the door. In an iu 
stant Doss looked wide awake and 
winked the tears out from between his 
little lids. 

"Come in," said Waldo, intent on his 
work, and slowly and cautiously the 
door opened. 

"Good evening, Waldo, my boy," said 
Bonaparte Blenkins in a mikl voice, 
not venturing more than his nose with
in the door. "How are you this even-
lug?" 

Doss growled and showed his little 
teeth and tried to rise, but his paw 
hurt him so he whined. « 

"I'm very tired, Waldo, my boy," 
said Bonaparte, plaintively. 

Doss showed his little white tooth 
again. His master went 011 with his 
work without looking round. There 
are some people at whose hands it is 
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about among the empty bottles and 
skins and looked at the bag of peaches 
that Waldo was supposed to have liked 
so. Then she sat down near the trap
door beside a barrel of salt mutton. 
She found that the pieces of meat were 
much too large aud took out lier clasp 
knife to divide them. 

"Come iu." 
Bouaparte stepped cautiously a little 

way iuto the room and left the door 
open behind him. lie looked at the 
boy's supper on the table. 
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