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CHAPTER IV.
BEFAKFAST TIME
. Out of his bed rose Cuthbert, to the tune of
the school bell, swung by the man who
cleaned the boots and thrived on pocket
money errands to the destruction of youthful
digestions.
His own mild hint yesterday, by which he
" had hoped to put his father off from grappling
questions, had stirred him into perception of
new sympathies in his nature. VZiththoughts
of his wife, and the secret to be divalged be-
fore another night should come, had mingled
{mpulses of freedom, a yearning for the
shows and struggles of an outer world,
and o placid weariness of spirit, when the
school room ross in his eyes, with the tasks
to be set and the ignordnea to ba corrected.
His resolution to proclaim his secret was &
quickening spirit in the soil of his mind,
germinating seeds there which he himself
knew not of.
“TWhy need I fear my father’s anger™ he
. thought, as he threw open his bedroom win-
ow, and stood in a stream of sweef warm

wird, fresh from the blue water; “I have |

served him dutifully, and will yet justify all
his fine thoughts of his calling by sticking to
it, if ge will love Jenny, and bear with me
for marrying ler.. If not, the world i big
enough to find me werk, surely! What Tam

" fitted for shall not trouble me; but what I

can get to do, Il do.”

This honest soliloquy
self to dressing.

Never a looking glass gave back a hand-
somer face than that jut@which ho glanced.
Such a picture of dark auburn hair, white
brow and blue eyes, bright with mind, as
would sot a heartless beauty dreaming liko a
faithful sweetheart.

And now for the day's dry work, the first
stage of which was the meeting of the boys
in the schoolrooin, to await, amid crackling
of yawnsand restless shuffling of feat, the
arrivel of Dr. Shaw in that academic gown
of his, which ke domned only to read tho
morning prayers in or to birch a boy.

Baetween prayer timeand breakfast time
there was a half hour, to employ which
profitably to his spirits, that stood sorely in
need of regenarating influences, and also to
escape his father's eyes, the twist of which,
when they all gop off their knees, he did not
relish, Cuthbert ' went into the flelds before
the house; and so, through‘the giorifying
sunshine and the narrow footway in the
barley, down to the short grass of the cliff
edge, on the swell of which he stood within &
fathom of the sheer fall.

A scene of summer beauty and morning
splendor was tkis he overlooked.

‘But Cuthbert was toiling with a glant in
his mind, ard nature was, only blue and
green to him; for there is nothing dainty to
a trounbled mind but ease, and this our young
friend could not get, neither by sitting nor
by standing.

But no usc standing moodily conjecturing
trouble. So back again to the school house
through the crops, swhich went whispering to
the passage o the wind, as though they had
snatehed a seret from it *

To the ushirs—this old-fashioned term._is
very meaning—was conceded the privilege
of breakfasting with the boys. But Cuth-
bert would. have besn glad to exchange
places with any one of them that morning,
so little fancy had he for a tete-a-teto with

| his father.

. Itiw¥as his cuty, however, to be in the room
when the boys assembled, and observe that
grace was duly said by ono of the masters,
and deliver the order for the boys to fall to.

Under the clock he stood, punctual to the
bour, and o & hungry swarm the boys
tumbled in.

Grace having been said by a bachelor of
arts, and the order to begin given, out sprang
forty hands from under the tables, and the
pyramids lost their form and substance.

Then Mnster Cuthbert, with a pleasant
smile around him, left the room.

0Qld Dr, Shaw, with his legs crossed, and
showing no prodigy of calf, bent an eye upon
his son as he entered the room that seemed
to twist round and round into him.

Cuthbert took a chair and waited, with his
father, for the servant to bring in the ham
and teapot.

Until these things were forthcoming the
doctor held his tongue,

Then, wheeling round, cup in hand and
the saucer poised on thumb and forefinger,
after an old-fashioned babit of drinking tea,
he looked Lard at Cuthbert.

] have no right yet, I suppose,” said he, in
o level voice, “to ask you to explain your
mysterious hints of yesterday?”

“Tt was understood, sir, that I should have

\, aday or two for reflection.”

“For reflection on what?” demanded the
doctor, sharply.

“In asking that, you ask all, father.”

dmlI!l

The doctor uttered the exclamation with a
most embracing emphasis.

Cuthbert made no answer.

] should be glad to have my doubts set ab
rest,” continued the doector, with a gloomy
nod of the hend, intended to serve as a chal-
lenge,

Still no reply from Cuthbert.

4Indeed!” exclaimed Dr. Shaw, with a
great deal of the schoolmaster in his face and
a flourish of the saucer, “I have a right to
demand an answer from you."”

“So you have, sir, unquestionably.”

“Then give me, ina fow werds, the mean-
ing of this change in your belinvior.”

“A few words will convey nothing.”

“Then,” shouted the doctor, “be elaborate.
@ive me prolixity if you will, so that you ex-
plail‘l.”

“Pray, sir, moderate your impatience. I
ledge mysalf to be open with you shortly.”
Dr. Shaw grew rod in the face, and de-
ited lis cup and saucer, that Le might

iculate unconstrainedly.

41 Rat,” said b, subduing the passion in

bis voice, “what I desire to know, is this
matter—in your mind, that is—not yet ripe
for confession?”

“I hawve promised to toll you”

“When, sir!”

“Possibly to-morrow.”

HSo, sir, it &5 nosecret? said the doctor,
with his eyes full of exasperntion.

“8o you will mve it," replivl Cuthbert,
searcelyv.smothering asmile.

This was stubbornness droadinlly mortify-
ing o the doetor, .

But, in any case, the hest compromise to

dohe, he betook him-

)

justify present anxiety and preserve his |
dignity in the future, was & dark Lrow and a |

chilly dem=anor.
These were not hard to come aty sud wier
their shadow breakfnst endwl,

CHAPTER V.
IMPRESSED,

Cuthbert might well le thankiul that

there would be no need {or him to meet his |

father again that day in privaey unless suin-
moned.

It was not quite clear to himsell why he
should choose to make his'and Jenny's secret
Imown to old Strangfield before he spoke to
his father; but men in mental straits yisid
often to inclination without much inquiry:
and that his father, to his way of thinking,
was, of the two doses to be swallowed, the

| more ill-favored for his honesty to gulp at,
| was the only reason he could have given
f you for carrying his bit of nows to Strang-
| fleld first,

! Into the school room he went, with his
nervous brooding and face of unpeaceful
thought, and mounted his stool, loathing the
pantomime of his actions.

At ten o'clock, with the punctuality that
Invites awe, entered Dr. Shaw; up rose the
forms and the desks to salute this head, as
wigs in the law courts spring into a flourish
of vegetation when “my lord" comes rustling
to the judgment seat. With a short bow—
for pomp is difficult to five foot six of stock-
ing and tail, though swelling with frill—the
doctor took his seat, and with a smart rap
on his desk summoned the Grecians to their
labors.

Noon was the hour for a frisk in the play-
ground.

To escape his father, Cuthbert joined the
boys, but had no heart to mingle in their
mﬁs, though nvited by some of the elder

| The English master, a cautions, reddish-
haired son of the Borderlanfl, but of speech
untainted by Erge, unhaunted by Runic
germs, came to him with a trim politeness of
air and extolled the sky. . .

“Sir,” said the English master, clapping
some book under his arm, “this is weather to
make boys fat with pleasurs.”

Cuthbert smiled.

“When I was n lad I ran most nimbly when
the sun was hottest. It must please your
father's son, Mr. Cuthbert, to see these boys
so hearty and spirited.” 5

“No doubt ie is pleased,” rejoined Cuth-
bert, listlessly.

“You will observe, sir, thut health is n
larger condition in the eyes of parents than
education.”

“It should be so.”

“One should bon boy to lead boys, Mr
Cuthbert.”

“Sometimes one gets tired of boys, though.”

“Itis plain, Mr. Shaw, that you find this
business of - tenching hoys irksome.”

“I need not deny it,” replica Tuthbert, can-
didly, with a glance round the playground.

“But—pray pardon my freedom—you are a
younger man than I, of bright promise, Mr.
Bhaw—lorgive me—and ardent, as I may
fairly presume from your abilities. T some-
times respectfully wonder that your father
does not give scope to your ambitions, and
deliver you, with such opportunitics as hi-
position warrants, to tha world yon eould
not fail to grace.”

“Ah, Mr. Saunderson, there is much to
wonder at,” replied Cuthbert, zently. *Tim~
squares everything, if we have pationce Jor
the rou~ne of phases. There ix the litrl:
baronet erying—who has been bullying him !
—with which excuse be left the Engli-h
master,

So the day wore away amd the evaning
came, end when the boys had trooped to the
dormitories Cuthbert went to his room te
prepare his mind and person for the begin
ning of a difficulty. He had no acquaint
ance with Mr. Strangfield, but knew him
well by sight, of course, as Jenny's father,
arld by hearsay as a mule of a man in preju-
dice, rancorous as a moslem in his manner of
belief, and with those disdains of blood proe-
dence and factitious rights which filled tiy
pot-houses of tho time with eloquence, and
cave a strut to the low man's stride. 8o, as
a tacticinn should who knows that big end-
are often compassed by small provisions,
Cuti¥bert dressed himself in his soberest
| apparel—a well-worn monkey jacket an!

dark small clothes—resolved, at least, with
true world cunning, that the hard-eyed Bap-
tist should find nothing foppish in his dress to
smell rankly to prepare prejudice,

Ther, with his lips twitching to the
strength of his silent arguments, cur hero
went lightly down the staircase, and softly
pussed Lis futher's study, and out by the
house door.

He had hoped to get away unseen; but lo!
in front of the garden gafe stood Mr.
Saunderson, smoking a pipe and contemplat-
ively enjoying the strong evening breeze.
The twilight was =mall, and the moon red-
dening behind the glowing foreland lamp,
Had Cuthbert chosen to wallk on Mr.
Saunderson would not have recognized him;
but in his embarrassmment be must needs
stop and spoak, whereat the master whipped
his pipe out of his mouth and stared cere
moniously.

“4A fresh eveping, Mr. Saunderson.
continue to smoke."”

41t s, I may truly say, my only Indul-
gence,” replied Mr. Saunderson, giving bis
pipe a loving shake, “There is less chance of
my being observed here by the boys, than
wero I to light my pipe at the back of the
house. You are going for u stroll, sir.”

“Ay; one cannot do without exercise."
And with a nod Cuthbert went on his way.

Mr, Saunderson looked after him earnestly,
and when the young fellow had vanished in
the folding shadows, shook his bead and he-
took himself to his pipe again, sucking

Pray

strnnglsv.

Mr. Strangfield’s house wns a long twenty
minutes' walk from Greystone school, step-
ping it Lriskly ; but even il the dust, when the
curve was compassed, that drove full in his
foce had proved no hindrance to Cuthbert,
tho obnoxic of his mission, and the
thoughts that it Lred tweaking savagely at
Lis merves, would account for tho frequent
drag of his pace.

He had passed his trysting-place, and had
turned the elbow of the road which laid the
town broad under his eye,when the sounds of
men's voices cnme up with the wind, and, in
a few moments, he perceived n crowd of per-
sons approaching him. The moon, stooping
clear of a pillow-shuped cloud, threw out a
full radiance, by which ho saw that the crowd
was & company of saliurs—some ten of them
at legst—and that they walked in two gangs,
one on cither side three men, who strode
abroast with heads dejectedly bung and thpir
hands pinioned behind them.

“Deserters,” thought Cuthbert,
| aside,

“Z2tand!” shouted a youthiul volee, “in the
king’s name! Thompson, here is a toe-nnd-
heoler for us. He'll moke the complement,
and no more swocthearts to lresk our hends
with [rying pans."

| Tho word “Stapdl” ¢ ght
| dvlivered, produdtd no effér
| wnn eould searcgly credit, Indeed, that it
| was meant for him; and he Ws passing on
| when o young man in o cloak stepped in
! front of him.
“Nuw, my lantam, turn about! You're

| wanted.”
| »Do you address me?” exclaimed Cuthbert

<o el amagze! that he Jooked behind him,
| Balf persuaded that there must b some one
| there for whom the accost was intended,

“Ym or the man in the moon, my hearty:
whoever is the nearest.”™

HSatler mye to pass you, sht”

“Now, this is 1o bad,” eried the young fel-
Lo, in o ok voiee of consolation,  * Oaths
soare wseil to, but politeness in u son of a

fa 3 £ nothitgr Tt to get Tush on tick

stepplng

very forpibly
on Cuthbert,

i

| with, L 1 tell you! Damn it, don’t
Vo cranl Kings English!™ for Cuth-
pishing past

P lwart w
¥ oy for e, Youare overstepping
ing undder an error”

A
vavs do that,  Thompson,

| & Wl argue as we

t e -whiskeral  fellow  approached

S hert, whio sprang back n yard before the
st dsd arnn

PR R R
I ouclt 1ne nt your peril!” he shoutad

“Ceane, come, take it coolly, man, Al the

feation in the world 11 do no good. ‘Lne

- wants ye, so give us your hand upon
1" With a bound the bushy-whiskered man
ey Cuthbert’s arm.

The thres pinioned mien looked on with a
dull interest: the sailors turned their tobacco
junks unconcernedly, gluncing back at the
town or up at the moon, muttering over the
wet pull before them. )

Cuthbert had ona of those nervous systems
which, in a fury, make steel of the hand and
steam engines of the muscles, His white fist
sped, Jike & spow flake on a rush of wind,
right into the bend of the man Thompson's
brow, and a pigtail wriggled in the dust, and
& pair of boots tried to hit the moon.

A pigtail wriggled in the dust.

Now, baving done this, had he used his
heels, he would have saved himself, for

he was of the build for swift running;
whereas sailors are Lad runners, though de-
cent dancers. But his chivalrous courage, not
disdaining flight, for the honorable reason
that it never thought of flight, held him
rooted, with nostrils quivering and gleaming
ayes.

Thompson of the bushy whiskers, gathered
himself off the road, and rubbing the bridge
of his nose, leoked with a cast in his cye at
the gentioman in the cloak.

"We went no bloodshed,” exclaimed that
worthy, “Thompson, Jeukins, here, three
ef you ma <e his hands fast and bring him
along.” :

This was an order not to be disobeyed under
pain of a whipping; willing backs must not
be Dbloodily plowed for Loyish obstinacy. So
thoy went with a rush; the dust soared in a8
cloud s from under the heels of u flying
horse. It was a wild fight, a mad resist-
ance, with the hardhitting which the age of
Mendoza and the slogster Crabbe made
free with. But asudden blow must end the
unfajr contest. Down went Cuthbert likea
snuff sellex’s Scotchnian under the lurch of &
drunken man, In a moment his hands were
bound; but his legs declining to exert them-
selves, he was hoisted on to the shoulders of &

couple of stout seamen and the party pro-.

ceeded smartly up the hill toward the gorge
that Jd to the sea

CHAPTER VL
THE STRANGFIELDS,

Hard by an open space of yard, rudely
railed, stood a houss of wood; a fair-sized
house, and strong as an oak-built hull.

The yard that adjoized this houso was a
shipwright's yard, and often as the tar cal-
dron belched its smoky stemch in the midst
of it, the fumes could neyer kill the sweel-
flavored smells that filled the air around
from the white deals imd shavings of the pine,
and the blocks of red-hearted onk and. teak
from India.

And now even at this stagnant season,
when the Frenchman's and the Yankee's love
of small sweet pickings was so voracious,
that theart of the British coasting trade was
a plucky coquetting with wind and Laven,

even now in this yard were the skeletons of |

two vessels—n lugger and a schooner—to he
finished, equipped, awd afloat Ly August,
under tha signed contract of Michael Strang-

fioldd, who wanted. neither pen nor witiess to

malke his word binding.
On this evening of Cuthbert’s impressment,
the master shipwright sat in the parlor of his

wooden liome, filling the room with the mist |

of navy tobaceo, In this mutter of the pipe
his flesh was wenk.

Mr. Strangfield sat in a high-backed arm- |
chajr neer the table, and opposite to him was |

bis wife,
Both of them were busy; the one with bis

vipe and a design on paper of the bull of the |

scbooner—u skoleton yet in the yurd—uand
the other with lknitting needles.

On the table, nt Mr. Strangfields elbow,
was & big horn Bible,

G Deliove,” said be, in a slow, hard voiee, |

withdrawing his pipe, and speaking slightly
throngh his nose to retain the flavor of the

tobaceo, “that the lines here el down be |

those thut'll give Mr. Wainwright the speed
he Jooks for.” He eyed the paper earnestly,

And as hoe said this he laid down the draw-
ing, and looked at Lis wife through n pair of
thick-rimmed spectacles.

The spectacfies of those days were disfigure-
ments, &5 all persous know who are familiar
with old prints and paintings.

But neither the irresistible enlargement of
Mr, Sthingfield’s eyes, nor the goblin circles
through which they surveyed Mrs. Strang-
field, could deform the stern and worn
beguty of bis countenance,

Fifty-five Lis age was, and ten years added
would still have left his days belind his face
—duoe to a half-weary expression of asceti-
cism, and the puckering of an over-hanging
brow, and an acidulated droop of the under
lip. His dark bair, well laced with white,
Luug in decent profusion over the white ccl-

lar of hixcoat, and bis attiro was gray, coarse

stockings, stout lroadeloth, furnished with

dingy metal buttons, and square-toed boats, |
with soles thik enough to warrant him ro

gkulker,

“Tf the moon wasn'y so clean I should al-
low thero was a gale of wind in the sound of
the sea.”

He yawned loudly.

“WWife, I've smoked enough, and enough is
eontentment to a thankful heart,”

He rose to place his pipe on the mantel
wlf, nud reared a figure that Lrought his
Lead close to the low ceiling.

“Jenny is in her bedroom, and there she
sits and sits.  Whaut ails the girl?

nutived her, Michael? said Mrs, St rangficld,
who, though she put her questions with n |

toueh of [rotfuluess in her veice, went on
knitting very placidly.

This was @ woman to be admired for he
pretty hands, soft eyes, and ricl: brown hair
neatly smoothed beneath a full cap.

Otherwise, her face disnrmed eriticlsm by
its vacant, goodnaturel and clicerful in-
.-iilill".)'.

Steangfield taenald tolook at Tur, and re
st hiis el

“You have seen me wiateh Ler,” sail he
“Why, therefore, do you =suy, ‘Hast thie
noticed hor, Michacel?  You nre apt tospeak
without eare, wife. Your lips go one way
and your mind another.”

“Well, well, T have my fanlts”

“Truly you have, my deur.”

“Ag gospel says, "\Who is without sin? Un-
lsés it's thee, Michael; and that one ghould

Hast thee |

know by your readiness to cast stones.”

Mr. Strangflield frowned, but was wise
enough to hold his peace.

“What ails Jenny, then?” continued the
mother. “You should know. You be a
man of long sight. I never could hide a
secret frorm thee.”

Mr. Strungfield sat for a space bebind bis
spectacles, pondering, while his wife laid
d:}:n her needles to pass her hand over her
hair.

“IWhet should be the matter with her?” de-
manded Mr. Strangfield, presently. “Her
health is sound

“] hope so!” cried Mrs, Strangfeld, ner-

vously.

“No one has been meddling with her heart,
to my lmowledge.”

“Meddle! Certainly not. Should I not
know?"

“Unless,” continued Mr. Strangfield, “she
be fallen into that state against which the

.| Apostle warned the Corinthian damsels, put-

ting it in this way—that the unmarried
soman careth for the things of the Lord:
which was, doubtless, a true thing to say
of those ancient peaple, but will not hold
now.”

Mrs. Strangfleld shook her head softly.

“If she had a sweetheart she would tell
me,” said she, looking rather vaguely, how-
ever, 8t her husband, as a woman might
whose conscience does not place her perfectly
at ease.

T could not imagine that she would not,”
safd the Lusband, sternly.

“As to Mrs. Mead's gossip, it's idler than
the wind, Being kuown to her somehow,”
continued Mrs. Btrangfield, who was not
very ensily ropressed, and who, when she had
a point to got at, always traveled to it along
the most roundabout paths—“for the chit
will not explain how their acquaintance be-
gan—is it not proper that Mr, Shaw, who is
a born gentleman and knows manners, should

-| take off his hat to her and pass a pleasant

word when they meet? Now, through some
blockhead meighbor, Mother Mend hears of
their talxing on the bench, whither Jenny
bad gone for shells for a pin cushion. And
tome she comes witha wise tossing of the
nose. But, says I, ‘Ma’am, I am my daugh-
ter’s miother, and what concerns me shall be
my proper trouble, under Providence, that
our neighbors may have full timo for their
own aflzirs,! That was well said Michael,
dost thee not thinki”

“Let Mrs. Mead Lewars how she meddle
with Jeuny’s mame! But there should be
no eause, neither for her nor any other gossip,
to talk."

“Cause!” cried Mrs, Strangtield, opening
her mild eyes, with a little toss of the knit-
ting neodies. “A pretty pass, truly, if 2,
Shaw eanuot pull off his’ hat to Jenny, and
praise the weather, without his politeness Liis-
ing called a cause. A cause to set Mrs.
Mead's tongue going! You need not stand
on your head to do that.”

4I'l not have Mr. Shaw's name chimed
with my weneh's,” exclaimed Strangfield.
“Beelzebub himself is not harder onus than
the doctor up at the schoolhouse." )

“Dear heart alive, I Imow naught of Mr.
Shaw," exclaimed Mrs, Strangfisld, with a
corner glance at her husband.  “1f Jenny has
set him gaping, bis mouth is not the only one
her beauty has opened. Ilike to look at bis
bandsome face in the street when I meet him,
and his eyes never were matched for the blue
of them. These are the Lord’s doings, and a
woman may admire the works of creation, T
hope. But Jenny would not make asweet-
heart of him without opening her heart to
ml\."

“What does Jenny do in her bedroom all
these Hoursi” said he. “These mopings bave
come upon her since her return from Syden-
ham. Did she leave her heart Lebind her
thegef] :
. “¥ow, how you talk! Wers that so, would
not Rachel have writteni” :

“Jane, Jane, I do not like thy hnbit of flec-
ing. It isan old taint of sauciness.”

P11 go and call Jenny, and she shall argue
with thee berself,” said Mrs, Strangfield,
quite unruffied by ber husband's reprimand.
|~ Sheput down her knitting, and leisurely
| rising, with a pretty waddls left the room.
| Up the stnircase, avide enough for a big
| house, she went, and, with o smart turn of
| the door handle, entered a bedroom. Hero
| all was dark, until a few moments’ gazing
exposed Jenny's figure seated at the window,
with the windy moonlight strcaming upon
her and the sununer gale tossing her hair.

“Jenny, Jenny!” exclaimod Mrs, Strang-
fleld, ndvancing quickly, “what sickness art
thou courting at that open window, foolish
child?—letting the cold wind fill your bones!
Come away from the dranght, and shut the
window. Fathor wants thee down stairs.”

It is pst nine, mother. What does father
want? I like this cool wind, and the stars

H
|
|
|
|
i
i !
are pretty to watell, ruming among the
| clouds.” ;
I “Father does not understand your moping.
| Here have you been sitting for above an
! hour, We hnve been talking about thee, and
l he has some questions to ask.”

“What questions?”  exclaimed the girl,
| L.t me stay bere, mother. It will
|

quickly.
What questions has

he time for bed soo.
father to nsk '
| _“Why, you speak ws if you were scuredl
! Jenny, if you would (ly in the faceof the
! Lord, the way to do it is to flout thy mother.
i What ails you? A dozen times I havo asked,
| and you say nothing afls you. Are you not
| well? Is there somesceret to trouble you!
II Are you weary of home! Come down, come
| down, and open your heart to your purents.”
| And saying this she took Jenny's hand, but
finding it cold as stone, cried out, “Sce, now,
if this wind will not put thee in a sick bed!”
And in a little passion of anxiety and annoy-
unee, she closed the window sharply.
| The sweet and faithiful heart, bidden to
wateh for her husband's coming, felt the
closing of the window to DLe the trus ending
of her hopes and fears for that night. It
| was o repriove that left deep yearning and
| faint Leartedness and sorrowiul wonder
Never had he failed her hefore. It could not
| Le fear #hat made him shirk the interviow he
bad himself planned; neither fear of her
father, nor want of passionate love for bor
| With cars strpining to cateh at every sound,
| she gazed through the closed window at tha
| vision of dancing lights witheut, nnd the
Iflare of the moon sweeping leyond the
| elouds and silvering the fossing topsof the
| by trees,

“What guestions bas  father o ask,
! mother!”
[ “Why, what these mopes signify. Tie

| doubts if yon brought your leart back with
| ¥ou from Sydenham.  But [ say it wos
| your spirits you left there,”
“Mother, Jet mw be here. T nm Jow in
Lepirits tonight,  Father wonld ensily make
me ery, amd what would he think to s me
in tears!”
“Tenny, just tell me this, then, that T may

nswer him when T 2o downstairs—hath Mr.

haw talked soft things to thee?  Come,
teome, speak up, my chilil Surely, T nend
fnot be angry, if your beanty lis plisisnd
Chimy, md Be has saddened ron with fonlish
s Tancles, Is that it! We will make you smile
Dneain when we know what troubles you,
| swiethenrt!”

MWhy do yon say 1 mope wnkam low
learted, mother? Is not my laugh merry!
| A nat a clieerful help o you in the honse?
| One ennnt always be glad. — The noise of the

sea, and the cry of the wind to-night, and
ithe struggling of the sweet moon with the
clouds have—have—" She faltered, and con-
tinued, In & voice as soft us a flutg's—"Some-
times one hns pleasant sorrows which one

likes to nurse, There is no reason that I
should mope. I can feel very happy. Alb,
dear Lord! would that he had come and
saved me from another doy of fear!” And
breaking out thus, sha threw her head upon
her mother's breast and cried.

But Jenny wept rarely—at least, in her
mother’s sight; therefors, tfie honest lrosom
on which her faco was hidden was rent by
the unaccustomed sobs, and anxious, plain-
tive sympathy spoke in- the poor woman’s
voice, ns she exclaimed, with her pretty
fingers tenderly kneading the girl's rich hair:

“Oh, my child, my dearie! yon will break
iy heart with your misery! What is your
fear! Has any one wronged you! Kind
Lord, what trouble is this that fath come
upon you! Jenny, Jemny, raise up your
eyes—see Dow bright the moon shines in
the room; it makes thy hair like yellow
silk. Oh, my pretty lnmb, who is he that
hath not come! and what is thy fear, Jenny "

Now, the door of the bedroom and the door
of the parlor both standing open, aml the
staircase measuring but a small space be-
twixt the low Aoor aud the passage, it was
searcely possible that Mr, Strangfield, sitting
in expectation of his daughter's arrival,
should fail to cateh his wife's words.  YWhen,
therefore, in her clear, pained voies, she
cried, “Who is he that hath not come?” angl
“That is thy fear, Jenny!” up ross the mas-
ter shipwright, and the staircase groaned
under his boats,

Jenny, hearing him coming, drew away
from her mother with a quick movement of
terror, and backed throngh the glare of
moonlight into the shadow near the Ledstead.

“Wife,” exclaimed Strangfield, in hisstrong

voice, “how 1s it that Jenny iloes not come to
moi"
*To which no reply was vouchsafed. He
advanced by astride and said, “What has
the girl been saying, and what is her fear!
Jenny, come forth, Iean see you standing
there. Give me thy hand, foolish wench,
and now down stairs with us all. If thero
be aught to fear, pray that the Lord may
deliver us from evil.”

So speaking, lm hell forth his hand, and
the shrinkinr girl, not daring to disobey,
came to him fearfully and dropped fingers of
ice into his palm.

As they went down the stairs there was a
lifetime of suffering in Jenny's thoughts.
For what now was she to do! MMust she con-
fess under the crushing gazs of her father's
eyes! Beyond her strength of vioice, beyond
control of passigpnte weeping, would the
confession take her, Cuthbert would be here
anon—to-morrow, surely—anid shift the heavy
1oad of her seeret npon himse'f.  And with
him at band those stern eyes would not be
terrifying, nor the anger unbearable.

“Now, my girl,” snid he, his voicn insen-
sibly softening under the beauty of hi: only
child, “speak boldly, and acknowledge the
trouble that has coms to you. I will tell
you,” laying u forefinjer on his thumb,
Uwhen this habit of moping first beeame vis-
ible to me: that was o full month before we
sent you to your aunt Rachel. That visit
did not improve thee, but, on the contrary,
has made thes worse, Now you have your
date, and so you shall not be at o loss for the
renson.

The girl tried to meet her father’s eyes,
whereof the severity appearad intensified by
the spectacle rings that eoncentrated their
forces of fire and feeling; but tostand to
them hardily was an impossible feat; ber
gaze went downward, and in a searcely au-
dible tone she replied: “I do not mope,
father; sometimes I like to be alone.”

“Bg honest, wench, be honest!” exclaimed
Strangfiold, harshly. “What was the menu-
ing of those words your mother was repeat-
ing just nowt"

i Jenny, thoy were, 'Would that he had
come and saved me from another day of
fewr" whispered Mrs, Strangfiell. “Havo
no fear, my pretby.  Thy father is stern, bub
he loves thee.”

“Jenny, will yyou answer me or wol?”

The girl refused to spenk,  Then Mr.
Strangfield repeated his question, and her
lips turned pale, asunder tho pressure and
torment of w thousand words which they
would not part to deliver, and one most tear-
ful, wildercd, pleading look she cast arouni.
Her father watehed her steadily, and with
an ever-tdeepening shadow on his face. Her
want of speech was want of honesty, he
thought, and his mouth took a sullen curve.

“Jane, spenls to her. She may answer
thee,”

I lnve questioned her, Michael Jenny,

Jenny, answer thy father, dear heart, Tell
him thy trouble!” and she snatched at her
Lreast with  Loth lands, erying: “Ob,
Michnel, what has come to our child?”

“Jenny, will you answer me or not!"

CFather, you shall bo answerad, but not
Ly nue ™

“Who is he that should have come and
gaved you from another day of fear "

w(, father,” eried the poor girl, clasping

hor hiands, "have pity on me—ln not ques-
tion me now.,”

“Not question yon!” ruturned Straugfield,
in an inexorable tone, “Not question youl
What has happened to yon, that you are not
to be questional by yonr father!”

She shook her head and sighed, with alow
monn in her sigh, Al that she Il the
cournze to speak the truth now, awl intrep-
idly muke Derself known! Dut it was ber
husband that should speak for her, and e
wonld Le liern to-morrow surely! Oh, she
might b sure,

SChilil,” he crind, in a grating voies, T
lave nsked you for the truth, Have it I
will, if it cost thee and me our lives!”

To say which, awl in his bitter energy, he
jerked Lis body forward, whereat the girl
shricked  nnd” Leeame  hysterical.  “OD,
mother!  Oh, mother! what would haddo to
me? Oh, mother!  Oh, mother! save mu
from him?!™ and with wild alternate sobbing
amd lnushter she backed away from the
table, until she folt Ler mother's arms about
her, when she fninted, as o person  dics,
with horrid sudilenness,

ro BECONTINUED)

Wi, M. Johnson, i colored preacher,
at Stoke's Dridge, Darlington, was sent
to juil Satnrday. chargel with digging
into a smoke-house and stealing hawms.
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SLAUGHTER

THIS MONTH

IN FINE DRESS G00DS.

The eritieal time in the Dress Goods trade

of the seasonhas arrived and

HENRY KOHN

will not delay the usual

CUT

Which hie makes in the prices of his Spring
Dress Goods Stock in onler to elose them
out!

Those who desire to get the most for their
MONEY

always respond 1o my uotiee of “CUT

PRICES.”

Casheres, Plaids, Albertross, French
Bazes, Mikado Suitings and Tricot Cloths,
have been reduced fully 25 per cent, to re-
duee the stoelk.

R

51
Fine White Embroidered Lobes in boxes
from =450, $2.75 and §35, these prices are

vne hall of former price.

SHOLS.

IHENRY KOHN'S new Shoes and Slip-
pers, the best and eheadest stoek ever offer-
ed in the City.

NOSHODDY SHOES!
NO TRASILSIOES!

HENRY KON stogk of Ribbons and
Laees, is beyond comparison, the largest
il eheapest assortient in the Cily,

RUGS, MATTINGS AND SHADES,

styele sund paetent rollers complete Tieents,

Goents reinfores! shivts, linen fronts Jv
RBILEH :

Nouse in talking, HENRY KON leads
in the Clothing trmle for Men, Doys and
Children, e sure and look when youw want
asuil of Clothing,

Thonsaieds of Bareainsin Corsets, Fans,
Dionesties, Cissimicrs, &e., Himited space
forbids the mention of,

FE COSTS NOTIINg TO LOOHK.

It will save vou money o do s,

HENRY KOHN,

LEADEL OF LOW PRICES,



