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The Story Teller.
SIEGE OF THE BLACK COTTAGE.

. 'To begin at the beginning, I must take you

' back to the time after my mother’s death,
when my only brother had gone to ses, when
my sister was out at service, and when I lived
alone with my father in the midst of a moor
in the west of England.

The moor was covered with great limestone
rocks, and intersected here and there by
streamlets. The nearest habitation to ours
was situated about a mile and = half off,

. where & strip of the fertile land stretched out

into the waste like s tongue. Here the out-
buildings of the great Moor Farm then in the
possession of my husband’s father, began.
The farm-lands stretched down gently into a

beautiful rich valley, lying nicely sheltered | p

by the high platform of the moor. When the
ground began to rise again, milea and miles
away, it led up to a ocountry house called
_Holme Manor, belonging to s gentleman
named Knifton. Mr. Knifton had lately
married a young lady whom my mother had
nursed, and whose kindness and frienship for
me, her foster-gister, I ghall remember grate-
fully to the last day of my life. These and
other slight i it is nmecessary to my
story that I should tell you, and it is also
necessary that you should be specially careful
to bear them well inmind.

My father was by trade a stone-mason.
His cottage stood a mile and  half from the
nearest habitation. In all other directions
we were four or five times that distance from
neighbors. Being very poor people, this lone-
ly situation had one great attraction for ue—
wo lived rent free on it. In addition to that
advantage, the stones, by shaping which my
father gained his livelihood, lay all about him
at his very door, 0 that he thought his posi-
tion, solitary as it was, quite sn enviable one.
I can hardly say that I sgreed with him,
though I never complained. I was very fond
of my father, and mavaged to make the best
of my loneliness by being useful to him.
Mrs. Knifton wished to take me into her ser-
vice when she married, but I declined, un-
willingly enough, for my father’s sake. If I
had gone away, he would have had nobody to
live with him; and my mother made me
promise on her death-bed that he should never
be left to pine away alone in the midst of the
bleak moor.

Our cottage, small as it was, was stoutly
and snugly built with stone from the moor as
a matter of course, The walls were lined in-
side and fenced outside with wood, the gift of
Mr. Kniftoh's father to my father. This
double covering of cracksand ¢revices, which
would have been superfluous in & sheltered
position, was absolutely necessary, in our ex-
posed situation, to keep out the cold winds,
which, excepting just the summer months,
swept over us continually all the year round.
The outside boards, covering our roughly-built
stopowalls, my father protected against the

pecially when it was seen from a distance,
and 0 it had come to be called in the neigh-
borhood, even before I was born, The Black
Cottage.

I have now related the preliminary partic-
ulars, which it is desirable that you should
know, and may proceed at once to the pleas-
anter task of telling you my story.

One cloudy autumn day, when I was rather
more than eighteen years old, a herdsman
walked over from Moore Farm with a letter
which had been left there for my father. It
came from a builder living at our county
town, half a day’s journey off, and invited my
father to come to him and give his judgment
about an éstimate for some stone-work on a
very large scale. My father’s expenses for
loss of time were to be paid, and he was to
have his share of employment afterward in
preparing the stone. He_was only too glad,
therefore, to obey the ions which the
letter contained, and to prepare at once for
his long walk to the county town.

Considering the time at which he received
the letter, and, the necessity of resting before
his return, it was impossible for him to avoid
being away from home one night, at least.
He proposed to me, in case I disliked being
left alone in the Black Cottage, to lock the
door and to take me to Moor Farm to sleep
with any one of the milkmaids who would
give me & share of her bed. I by no means
liked the notion of sleeping with a girl I did
not know, and I saw no reason to feel afraid of
being left alone for only one night; so I de-
clined. No thieves had ever come near us;
our poverty was protection against them ; and
of other dangers ‘there were none that even
the most timid person ceuld apprehend. Ac-
cordingly, I got my father’s dinner, laughing
at the notion of my taking refuge under the

“protection of a milkmaid at Moor Farm. He
started for his walk as soon a8 he had done,
sayig he should try and be back by dinner
time the next day, and leaving me and my cat
to take care of the house.

“*Y hiad cleared the table and brightened up
the fire, anid* had sat down to my work with
the eat dozing at my feet, when I heard the
trampling of horses, and, running to the
door, saw Mr. and Mrs. Knifton, with their
behind them, riding up to the Black
Cottage. It was part of the young lady’s
kindness never to neglect an opportunity of
coming'to pay me & friendly visit, and her
hashand gas general® willing to accompany
her for % wife's sake. I made my best cour-
tesy, therefore, with a great deal of pleasure,
but with no particular surprise at seeing
them. They dismounted and entered the
laughing and talking in great spirits.
I soon heard that they were riding for the
ssme county town for which my father was
boand, gnd that they intended to stay with
some friends thiye for a few days, and to re-

turn home on horseback, as they went out.

I heard this, and I also discovered that
they had been having an argument, in jest,
about some money-matters, as they rode along
so our oottage. Mrs. Knifton had accused
her husband of inveterate extravagance, and

_..tlzt;neukl't being able to go out with money in
is ‘pocket without spending it all, if he
m;wmld, before he got home again. 1;10:
Knifton had laughingly defended himself by
declaring that all his pocket-money went in
presents'for his wife, and that if he spent it
lavishly, it was under her sole influence and
intendence.
“We are going to Cliverton, now,” he said

to Mrs. K.niﬂo.n, paming the county town,  having no fear of the consequences of refusing |
and warming himself at our poor fire just as them drink, because I knew that plenty of}

own grand hearth. “You will stop to admire
| every pretty thing in every one of the Cliver-
' ton shop-windows; I shall hand you the
purse, -and you will go in and buy. When
we have reached home again, and you have
bad time to get tired of your purchases, you
will clasp your hands in amazement, and de-
clare that you are quite shocked at my habits
of inveterate extravagance. I am only the
banker who keeps the money; you, my love,
are the spendthrift that throws it all away

“«Am I, sir?” said Mrs. Knifton, with a
Jook of mock indignation. “We will see if T
am to be misrepresented in this way with im-
punity.” Bessie, my dear,” (turning to me),
“gou shall judge how far I deserve the char-
acter which that unscrupnlous man has just
given to me. I am the spendthrift, am I?
And you are only the banker? Very well.
Banker, give me my money at once, if you
lease.”

Mr. Knifton laughed and took some gold
and silver from his waistcoat pocket.

“No, no,” said Mrs. Knifton, “you may
‘want what you have .got there for necessary

Is that all the money you have
about you? What do I feel here #” and she
tapped her -husband _on the chest, just over
the breast pocket of his coat.

Mr. Knifton laughed again, and produced
his pocket-book. His wife snatched it out of
his hand, opened it, and drew out some bank-
notes, put them back again immediately, and,
closing the pocket-book, stepped across the
room to my poor mother’s little walnut-wood
book-case, the only bit of valuable furniture
about the house.

“What are you going to do there?” asked
Mr. Knifton, following his wife.

Mrs. Knifton opened the glass door of the
book-case, put the pocket-book in & vacant
place on one of the lower shelves, closed and
locked the door again and gave me t.lT\e key.

«You called me a spendthrift just now,”
ghe said. “There is my answer. Not ome
farthing of that money shall you spend at
Cliverton on me. Keep the key in your pocik-1
et, Bessie, and, whatever Mr. Knifton may
say, on no account let him have it until we
call again on our way back. No, gir, I won't
trust you with that money in your pocket in
the town of Cliverton. I will make sure of
your taking it all home again, by leaving it
here in more trustworthy hands than yours

you say to that asa lesson in economy, in-
flicted on a prudent husband by & spendthrift
wife?”

She took Mr. Knifton’s arm while she spoke,
and drew him away to the door. He protest-
od and made some resistance, but she easily
carried her point, for he was far to fond of
her to have & will of his own in-any trifling
matter between them. Whatever the men
might say, Mr. Knifton was amodel husband
in the estimation of all the women who knew

him. ;
«You will see us as we come back, Bessie.

Till then you are our banker, and the pocket-
book is yours,” cried Mre. Knifton, gayly, at
the door. Her, huband lifted her into the,

mounted hi , and away they both
galloped over the thoor as wild and happy as
a couple of children. )

Although my being trusted with money by
Mrs. Knifton was no novelty (in her maiden
days she always employed me to pay her dress-
maker’s bills), I did not feel quite easy at
having s pocket-book full of bank notes left
by her in my charge. I had no positive ap-
prehensions ubout the safety of the deposit
placed in my hands, but it was one of the odd
points in my character then (and I think it is
gtill) to feel an unreasonably strong objection
to charging myself with money responsibili-
ities of any kind,even tosuit the convenience
of my dearest friends. As soon as I was left
alone, the very sight of the pocket-book be-
hind the glass door of the book-case began to
worry me, and instead of returning to my
work, I puzzled my brains about finding &
place to lock it up in, where it would not be
exposed to the view of any chance passers-by
who might stray into the Black Cottage.

This was not an easy matter to compass in
& poor house like ours, where we had nothing
valuable to put under lock and key. Aﬂerl
ranning over various hiding-places in my
mind, I thought of my tea-caddy, a present
from Mrs. Knifton, which I always kept out
of harm’s way in my own bed-room. Most
unluckily, as it afteward turned out, instead
of taking the pocket-book to the tea-caddy, I
went into my room first to take the tea-caddy
to the pocket-book. I only acted in this round-
about way from sheer thoughtlessness, and se-
verely enough I was punished for it, as you
will acknowledge yourself when you have
read more of my story.

I was just getting the unlucky tea-caddy
out of my cupboard, when I heard footsteps
in the passage, and, running out immediately,
saw two men walk into thekitchen—the room
in which I had received Mr, and Mrs. Knif-
ton. Ienquired what they wanted, sharply
enough, and one of them answered immedi-
ately that they wanted my father. He turn-
od toward me, of course, as he spoke, and I

ized him as a stone-mason going among
his ‘comrades by the name of Shifty Dick.
H” bore a very bagd character for every thing
but wrestling, a sportfor which the working-
men of our parts were famous all through the
county. Shifty Dick was champion, and he
had got his name from some tricks in wrest-
ling, for which he was celebrated. He wasa
tall, heavy man, with a lowering, gcarred face,
and huge hairy hands—the last visitor in the
whole world that I should have been glad to
see under any circumstances. His companion
was a stranger, whom he addressed by the
name of Jerry—a quick, dapper, wicked-
looking man, who took off” his cap to me with
mock politeness, and showed, in so doing, a
very bald head, with some very ugly-looking
knobs on it. I distrusted him worse than I
did Shifty Dick, and managed to get between
his leering eyes and the book-case, as I told
the two that my father was gone out, and
that I did not expect him back till the next
day.

'{'he words were hardly out of my mouth
before I repented that my anxiety to get rid
of my unwelcome visitors had made me in-
cautious enough to acknowledge that my father
would be away from home for the whole
night.

Shifty Dick and his companion looked at
each other when I unwisely let out the truth,
but made no remark, except to ask meif I
would give them a drop of cider. I answer-
ed sharply that I had no cider in the house,

until we ride back. Bessie, my dear, what do i
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quarry. The two looked at each other again
when I denied having any cider to give
them, and Jerry (as I am obliged to call him,
knowing no other name by which to distin-
guish the fellow) took off his cap to me once
more, and, with a kind of blackguard gen-
tilly upon him, said they would have the
pleasure of calling the next day, when my
father was at home. I said good afternoon
as ungraciously as possible, and, to my great
relief, they both left the cottage immediately
afterward. .

As soon as they were well away, I watched
them from the door. They trudged off in
the direction of Moor Farm ; and, as it was
beginning to get dusk, I soon lost sight of
them.

Half an hour afterward Ilooked out again.

The wind had lulled with the sunset, but
the mist was rising, and a heavy rain was be-
ginning to fall. - Never did the lonely pros-
pect of the moor look so dreary as it looked

Naver-did I

@any slight thing more ‘sincerely than I then

the leaving of Mr. Knifton’s pocket-
book in my charge. I cannoteay that I suf-
fered under any actual alarm, for I felt next
to certain that neither Shifty Dick nor Jerry
had got a chance of setting eyes onso small a
thing as the pocket-book while they were in
the kitchen; but there was a kind of vague
distrust troubling me—a suspicion of the
night—a dislike of being left by myself,
which I never remember having felt before.
This feeling 8o increased ‘after I had closed
the door and gone back to the kitchen, that,
when I heard the voices of the quarrymen as
they passed our cottage on their way home to
the village in the valley below Moor Farm,
I stepped out into the passage with & momen-
tary notion of telling them how I was situa-
ted and asking them for advice and protec-
tion.

I had hardly formed this ides, however, be-
fore I dismissed it. None of the quarrymen
were intimate friends of mine. I had a nod-
ding scquaintance with them, and believed
them to be honest men, as times went. But
my own common sense told me that what lit-
tle knowledge of their characters I had was
by no means sufficient ‘o warrant me in ad-
mitting theminto my confilence in the matter
of the pocket-book. I had seen emough of
poverty and poor men to know what a terrible
temptation a large sum of money is to those
whose whole lives are passed in scraping up
gixpences by weary hard work. It is onme
thing to write fine sentences in books about in-
corruptible honesty, and another thing to put
those sentiments in practice when one day’s
work is all that & man has to set up in the
way of an obstacle between starvation and his
own fireside.

The only resource that remained was to car-
ry the pocket-book with me to Moor Farm,
and ask permission to pass the night there.
But I could not persuade myself that there
‘was any real nocessity for taking such a course
as this; and, if the truth must be told, my
pride revolted at the idea of presenting my-
gelf in theicharacter of & coward before the
people at tHfarm. . Timidityis thought m&-
er a graceful attraction among ladies, but
among poor women it is something to be
laughed at. A woman with less spirit of her
own than I had, and always shall have, would
have considered twice in my situation before
she made up her mind to encounter the jokes
of plowmen and the jeers of milkmaids. As
for me, I had hardly considered about going
to the farm before I despised myself for en-
tertaining any such notion. “No, mo,” I
thought, “I am not the woman to walk a mile
and a half through rain, and mist, and dark-
ness, to tell & whole kitchenful of people that
I am afraid. Come what may, here I stop
till father gets back.”

Having arrived at that valiant resolution,
the first thing I did was to lock and bolt the
back and front doors, and see to the security
of every shutter in the house.

That duty performed, I made a blazing
fire, lighted my candle and sat down to tea,
as snugly and comfortable as possible. I
could hardly believe now, with the light in
the room, and the sense of security inspired
by the closed doors and shutters, that I had
ever felt even the slightest apprehension ear-
lier in the day. Isang as I washed up the
tea-things, and even the cat seemed to catch
the infeggion of my good spirits. I never
knew the pretty thing so playful as it was
that evening.

The tea-things put by, I took up my knit-
ting, and worked away at it so long that I
began at last to get drowsy. The fire was so
bright and comforting that I could not muster
resolution enough to leave it and go to bed.
I sat staring lazily into the blaze, With my
knitting on my lap—sat till thie splashing of
the rain on the outside, and the fitful, sullen
sobbing of the wind grew fainter and fainter
onmy ear. The last sounds I heard before I
fairly dozed off to sleep were the cheerful
crackling of the fire and the steady purring
of the cat, as she basked luxuriously in the
warm light on the hearth. Those were the
}aat sounds before I fell asleep. The sound
‘that woke me was & bang at the front door.

I started up, with my heart (as the saying
is) in my mouth, with a frightful momentary
shuddering at the roots of my hair—I started |
up breathless, cold and motionless, waiting in
the silence I hardly knew for what, doubtful
at first whether I had dreamed about the bang
at the door, or whether the blow had really
been struck on it.

In 2 minute or less there came a second
bang, louder than the first. I ran out into
the passage.

“Who's there ?”

“Let us in,” answered a voice, which I re-
cognized immediately as the voice of Shifty

Dick.
“Wait a bit, my dear, and let me explain,”

said a second voice, in the low, oily, jeering
tones of Dick’s companion—the wickedly clev-
er little man whom he called Jerry. “You
are alone in the house, my pretty little dear.
‘You may crack your sweet voice with screech-
ing, and there's nobody mear to hear you.
Listen to reason, my love, and let us in. We
don’t want cider this time—we only want a
very neat-looking pocket-book which you hap-
pen to have, and your late excellent mother’s
four silver teaspoons, which you keep so nice
and clean on the chimney-piece. If you let
us in we won’t hurt a hair of your head, my
cherub, and we promise to go away the mo-
ment we have got what we want, unless you
particularly wish us to stop to tea. If you
keep us out, we shall be obliged to break into
the house, and then—"

“And then,” burst in Shifty Dick, “we’ll

pleasantly as if he had been standing ou his A men were atwork within hail in a neighboring ! mash you!”

&
8

rograt.].

“Yes,” said Jerry, “welll mash you
beauty. But you won’tdrive us to doing
will you? You will let us in?” Y

This long parley gave me time to recover
the effect which the first bang at the door had
produced on my nerves. The threats of the
two villains would have terrified some women.
out of their senses, but the only result they
had, thank God, a strong spirit of my own,
and the cool, contemptuous insolence of the
man Jerry effectually roused it. ¢

“You cowardly villians!” I screamed at
them through the door. “You think you|
can frighten me, because I am only & poor]
girl left alone in the house.
thieves, I defy you both!
strong, our shutters are thick.
keep my father’s house safe, and keep it I
against an army of you!”

You may imagine what
when I vapored and blustered in that wa
I heard Jerry laugh, and-Shifty Dick' 5Wg
a whole monthful of oaths. Then there
a dead silence for a minute or two, sad
the two ruffians attacked the door.

I rushed into the kitchen and seized
poker, and then heaped

You ragam
Iam here to

th

wood on the fire, and
lighted all the candles I conld find, for I felt
as though I could keep my courage better if E
had plenty of light. Strange and improba-~
ble as it may appear, the next thing that at-
tracted my attention was my poOr Pussy,

crouched up, panic-stricken in & cormer. .1
was 80 fond of the little creature that I took?
her up in my arms and earried her into my.
bedroom, and put her inside my bed. A
comical thing to do in & situation of deadly
peril, wasitnot? But it seemed quite natural
and proper at the time. -

All this time the blows were falling faster

e

produced on me was violent indignation. I

Our bolts are
will”
a passion I waa:'ina"ii

readful suspicions now beset me of their

ing able to accomplish by treachery what
they had failed to effect by force. Well as I
knew the cottage, I began to doubt whether
there might not be ways of cunningly and 8i-

vided. The ticking of the clock annoyed me;
the crackling of the fire startled me. I look-
od out twenty timesin s minute into the dark
[corners of the passage, straining my eyes,
holding my breath, anticipating the most un-
likely events, the most impossible dangers.
Had they really gone, or werethey still prowl-
ing about the house? Oh! what a sum of
Miioney I would have given only to have

uffin | known what they were about in that interval

of silence! .
" T was startled at last out of my suspense in
“the most awful manner. A shout from one
em reached my ears on a sudden down

the kitchen chimney. It was so unexpected
d s0 horrible in the stillnessthat Iscreamed
the. fizst, time singe theattack on the house.
 worst forebodings had never suggested fo
o that the two villains might mount upon
“Tet us in, you she devil,” roared & voice
down the chimney.
There was another pause. The smoke from
the wood fire, thin and light as it was in-the
red state of the embers at that moment, had
evidently obliged the man to take his face
from the mouth of the chimney. I counted

I bthe seconds while he was, as I conjectured,

getting his breath again. In less than half a
minute there came another shout:
“Let us in, or we'll burn the place down
over your head!” ‘ :
Burnit? Burnwhat? There was nothing
easily combustible but the thatch on the roof,
and that had been well soaked by the heavy

on the door. They were dealt, as I conjec-
tured, with heavy stones picked up from the:
ground outside. Jerry sang at his wicked
work, and Dick swore, As I left thebed-
room after putting the cat under cover, I
heard the lower panel”of the door begin to
crml:. ¢ :
I ran into the kitchen and huddled our
silver spoons into my pocket; then took the
unlucky book with the bank-notes and put it
in the bosom of my dress. I wasdetermined to
defend the property confided to my care with
my life. Justas I had secured the pocket-
book I heard the door splintering, and rushed
into the again with my heavy kitch-
en poker lifted in both hands. :

I was in time to see the bald head of Jerry,
with the ugly-looking knobs on it, pushed into
the passage through a great rent in one of the
lower panels of the door.

“(Fet out, you villain, or I'll brain you on
the spot!” I screeched, threatening him with
the poker.

Mr. Jerry took
faster than he put it in. o

The n.xt thing that came through the »
was & long pitchfork, which they darted:
mefrom the outside, to move me from the
I struck at it with all my might, and the

4 his head out again mudi' i

rain which had now fallen incessantly for
‘more than six hours, Bum the place over
my head? How?

While I was still casting about wildly in
my. mind to. discover what possible danger
thare could be of fire, one of the heavy stones
.placed on the thatch to keep it from being
up by high winds came thundering down
‘the chimney. It scattered the live embers on
the hearth all over the room. A richly-fur-
nished place, with knickknacks and thin mus-
lin about it would have been set on fire im-
"mediately. - Even our bare floor and rough
gl::b:iture gave out & smell of burning at the
first shower of embers which the first stone

. For an instant I stood quite horror-struck
!beﬁ:re this new proof of the devilish ingenu-
ity of the villians outside. But the dreadful
'danger I was now in recalled me to my senses
nediately. There was a large canful of
| water in my bedroom, and I ran in at once.to
fotch it. Before I could get back to the
itchen & second store had been thrown
down the chimney, and the floor was smoul-
dering in several places.

had wit enough to let the smouldering go
for a Mmomentor two more, and to pour the
hole of my canful of water over the fire be-

must have j the hand of Shifty Dielg rd égﬂd‘ma £qu the chimney.
to his yery shoulfer, for I ‘heard him give'3 i live embers on She I easily disposed
roar of rageand pain. Before he conld catcigGLas that., Theman on the roof must have

at the fork with his other hand I had drawn,
itinside. By this time even Jerry lost his

temper, and awore more awfully than Dick j2

himgelf. . :

Then there came another minute of respite.
I suspected they bad gone t6 get bigger stones,
and I dreaded the giving way of the whole
door. Fl

Running into the bedroom as this fear be-
get me, I laid hold of my chest of drawers,
dragged it into the passage, and threw it down|
against the door. On the topof thatI heaped |
my father’s big tool chest, three chairs and a
scuttleful of coals; and last I dragged out the
kitchen table and rammed it as hard as I
could against the whole barricade. They
heard me as they were coming up to the door;
with fresh stones. Jerry said, “Stop & bit I
and then the two consulted together in whis-
pers. I listened eagerly, and just caught
these words: -

“Let's try the other way!”

Nothing more was said, but I heard their
footsteps retreating from the door.

Were they going to besiege the back door

e fire as’I putit ouf,
Rid have feltthe ghang. produced in the air
the mouth of the chimney, for after thé
third stone had descended no more followed
it. ~As for either of the ruffians themselves
dropping down by the same road along which
the stones had come, that was notto be dread-
ed. The chimney, as I well knew by our ex-
perience in cleaning it, was too narrow to give
passage to any one above the size of a small

boy.

{Iooked upward as that comforting reflec-
tion crossed my mind—I looked up and saw,
a8 plainly as I see the paper I am now writing
*on, the point of & knife coming through the
{inside of the roof just over my head. Our
cottage had no upper story, and our rooms
had no ceilings. Blowly and wickedly the
knife wriggled its way through the dry inside
thatch between the rafters. It stopped for a
while, and there came & sound of tearing.
That, in its turn, stopped too; there was a
t fall of dry thatch on the floor; and I

Tsaw the heavy, hairy hand of Shifty Dick,

armed with the knife, come through after the

lently entering it against which I was not pro- P

{fnllen fragments. He tapped at the rafters

I had bardly asked myself that question, with the back of the knife, as if to test their
when I heard their voices on the other side of 'strength, Thank God, they were substantial
house. The back door was smaller than the and close together. Nothing lighter than a
front, but it had this advantagein the way of hatchet would have sufficed to remove any

now !

strength—it was made of two solid oak boards
joined lengthwise, and strengthened inside by |
heavy cross pieces. It had no bolts like the|
front door, but was fastened by a bar of iron

fitting at either end into the wall. !

“They must have the whole cottage down |
before they can break in at that door!” I,
thought to myself. And they soon
as much for themselves. After five minutes
of banging at the back door they gave up
any further attack in that direction and cast

awful to hear.

window-seat to rest for & moment. - Suspens
and excitement together were beginning
tell upon me. The perspiration broke out
thick on my forehead, and I began to feel the!
bruises I had inflicted on my hands in mak-
ing the barricade against the fromt door. I
had not lost a particle of my resolution, but I
was beginning to lose strength. There was a
bottle of rum in the cupboard, which my
brother the sailor, had left with us the last
time he was ashore. I drank a drop of it.
Never before or since have I put anything
down my throat that did me half so much
good as that precious mouthful of rum !

I was still sitting in the window-seat dry-
ing my face, when I suddenly heard their
voices close behind me. :

They were feeling the outside of the window
against which I was sitting. It was protected
like all the other windows in the cottage, by
iron bars. I listened in dreadful suspense for
the sound of filing, but nothing of the sort

on frightening me easily into letting them in;
and had come unprovided with house-break-
ing tools of any kind. A fresh burst of oaths
informed me that they had recognized the ob-
stacle of the iron bars. I listened breathless:
ly for some warning of what they were going
to do next, but their voices seemed to die away
in the distance. They were retreating from
the window. Were they also retreating from
the house altogether? Had they givenup the
idea of effecting an entrance in despair?

A long silence followed—a silence which
tried my courage even more severcly thun the
tumult of their first attack on the cottage,

running across it in a slanting direction, and:

their heavy stones down with curses of fury| co
| cept my father’s big stone-saw, which was far

I went into the kitchen and dropped on th%tg‘o heavy and unwieldly to be used on the

part of them.

The murderous hand was ctill tapping with
the knife when I heard a shout from the man
|Jerry, coming from the neighborhood of my
father’s stone-shed in the back yard. The
hand and knifedisappeared instantly. I went
to the back door and put my ear to it, and
listened.

found out| Both men were now in the shed. I made

the most desperate efforts to call to mind what
tools and other things were left in it which
might be used against me. But my agitation
confused me. I could remember nothing ex-

of the cottage. I was still puzzling my
FSrains, and making my head swim fo no pur-
pose, when I heard the men dragging some-
“thing out of the shed. At the same instant
that the noise caught my ear the remembrance
flashed across me like lightning of some beams
of wood which had lain in the shed for years
past. I had hardly time to feel certain that
they were removing one of these beams before
I heard Shifty Dick say to Jerry,

“Which door?”

«“The front” was the answer. “We've
cracked it already ; we'll have it down now
in no time.”

Senses less sharpened by danger than mine,
would have understood but too easily, from
these words, that they were about to use the
beam as a battering-ram against the door.
When that conviction overcame me I lost
courage at last. I felt that the door must
come down. No such barricade as I had con-
structed could support it for more than & few

3

was audible. They had evidently reckongﬁ_njinupee against such shocks as it was now to

receive.

«T can do no more to keep the house against
them,” I said to myself with my knees knock-
ing together, and the tears at last beginning
to wet my cheeks. “I must trust to the night
and the thick darkness, and save my life by
running for it while there is yet time.”

I huddled on my cloak and hood, and had
my hand on the bar of the back door, when a
piteous mew from the bedroom reminded me
of the existence of poor Pussy. I ran in and
huddled the creature up in my apron. Before
I was out in the passage again, the first shock
of the beam fell on the door.

The upper hinge gave way. The chairs and
the coal scuttle, forming the top of the barri-
cade, were hurled, rattling, on the floor, but
the lower hinge of the door, and the chest of
drawers and the tool-chest still kept: their
laces.

“One more!” I heard thevillains cry—*one
more run with the beam and down it comes!”
Just as they must have been starting’ for
«that “one more run,” I opened the back door
and fled out into the night, with the book full
of bank-notes in my bosom, the silver spoons
in my pocket, and the cat in myarms. I
threaded my way easily enough through the
familiar objects in the back yard, and was out
in the pitch darkness of the moor before I
heard the second shock, and the crash which
told me that the whole door had given way.

In a fow minutes they must have discover-
ed the fact of my flight with the pocket-book,
for I heard shouts in the distance as if they
were running out to pursue me. I kept on at
the top of my speed, and the noise soon died
away, I
stead of two would have found it’ useless to’
follow me. ’

How long it was before I reached the farm-’
house—the nearest place to which I could fiy
for refage—I cannot tell you. I remember
that I had just sense enough to keep the wind
at my back (having observed in the beginning
of the evening that it blew toward Moor
Farm), and to go on resolutely through’the
darkness, In all other respects I was, by this
time, half-crazed by what I had gone through.
If it had so happened that the wind had chang-
ed after I had observed its direction early in
the evening, I should have gone astray, and’
probably perishéd of fatigue and exposure on
themoor. Providentislly, it still blew steadi-
ly asit had blown for hours past, and I reached
the farm-house with my clothes wet through,
and my braixt ina high fever. - When I made
my alarm at.the door, they had all gone to
bed but the farmer’s eldest son, who was sit-
ting up late over his pipe and newspaper.
I just mustered strength enough to gasp out a
few words, telling him what was the matter,
and then fell down at his feet, for the first
time in my life in & dead swoon. }

That swoon was followed by s severe illness.
When I got strong enough to look about me
again, I’ found myself in ‘one of the farm-
house hieds—my father, Mrs. Knifton, and the
doctor “were all in the room-=my cat was
asleep at my feet, and the- pocket-hook’that
I had saved, lay on the table by my side.

There was plenty of news for me. to hear
as soon as I was fit to listen to it. Bhifty
Dick and the: other rascal had been: caught, |
and were in:prison waiting: their trial at the
next assizes. Mr. and Mrs. Knifton had been
so shocked at the danger I had run—for

‘which they blamed their own want of thought- |

fulness in leaving the pocket-book in my
care—that they insisted on my father's re-
moving from our lonely home to a cottage on
their land, which we were to inhabit rent free.
The bank-notes that Ihad saved were given
to me to buy furniture with in place of that

covery, 1"at I was goon able, to relate to my
friends.at the farm-house the patticulars that.
I have written here. They were all surprised
and interested, but no one, as I thought, lis-

the farmer’s eldest son. Mrs. Knifton notie:|
ed this too, and began to make jokes about
it, in her light-hearted way, as soon as we
were alone. I thought little of her jesting at
the time ; but when I got well, and we went
to live at our new home, “the young farmer,”
as he was called in our parts, constantly came
to see us, and constantly managed to meet me
out of doors. I had my share of vanity,
like other young women, and I began to think
of Mrs. Knifton's jokes with some attention.
To be. brief, the young farmer managed
one Sunday—I never could tell how—to lose
his way with me in returning from church,
and before we found out the right road home
again he had asked me to be his wife.

His relations did all they could to keep us
asunder and break off' the match, thinking a
poor stone-mason’s daughter no fit wife for a
prosperous yeoman. But the farmer was too
obstinate for them. He had one form of an-
swer to all of their objections, “A man, if
he is worth the name, marries according to
his own notions, and to please himself,” he
used to say. “My notion is that when I take
a wife I am placing my character and my hap-
piness—the most precious things I have to
trust—in one woman’s care. The woman I
mean to marry had & small charge confided
to her care, and showed herself worthy of it
at the risk of herlife. That is proof enough
for me that sheisworthy of the greatest charge
I can put into her hands. - Rank and riches
are fine things, but the certainty of getting a
good wife is something better still. I'm of
age, I know my own mind, and I mean to
marry the stone-mason’s daughter.”

And he did marry me. - Whether I proved
myself worthy or not of his goed opinion is a
question which I must leave you to ask my
husband. All that I had to relate about my-
self and my doings :is now told. 'Whatever,
interest my perilous adventure may excite,
ends, I am well aware, with my escape to the
farm-house. I haveonly ventured on writing
these few additional sentences because my
marriage is the moral of my story. It has
brought me the choicest bicssings of happiness
and prosperity, and I owe them all to my
night-adventure in T'he Black Cottage.

Currtous TrinGs 10 KNow.—In this hot
weather, the following “curious things” are
quite useful to know :

Besides the fact that ice is lighter than wa-
ter, there is another curious thing about it
which persons do not know, perhaps—namely
its purity. A lump of ice melted will always
become purely distilled water. When the
early navigators of the Arctic seas got out of
water they melted fragments of those vast
mountains of ice called icebergs, and were
astonished to find that they yielded only fresh
water. They thought that they were frozen
salt water, not knowing that they were formed
on the land and in some way launched into
the sea. But if they had been right the re-
sult would have been all the same. The fact
is, the water in freezing turns out of it all that
is not water—salt, air, coloring matter and all
impurities. Frozen sea water makes fresh
water ice. If you freeze a basin of indigo
water it will make ice as pure as that made
of rain water. When the cold is very sud-
den these foreign matters have no time to es-
cape, either by rising or sinking ; and are thus
entangled with the ice but do not form any

part of it.

‘was so ditrk that twenty thieves in-

the thieves had ‘ broken. These. pl tti-|[;
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tened to me with such breathless attention as |,
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Wiscollaneons Reuding.

DEATH OF BISHOP POLK.
A correspondent of the Standard of the
Oross, in & recent letter to that paper, says:
Being on s long ramble from my home in

Atlanta and vicinity, and having been over
the battle ground of Kenesaw Mountain,
where General (Bishop) Polk met his fate, I
was interested in making inquiries about his
life as a soldier, and of his death.  Fortunate-
ly for my purpose, I was visiting in a home of
a wealthy and highly intelligent Greorgia fam-
ily, where Bishops Elliott and Polk wera often

desired. Jran e

On the day when General Polk fell, Gener-
al Joe Johnston, who was in command. of the
defences of Atlanta and vicinity,
 Kénesaw, twénty miled north of ‘this” plale;
during & lull in the storm of battle, said- to
General Polk that the two, with their respec-
tive staff officers, would advanoe to sn outlook
and see how the field looked. - Dismounting
under the crest of Kenesaw, they stepped ott
upon the spur of the hill, and, with field glass-
es, were reconnoitering the g.ound between
the two armies, when they noticed tha Gen-

same thing, from the opposite hills.

Being in fair view, they were recognized &s
general officers,and complimented witha shell
from s battery near which General Shérman
was standing. The shell struck close by Gen-
eral Johnston. . As soon aa the piece could be
reloaded, another shell ‘was dropped by the
first, when General Johnston said: “Bishop,
we have seen all we desire; let us retire,” and
walked rapidly back to where the hiorses were
left. Gereral Polk seermed lost in thought,
and instead of following General Johnston to
the rear, walked to the face of the hill, and
received the third shell, which fell'npon his
side, cartying off is viscers. His two staff
officérs sprang forward, and receiving him in
thieir arms, carried him ‘to a conveyancé by
which he was immediately carried to Atlanta,
whiere he lay in state for s timé, and was theg
taken to Aagusta for burial, <1 1

Having seen it reported so'often during the'
war, that after he 'became a soldier, Bishop
Polk had been ‘guilty of using strong drik,’
Land also cf using profime language, I asked

my host and hostess concerning the  truthof
these reports. With an earnestness which
brought tears to their cheeks, they both ex-'
claimed's-“No! O no | niéver] never!" His

ALy

life as a soldier.” * "™
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Dr. Hall thinks thatgood sleeping depends;
somewhat’ on the condition, of the sleeper
when he refires. The stomach should bein
good condition, not overloaded with undigest-:
ed food. * In eold or' damp weather the feet
should be warmed a fow minutes, and all anx-

thoughtsiand cares shouldy be digmisyed.
ehould be a busk or hair ms

feather bed is begt for old. persons. ; The feet
and lower limbs should be warmly covered,
80 a8 to draw the blood from the head and:
jprevent dreaming, It is best to lie on the,
fight side, a3 that aids: rather than impedes
digestion, but in. no case 'sleep on the back.
But under no circumstances should two per:.
sons—save motherand infani—sleep together.
in the same bed, or even in the same room.
Dr. Hall brings together a number of reasons
why - this common practice should be done
away with. - Itisindelicate. Its destroys pri-
vacy. It weskens self-respect. It is injuri-

Clevelznd, through the States in the South, I
have been sojourning a few days in the city of

inmates, and from the gentleman and lady of
the House I obtained the information which T’

helnig 3t

never sullied by his hredd,
R

.lugd, '-I""'
2 : .Ph iit;mmt! m b!.uf- _ 0w A '.
but a clean | ago.—Baltimors Sum ... ,

NO. 28.

'THE HANDWRITING OF GRELT MEN.

The Duke of Wellington’s writing was
lu'gemdforeibla,withnommptstdm
tion. During the last ten years of ‘his life,
howve, b writg was indiflecet, nd oten
illegible. - None but a_compasitor in ﬁm
| paper office, accustomed to sl sorts of; biero-,
glyphics; could possibly decipher :the gharac-
ters. A letter of his to & minister ;in Lord
Derby’s Cabinet bas not to this dsy been un-
raveled. Nine out of every ten’of the Duke’s
letters treasured by antograph hunters were
wrote a hand very much likethat of the Duke
inhisbestdays. ... .

Lord Brougham's hand betrayed niuch up-
conquerable restlessness. of impulse. His
mantiscript Was & mass of hieroglyphics; and;
according to Dr. Belkinop, inall Mr. Clowes’
extensive printing establishment in: London,
thers ‘was only one s competest 1o grapple
with it and he ofien gavaup ia Gespalr, "

...The Royal family of bave gener-
ally mmmm Wwil-

liam EV. wrote & remarkable plain and legible
showy and finent. °' Queen Victoria his n el-

c s.l."“. oo -‘., oS P

cral Bhertann, with his' staff, was doing the{ Unfortunstaly, however, each page consisted of

e pepee by tho ckplsion of 4 bobabell.
Horaos Groeley's mannscript g very,llegi-
ble; A wag onceo ed that the sent
“Virtue is ‘its own rewnrd,” written by Mr.
Greeley; was rendered by the compositer into
“Wllhill_g with soap iiwhallyuhud.‘”, iy 1

B i s e (LT A Lo
Trae Recest GreAT Frze A% CONBTANTI-
NorrE—By private advioés from Colisthnti-
nople, Turkey, of so'recént date: s the8th'
- 124+ '} ‘“ I‘:‘ |-',.., m

|

.
was with much difficulty that he was rescued.
Thé Sultan has appropriated. the (nést bar-
 rrcks in Co iopls to the suffsess by the
fire, and ' has “distributed” £10,008Worth of
out of ks own priviite pirsg, bothie des.
sidered as the most ex-
at thﬂﬁnopl& TLRER 0 .-'-Iitr]%}'_iq git}

| ‘The Hon. John Porter Brown, ofthe United

States legation, issued ‘s Masoitis?§dress in

e
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titate. “This fire is

‘English, French and Turkish, o pix
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Tae Geave or Oscrora—Is
number of Leslie's Ilustrated” News ‘s
 sketch of the grave of Ososola, th’
chief, near the walls.of Fort Moultrie., J

companying the skefoh is an adoount of Osce-
ola’s life and death, from, which iye.gather
that he was thiriysix years of ageat thetime
of his death; dnd during his life: Bed' alain a
large r “waber of white persons ‘in the glndes
of Plir, " b A wie du Englibaar
‘namgd Power, and his ‘mother the daughter -
of a Cherokee chieftain. While on a visit. to

->

‘the last

ous to health, in that two persons.consume | an Americsn fort, she was seized -and sold as
more air thaw-an ordinary chamber holds, or | a slave. . This arpused the anger of) Osceola, .
than good ventillation will supply, while the | and from that time to his capture he waged a
difference in the tempéraments and electrical | bitter war against the whites,” On‘the 28rd of

conditions of almost any two-persons renders
it exceedingly improper for them to occupy
the same bed. Many a child has wilied and
waned and finally died’ from "no other cause
than sleeping with a middle aged or an’ old
person. ‘The animals herd together, but hu-
man beings should have each his own room
and bed. The great thing, however, is to be
supplied with plenty of pure air through the
night. A grown person breathes about eight-
een' hogsheads of air in eight bour’s sleep.
Every breath somewhat vitiates all the air in
the room, as & drop of ink discolors all the
water in & glass ; and unless the air is con-
stantly renewed by proper ventillation, it soon
becomes impure and -unfit to breathe, if not
utterly poisoried.  Death in consequence of
breathing bad air is net an unusual occur-
rence; but hundreds o ms have had
their health impaired, thesr strength wasted
and their lives shortened, by sleeping in &
closed apartment. Thereshouldbe® free'and
abundant circulation of pure air through the
chamber, in order to sleep well'and to get rest
and ‘refreshment from the sleep; standing
water, articles of clothing, brushes and even
a carpet, should be rigidly excluded from the
chamber—the latter arficle in particular, as
it collects and holds the fine particles of dust
which the air gathers up and deposits in the
sleeper’s lungs. In order to sleep well it is
best to retire regularly at an early hour, and
sleep until we awake; butin no case a second |
nap after the morning waking, and in no case
sleep more than ten minutes in the daytime
when well. The system will- very soon take
all the sleep it wants in the night, and the
sleep will ‘be sweet and refreshing. Tt does
not follow that one should rise the foment he
wakes, Dr. Hall thinks, and in this agrees
with Henry Ward Beecher, who always plans
the work of the day before getting out of bed.
Perhaps this is one reason why he is able to
do 8o much. AT
NorewortaY.—Should the price of salt
take a sudden rise in our community, our
readers may account for it from the follow-
1n

g H

We know our fair readers never dreamed
that the great bunch of — “hair” which Fash-
ion calls & chignon had anything to do "with
the price of salt, but it is a fact. Weare in-
formed that the Virginia Saltworks Company
paid last year about one thousand dollars
more for salt sacks than they did the previous
year, owing to the rise in the price of Jute,
the material of which the sacks are made,
“Well, but what have chignons to do with
that?” Why, yourchignon, fair lady, is made
of Jute, too, and the great demand for the
material to make chignons has caused the
price to advance ; and that is how your “chig-
non” came to increase the price of salt; as
well as the size of your head.—Marion Herald.

OGrm ,}887, while beg:.infg & conference with
od, with s, uinber  of his, followers, and
taken to Fort Moulris, whete he was losely
confined until his death. Osceols died as he.
had lived, & hater of the race from whith his
father had sprung. 1 He lay on the -couch in
the cell assigned, and with & frowi as dark as
‘s cloud on his not tihandsome face, hie folded
his arms acrdss tiis'ample chest, and thus ‘his
Gpirit, passed quietly sway,ta ilie happy hunt-
ing grounds of the Seminoles, where his braves
‘were impatiently awaiting his presence. .
- Tae Hisrory o LogeR—Lager was first
introduced .into New. York city in the fl-of
1848, by William Schwalbs; who kept'a base-
ment saloon in 77 Chathiin street. It was
brewed in Philadelphia. "The first man who
brewed it in this city was Herr Gullich, who

began in & small way in 1849, in; Forty-sixth

with a %n kettle. - The place
?bmwary,l:qnbxﬂerrlloch,whomﬁuﬁo-'
tares 16,000 barrels s year. - The demand for
Iager has increased in New York since 1843
to suchi an extent' that now the city and sub-
urbs have no less thau 200 breweries.—New
York Sun. ...

s@ A lady made her husband a present of
a silver drinking cup with an angel at the
bottom. When she filled it for him he nsed
to drink it to the bottom, and .she asked him
why he drank every drop. |,
“Because, ducky, I. want to see
little angel at the bottom.” ;
Upon which she had the angel taken out
and & devil engraved at the bottom. He
drank all the ssme, and she again asked the

Teason. R T g g8 1 s
“Becawse I won't leave the oid devil &
drop,” he replied. .. . ' '
3 manin New Hampehire, who had bought
a pairof pups of rare breed, and ' had given

them in charge of a dog fancier in & neigh-
boring Btate, wss astonished ‘récently u

the dear

to find his wife in hysterics, oceasioned by the
receipt of a telegram wordgd{;uf.fol'lzn:
“The little darlings are doing well, andémre

money.”

grath. Ty il th 2Big Trm 6
Found 8 oueay  Tile g o ver

amply compensated by the fact that one of
the ladies of the party rode on horseback into
and out of :the trunk: of a sianding

hollow
tree; and & gentleman walked 200 feet m-"j
of the prostrate hollow trees, and came out of
a knot hble! < gl s

stree, between First and Second avenues,..
is still

returning Kome, after an abeénog of s fow dl:; _

looking quite pretty. ' Pleasesend their board

wamm'ﬁma“ d, Mas,, to Cali-
fornia, by reilroad, are'enjoying themselves '
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