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wiio0d gracious? she cried. “What 2
sulear-looking woman!™

I+ wa= s0 rare to hear my mother say¥
a hard word against anybody (unless *t
wis (eneral Buonaparte) that [ was
sc7oss the room and at the window 1n 2
sump. A pony-chaise was coming slow-
- down the village street, and in it wnas
1he aueerest-looking person that I had
cwor €oem.  She was very stount, with n
¢ o that was of so dark a red that it
<haded away into purple over the nose
and cheeke, 5.“"' winrg R E.'Tl?ﬂt hﬂ-t Wlth

white enrling ostrich feather, and
feom nnder its Lriin her two bold, black
evee =tared ont with a look of anger
anel defianee as if to tell the folk that
<he thoueht less of them than iher eonld
dn of hor. =he had some sort of searlet
peliese with white swansdown about hur
reek. and she held the reins glack In
v hands, while the pony wandered
feem mide to side of the rond as the
faney took him. Bach time the chaise

swayed, her head with the great hat
swaved also, so that sometimes we saw
the erown of it and sometimes the brim.

“What a dreadful sight!" cried mf§
mother.

“What is amiss with her, mother?”

“Heaven forgive me if 1 misjudge her.
Eodney, but I think that the unfortunate
woman has been drinking”

“Why, I cried, “she has pulled the
chaise up at the smithy. I'll find out
41l the news for vou:” and, catching vp
my ecap, away I scampered.

Champion Harrison had been shoeing
a horse at the forge door, and when 1
~ot into the street 1 could see him with
the creature’s hoof still under his arm,
and the rasp in his hand, kneeling down
amid the white parings. The womanh
was beckoning him from the chaise, amd
he staring up at her with the quecerest
expression npon his face. FPresently he
thiew down his rasp and went across
to her. standing by the wheel and shak-
ing his head as he talked to her. For
my part, I slipped into the smithy,
where Boy Jim was finishing the shoe,
and T watched the neatness of his work
and deft way in which be turned up
the caulkens. When he had done with
it he carried it out and there was the
:-rtnlur:{- woman still talking with Dis
unrcle.

“T= that he?’ I heard her ask.

{"hampion Harrison nodded.

She looked ot Jim, and I never saw
such eves in o human head, so large an
black, and wonderful. Boy as I was, 1
knew that, in spite of that bloated facc,
this woman had once been very beaull-
ful. She put out a hand, with all the
frigers going as if she were playing on
ihe¢ narpeichord, and she touched Jim on
the shoulder.

“I hope—I hope you're well,” she stam-
mered.

“Very well, ma'am,” said john, staring
frem her to his uncle.

“And happy, too”

“Yes, ma'am, 1 thank yon."

“Nothing that you crave for?"

- “Why, no, ma'am,-I have all that 1
lack.™

“That will do, Jim,” said his uncle,
in a stern voice. “Blow up the forgu
again, for that shoe wants reheating.”

But it seemed as if the woman bad
scmething else that she would say, for
she was angry that he should be sent
away. Her eves gleamed, and her head
tossed, while the smith with his two
big hands outspread seemed to be sooth-
ing her as best he could. For =& long
time they whispered until at last she

npga.md to be satisfied.
o-morrow, then?’ she eried lond out

*To-morrow,” he answered.

*You keep your word and I'll keep
mine,” gaid she, and dropped the lash
on the pony's back. The smith stood
with the rasp in his hand, looking after
her until she was just a little red spot
on the white road. Then he turned,
and I never saw his face so grave.

“Jim,” said he, “that's Miss Hinton,
who has come to live at The Maples, out
Anstey Cross way. She's taken 2 kind
of a fancy to you, Jim, and maybe she
ean help you a bit. I promised her that
you :rm:!d g0 oOver see her to-mor-
TOW.

“T don'"t want her help, uncle, and I
don't want to see her”

“But I've promised, Jim, and ¥you
wouldn't make me out a liar. She does
but want to talk with you, for it is a
Jonely life she leads.”

“What would she want to talk with
such as me about?”’

#“Why, I cannot say that, buat she
seemed wvery =et upon it. and women
have their fancies. ‘There's young
Master Stone here who wouldu't refuse
to g and see a good lady, I'll warrant,
ir thonght he might better his for-
tone by doing so.”

“Well, nncle, I'll go if Roddy Stone
will go with mg.“muid .‘.l'imﬁ =

e’ll go. on't you,
Master Rodney?"

8o it ended in my saying “ves,” and
back I went with all my news to my
mother, who dearly loved a little bit
of -gossip. She shook her head when
she heard where I was I going, bat
ghe did not say nay, and so it was =¢t-

It was a good four miles of a walk,
but when we reached it yom would net
wish to see a more cosy little house; all
honeysuckle and creepers, with a wood-
en porch and lattice windows. A com-
mon-looking woman opened the door for

Ask your grocer for

!
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h"!nlim Hinton cannot see you,™ sald
she.

“But she asked us to come,” said Jim.

“T ecan't help that,” eried the woman,
in a rode voice. “I tell you that she
ean't see you."”

We stood irresclute for a minute.

“Aavbhe you would just tell her I am
here,” said Jim, at last

“Tell her! How am I to tell her when
she couldn't so much as hear a pistol
in her ears? Try and tell her vourself,
it vou have a mind to.”

She threw open a door as she spoke,
and there, in a reclining chair at the
further end of the rocm we caught a
glimpse of a ﬁ;I::ure lumped together,
huze and shapeless, with tails of plack
hair hanging down. The sound of
dreadful, swine-like breathing fell upon
our ars. It was but a glance, and then
we were off hot-foot for home. As for
me. T was so young that I was not sare
whether this was funny or terrible; but

SHE HELD THE REINS SLACK IN HLL
HANDS,

when I looked at Jim to see how he
took it, he was looking quite white and

il

“You'll not tell any one, Roddy,” said
he.
“Not unless it's my mother.”

“]I wont even tell my uncle. I'll say
she was ill, ‘the poor Indy! It's enough
that we should have seen her in her
shame, without its being the gossip of
the village. It makes me fecl sick and
heavy at heart.”

“She was so yesterday, Jim."”

«Was she? I never marked it. Bat
I know that she has kind eyes and a
kind heart, for I saw the ome in the
other when she looked at me. Maxbe
it's the want of a friend that has driven
her to this.”

It blichted his spirits for davys, ang
whon it had all gone from my mind it
was brought back to me by his man-
ner. PBut it was not to be our laslt me-
mory of the lady with the scarlet pelisse,
for before the week was out Jim came
round to ask me if I would again go up
with him.

“My uncle has had a letter,” said he.
“She would speak with me, and I
wonld be easler if you came with me,

Rod."
Tyr me it was only a pleasure outing,

but 1 could see, as we drew near the
house, that Jim was troubling in_his
mind lest we should find that thing=
were amiss. His fears were soon sct at
rest, however, for we had scarce clickad
the garden gate before the woman was
out of the door of the cottage and rum
ning down the path tc meet us. She
was so strange a figure, with some sort
of purple wrapper on, and her big.
flushed face smiling ont of it, that I
might, if T had been alone, have taken
to my heels at the sight of her. Even
Jim stopped for a moment as if he were
not very sure of himself, but her hearty
wavs scon set us at our ease.

“Tt is indeed good of you to come funl
soe an old, lenely woman,” said she,
“and T owe you an apology that I should
=ive you a fruitless journey on Tuesday,
hut in o sense'you were yourselves the
canse of it, since the thought of your
comine had excited me, and any excile
ntent throws me into & nervous fever.
My poor nerves! You can see for yuour-
selves how they serve me.”

She held out her twitching hands as
<he spoke. Then she passed one of them
through Jim's arm, and walked with

him up the path.
me know you, and

“Yon must let
Lnow you well,” she said. “Your uncle

and aunt are quite old nequaintances of
mine, and though you cannot remember
me, I have held you in my arms when
you were an infant. Tell me, litthe
man,” she added, turning to me, “what
do you call your friend?”

“Boy Jim, ma’am,” said L

“Then if you will not think me for-
ward, 1 will call you Boy Jim also. We
elderly people have our privileges, you
know. And now you shall come with
e, and we will take a dish of tea to-
eoiher.”

She led the way into & cosy room—the
game which we had caught a glimpse of
when last we came—ard there, in the
middle, was a table with white napery,
and shining glass, and gleaming china,
and red-cheeked apples piled upon a cen-
tre dish, and a great plateful of smok-
ing muffing which the cross-faced miaid
had just carried in. Yon can think that
we did justice to all the good things, and
Miss Hinton would ever keep pressing
us to pass our cup and to fill our plate.
Twice during our meal she rose from
her chair and withdrew into = cupboard
at the end of the room. and each time
I saw Jim's face clond, for we heard
a gentle clink of glass against glass.

“Come now, little man,” said she to
me, when the table had been clear:d.
*Why are you looking round so mach?”

Because there are so0 many pretiy.
things wpon the walls.”

“And which do you think the prettiest
ur“%??*thu e I ting

: s 8 t"” said I, to a
picture which hung upp-mptzhtn me. It
was of a tall and slender girl, with the

] and the tenderest eyes—
so daintily dressed, too, that I had never
more She had

T S
[ -
-'|-|--\_A."'l-a.|. e,

she, Ifurhing. “Well, now,
it. .and let us hear what
neath it.”

1 did as she asked, and
“Mizs Polly Hinton, as
Co Wife, for her

himself King of England, marri
Mrs. Jordan, who is herself only a play-
actress. And whom think you that this
one is ¥

She stood under the gpicture with Her
arms folded across her great body, und
her big black eyes looking Irom one
to the other of ns.

“Why, w are Yuur ecyes 7' fhe
cried at last. “I was Miss Polly Hia-
ton of the Haymarket Theatre. And
perhaps you never heard the mame DbE:
fore.”

We were compelled to —onfess that we
pever had. And the very name of
play-actress had filled Vs hoth with a
kind of vague horror, lke the country-
bred folk that we were. Lo us they
were a class a to be ninted at rath-
er than named, with the wrath of the
Almizhty hanging _ them like a
thunderclond. Indeed, His judgments

] seemed to be .in visible opera

fore us when we locked upon whnt this
woman was, and what she had been.
wywell” said she, laughing like one
who is hurt, “you have no causc to Ay
anvthing, for 1 read on your face what
you have been tanght to think of me.
So this is the upbringing that you hare
had, Jim—to think evil of that which
you do not understand ! I wish you had
been in the theatre that very night with
Prince Florizel and four Dukes in the
boxes. and all the wits and roAchconia
of London rising at me in the pit. If
Lord Avon had not given me 2 cast in
his earriage, 1 had never got my flowers
back to my lodgings in York Street,
Westminster. And now two little eoun-
try lads are sitting 1o judgment upon
me " :
Jim's pride brought a_flush on 1o his
cheeks, for he did pot like to be called
a country lad, or to have it supposad
that he was so far behind the grand

folk in London. L
been inside a_ play-

“] have Dever
house,” said he. *“I know nothing of

them.”
“Nor I either.” :
“Well,” said she, “I am not in voice,

and it is ill to play in a little room with
but two to listen, but you must r:um;elre
me to be the Queen of the Peruvians
who is exhorting her countrymen to TISC
up against the Spaniards, who are oppos-
ing them."”

And straightaway that coarse, swollen
woman became a queen—the grandest,
hautiest queen that you could drexm of
—and she tarned upen us with such
words of fire, such lizhtning eyes and
sweeping of her white hand. that che
hold us spellbound in our chairs. Her
voice was soft and sweet, and persua-
sive at the first, but louder it rang, and
londer as it spoke of wrongs and frec-
dom nnd the joys of death in a rood
cause, until it thrilled into my every
nerve. and I asked nothing more than
to run out of the cottage and to die
then and there in the cause of my coun-

And then in an instant she chang-
ed. She was a poor woman now, who
had lost her omly child, and who was
bewailing it. Her voice was full of
tears. and what she said was so simple,
en true, that we both seemed to see
the dead babe stretched there on the ear-
pet before us, and we could have join-
ed in with words of pltr and of grict.
And then, before our cheeks were dry,
she was back into her old self again.

“How like you that, then 7’ she cried.
“That was my way in the days when
Sally Siddons wounld turn green at the
name of Polly Hinton. It's a fine play,
in Pizarro.”"

“And who wrote it, ma’am 7"

“Who wrote it? I never heard.
What matter who did the writing of it !
But there are some great lines for one
who knows how they should be spoken.”

“And yvou play no longer, ma'am " s

“Np, Jim, I left the poards when—
when I was weary of them. TFal my
heart goes back to them somebmes, It
sooms to me there is mo smell like that
of the hot oil in the footlizhts, and of
the oranges in the pit. DbBut you are
sad., Jim."”

“Tt was but the thought of that poor
woman and her child.”

wTut, never think abot her! 1 will
soon wine her from ¥your mind. This is
‘Miss Priscilla Tomboy,” from The Romp,
You must conceive that the mother 18
speaking. and that the forward young
minx = :nuswerig.

And she began a scene between the
two of them, =0 exact in voice and mao-
pner that it scemed to us as if there were
really two folk before us : the stern old
mother, with her hand up like an ear-
trumpet, and her flouncing, bouncing
danghter. Her great figure danced about
with a wonderful lightness, and she toss-
ed her head and pouted with her lips
as she answered back to the old, bent
izure that addressed her. Jim and I
had forgotten our tears, and were hold-
iz Enr ribs hefore she came to the end
of i

“I'hat is better,” said she, smiling at
our laughter. “lI would not have you
go back to Friar's Oak with long faces,
or maybe they would not let you come
to_me again.”

She vanished into her cupboard, and
came out with a bottle and glass, which
she placed upon the table.

“You ere too young for strong waters,”
she said, “but this talking gives one a

ess, and—"

Then it was that Boy Jim did a won-
derful thing. He rosc from his chair,
and he laid his hand upon the bottle.

“Don't! said he, _

She looked him in the face, and 1 can
still see those black eyes of hers soften-
ing before the gaze.

“Am I to have none T

“Please, don't.”

With a quick movement she wrested
the bottle out of his hasd and raised it
gp so that for a moment it entered my
head that she was about to drink it off.
Then she ﬂnni it through the open lat-
tice, and we heard the crash of it on
the path outside.

‘;:Iagfre. Ji%n E’ “lf}d she ;

84 you 8 long since any one
cared whether I drank or mo.”

“You are too good and kind for that,”
said he.

“Good I" she cried. “Well, 1 love that
you should think me so. And it would
make you happier if I kept from the
brandy, Jim ? Well, then, I'll make you
: promise, if you'll make me one in
uru-ll -

“What's that, missT" :

“No drop shall pass my lips, Jim, if
you will swear, wet or shine, blow or
snow, to come up here twice in every
week, that I may see you, and speak
with you, for, indeced, there are tUmes
when I am v lonesome."

So the promise was made, and very
faithfully did Jim keep it, for many a
time when I have wanted to go fish
ing or rabbit-snaring, he
that it was his day for Miss Hinton, and
has trampled off to Anstey Cross. At

fitst T think that she found her share
of the bargain hard to keep, and I have
seen Jim come back with a black face
on him as if things were going amiss.
But after a time the fight was won—
as all fights are won If one does but
ficht long en d in the year be-
fore my father came back Miss Hinton
had become another woman., And it was
not her ways only, but herself as well,
for {rom being the persom that I have
described, she became In one twelve-
month as fine 2 looking lady as therc
was In the whole country-side” Jim

far than of amy-

d in in his life,
but it was only to me that he ever spoke
ahout it for he had that tenderness to-
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: one brown hand.
'ronnd my waist,

4

gladness by day an
pight. Even in little
had our fiags fAying bravely,
dle in every window, with &

ttering in the wind 0OV€

inn. Folk were weary
for we had been at it for

ing Holland, and Spain,
each turn and altogether. .
we had learned during that t.lm:::h
that our little army was Do mal
the French on land, and that our large

more than a match for them
apon the — bad geined more

ly in necd of

ised haa we fought it out

it was, the French
got back the twen thousand good seci-

bom captured, and a fine
o et w.’lfh wmeir Boulogne
of invasion before we

tech them again.
1 remember him best
trong little man, of Do
great breadth, but solid and well put to-
ther. His face was burned of a red-
fi.ih color, as bright as & flower-pot, and
in spite of his age (for be was only forty
at the time of which 1 speak) it was

hich deepened if he
lhﬂﬂthm‘W]urtmfwmmuI

the instant from
rly. His

i d with
eyes especia
‘Il?-rink]l.‘l. uni’u patural Im.-.-n.n.n.(chn ha
puckered them all his life in facing foul
wind and bitter weather, ‘These cyc=
were, perhaps, his stranzest feature, for
they were of a very clear and beautiful
blue, which shone the brighter ot ol
that ruddy setting. DBy pature he must
have been a fair-skinned man, for his
upper brow, where his cap came over it,
was as white as mine, and his close-
cropped hair was tawny.

He had served, as he was proud to
kay, in the last of our ships w ich had
been chased out of the Mediterrancan in
7. and in the first which had re-cnter-
ed it in '98. He was under Miller, as
third licutenant of the Theseus, when
our fleet, like a pack of eager foX
hounds in a covert, was dashing from
Ricily to Syria and back again to Na-
ples, trying to pick up the lost scent
With the same good fighting man . he
sorved at the Nile, where the men of his
command sponged and rammed and
trained until, when the last tricolor had
come down, they hove up the sheet an-
chor and fell dead asleep upon the top
of each other under the capstan bars.
Then, as a second lieutenant, he was in
ane of those grim three-deckers with
powder-blackened hulls and crimson
scupper-holes, their spare cables tied
round their keels and over their bul-
warks to hold them together, which ear-
ricd the news into the Bay of Naples
From thence, as a reward for his ser-
vices, he was transferred as first lieu-
tenant to the Aurora frigate, engaged
in cutting off supplies from Genoa, and
in her he still remained until long after
peace was dee larved.

How well ' ean remember his home-
coming! T agh it is now eight-and-
forty years a °, it is clewrer to me than
ihe doings of ust week, for the memory
of an old ma~ is like one of those glasses
which shows out what is at a distapes
and blurs al. that is near.

Ay mother had been in a tremble ever
gince the first pnmor of the prelimin-
aries came to our eoars, for she knew
that he mizht come as soon as his mes-
CShe said little, but she saddened
my life by insisting that I should be
for ever clean and tidy. With every
-amble of wheels, teo, her e¥es would
Lptnee towards the deor, and her hamd=
<teat]l np to smooth her pretiy Llack hair.
<he had embroidered a white “Wel
¢hine” upon a blue ground, with an an
«hor in red upon each side, and a border
of lanrel leaves : and this was to hangz
upon the two lilac bushes which flank-
il the eottare door. He could not have
left the Mediterranean before we had
thix finished, and every morning she
looked to see if it were in its place and
ready to be hanged.

But it was a weary time before the
peace was ratified, and it was April of
next yvear before our great day came
round to us. It had been raining all
morning, 1 remember—a soft, spruis
rain. which sent up a rch smell from
the brown earth and pattered pleasantly
upon the budding chestnuts behind our
cottuge. The sun had shone out in the
evening and 1 had come down with my
fishing-rod (for 1 had promised Doy Jim
to zo with him to the mill-stream), when
what should 1 see but a post-chaise with
two smoking horses at the gate, and
there in the open door of it were m¥
mother's black skirt and her little feet
jutting out, with two blue arms for &
waist belt, and all the rest of her buried
in the chaise. Away I ran for the motlo,
and 1 pinned it up on the bushes as w¢
had agreed, but when 1 had finished
there were the skirts and the feet and
the blue arms just the same as before.

“Here's Rod,” said my mother at last,
strugzling down on to the ground nﬁaln.
“TRodidy, darling, here’s your father!

I saw the red face and the kindly,
light-blue eyes looking out at me.

“Why, Roddy, lad, you were but a
child and we kissed good-bye when last
we met : but I suppose we must put you
on a different rating now. 1'm right
glad from my heari to see you, dear lad;
and as to you, sweetheart—" The blue
arms fiew out, and there were the skirt
and the two feet fixed in the door
again. . =

“Here are the folk coming, Anson,
said my mother, blushing. *“Won't you
get out and come in with us?

‘And then suddenly it came home to us
both that for all his cheery face Le had

never moved more than his arms, and

that his leg was resting on the opposite
yefit ‘of the chalse. :
" she cried.

“Oh, Anson, ¥
“wnt, 'tis but the bone of my leg,
knee between his

said he, taking his W i
hands and lifting it round. I got it
broke in the , but the surgeon has
fished it and spliced it, though it's a bit
crank yet. Why, Edlﬂ?: I'.'u:rf ndlr_hﬁal;t;
if 1 haven't turn er from pin
white. Yon can see for yourself that
it's nothing.”

He sprang out as he spoke, and with
one leg and a staff he hopped nickly up
the path, and under the laure -bordered
motto, and so over his own threshold for
the first time for five years. ‘When the
pﬁst-hur {;.n;_ih I ;:-:l carried stn
chest an o 0 CALVAS
he was sitting in his armchair by the
window in his old weather-stained blue
cont. My mother was weeping over his

dhb thin r hair with
poor lex, anC o P'His other he threw

and drew me to the

A g

gide of his chair.

“Now that we have ce, 1 can lie
gp and ﬂﬁiluﬂ;d King George ceeds me
agnin,” sai . “"T'was a Carr [y
that came adrift in the bay when it
was blowing a top-gallant breeze with
a beam sen. Emﬂmu!dmakeitﬂﬂ,
it had me jammed against the
Well, well,” he added, looking round at
the walls of the room, 1
old curips, the same as cver:
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5 IRE WHITE
BHE HAD EMEROIDEEED A
WELCOME.
many a dark hour :-_'f-|m-‘.:|u-~:- hie 'i-:::ml-:.
touch one of ux wul:d!u.-]hu;:d. uls,Th
o | . other, and so he sat, W
sometimes the oihe e B

his soul too gatinied T ]
the shndows ::;Il].wn*-! in *he little rm-m

the lizhts of the inn windows glim-
:l.::.fi-ml throngh the gloon. And then, af-
ter myv mother had lit our oWE lamp, she
slipped suidenly down upon her knees,
and he got one knee Lo the ground nhf'
a0 that, hand-in-hand, they joined thelr
thanks to Heaven for manifold mercics.
When I look back at my parcnis as 1._h~t-r
were in those days, it is at that very
moment taat 1 can picture themn mosi
her sweet face with the wet
shining upon_her cheeks, and his hlne
eves uptmimed 1o the smoke-b
cviling. 1 re-mém':l::*r tl:l:::;Ji th:ﬁ ::’;rh“
hig reeking pipe in the earnésin
||!:h:‘1 [":.‘!'. ll-u: that 1 was _huli’ tears and half
<miles as . watched him.
“Ttoddy, lad,” said he, after sunpper
was over, “you're getting & man now,
mil 1 suppose you will go afloat like the

rest of us, You're old enough to strap

lirk to your thigh.” )
= "IIL nil ]ll".'l:’::"l!' me withont a child as well

as without a husband ¥’ cried my mo-

ther. = 2

«WWell there's time enough yel, said
he, *for they are more inclined to cempty
torths than fill them, now that peacs
I'ns come. But I've never tried what
a1l this schooling has done for you, Rod-
wov., Yot have had a great deal more
than I ever had, but I dare say [ can
wake shifs to test it. IHave you learned

history ¥ - .
“Yes, fether,” said I, with some con-

fillence. _

“Then how many sail of the line were
at the bartle of Camperdown

He shook his bhead gravely when be
found that 1 could not answer.

“Whr, there are men in the fleet who
never haé any schooling  at all whao
cenld tell you that we had seven T4k
wven G4 .and two DO-gun =hips in thie
aoetion. here's a picture on the wall
af the chase of the Ca Ir. Which were
the ships that laid her aboard™™

Agrain T had to confess that he had
bheanticn M.

“Well, vour dad ean teach you some-
ibinz in history vet.,” he cried, looking
in trinmph at my mother. “Have you
lenrnidd peography ¥

Vs father.” =aid I, though with leas
~opfidence than before.

=T, bow for o it from Port M hea
to Algeciras?™

I could anly shake my head.

“If Ushant lav three leagues opob
your starl ward quarter. what wouid e
yeur nearcel port?

Awnin | had to give it up.

“Welil, 1 don't see that your geogia-
pliv i2 omch better than your history,”™
enid he. “You'd never get your certit-
satee at this rate. Can you do addiiion?
Well, ther, let us see if you can lol up
my prize money.”

I shot a mizschievous glance at my¥
mother as he spoke, and ghe laid down
her knitticg on her lap and looked very
v 4t him.

“You ncver asked me
Mary.” =aid be.

“I'he Mediterranean is not the station
for it. Anson., I have heard you say
that it is the Atlantic for prize-money,
and the Mediterranean for honor.”

“] had a share of both last cruls?,
which comes from changing a line-of-
Lattleship for a frigate. Now, Rodney,
there are two pounds in every hundred
due to me when the prize-courls bhave
Avne with them., When we were watch-
ine Massean., off Genoa, we got a_mat-
ter of seventy schooners, brigs, and tar-
sans, with wine, food, and powder. Laord
et will want his finger in the pie, hut
shat's for -he courts to sottle. Put them
at fonr poands aplece to me, and what
will the seventy bring?™”

“Two hundred and eighty pounds.” I
answered,

“Why, Anson, it is a fortane? cried
my mother, clapping bher hands.

“Try vou again, Roddy!"” said he,shak-
ing his pipe at me. *There was the
Xebee frigate out of Barcelona with
twenty thousand Spanish dollars aboard,
which make four thousand of our
pounds. Her hull should be worth an-
other thovsand. What's my share of
that?"

“A hundred pounds.” :

“Why, the purser couldn’t work it
out quicker,” he cried in  his delizht.
“Here's for you again! We passed the
S-raits and worked up to the Aszores,
where we fell in with the La Sabina
from the Manritine . with sugar and
spices- Twelve hundred pounds she™a
worth to me, Mesry, my darling. and
never again shall von soil your fingers
or pinch mpon my begearly pay.”

My dear mother had borne her long
struggle without a sign all these years,
but now that she was so suddenly eased

carnestly

about thisl,

of it all she foll sobbing upon his neck
—— e

When a woman fall
ove she some

f times drowns whet
e there is a life buoy jus
within a few strokes of
her —all because sha
doesn’t happen to se
it. Sick ple ofte:

Eﬂsh in the same wa
elp is within reac
but they don™
know just when
pratiit is. They be
=¥ come discouraged
and disgusted
with taking med
== icines and giw
up in despair.
Mrs. Mary J. Stewart, of
Saratoga, Santa Clara Co.
. Cal.,in a letter to Dr. R. V
htmg chi=f consulting physician of th«
qum'_lr Hotel and Surgical Institute, Buf
falo, N. Y., says: “I suffered for fourtee:
years with female weakness, nervousnes:
and general debility, trying everything |
could find to help me—all to no avail. Al
though I was thoroughly discouraged and
dm:'u.ltgd with uhq.g'm icinewhen [ heard
of Dr. Pierce's medicines, I thought T wounlé
t org to find relief I took the
lden Medical Discovery ' and " Pavorite
P_r:n‘:r[fpﬁnut,‘ and tunﬁmt praise cannot be
-4 ot the rapid relief they gave me
fre from th
may God bless Dr, Pi
to cure suffering humanity.”
Thousands who bad reached this forlore

a

K

mised g cati Lor
Nelson has pro a vacaticn Lot
vou, and he'll be as as his word.
*So it was that my father came Loma
to us, and & better or kinder mno Mad

ish for. Though my parents hiad
could wish D P eally

other, and their

affection was &8 Warm and ns friczh- a8
if they were two pewlr-wedded lovers

1 have learned simee that zailors can be 1

arse and foul, but never did I know
lemm my father: for, although he 'Emd
scen as much rongh work as the wildest
conld wish for, he was always the same
patient, good-humored man, with a
smile and a jolly word for all the wil-
Inge. He conld suit himself to his com-
pany, too, for on the one band he couk
tnke his wine with the vicar or with Sir
James Ovington, the squire of the par-
ivh :while on the other he would sit b
the hour amongst my humble friends
down In the smithy, with Champion
Harrison, Boy Jim and the rest of them,
telling them such stories of Nelson and
hizs men that I have seen the Champion
knot his great hand together, while
Jim's eyes have smouldered like the
forge cmbers as he Hstened.

My father had been placed on half-
pay, like so many others of the old war
ofMcers, and so, for nearly two Years
was able to remain with us. Daring
all this time. 1 ean only onee remember
that there was the glirhlest disagrea-
ment between him and my mother, Tt
chanced that T was the canse of it, and
ar great events sprang oot of it, T mnst
tell yon how it came abont. It wa: in-
deed. the first of a series of events

which affected not only my fortunes, hut |

those of very much more important peo-

1o,
p;‘hr gpring of 1808 was an early one,

and the middle of April saw the leaves |

thick upon the chestnut treps, One

evening we were a

of stepe outside our ind the
the postman with a letter in his hand.

«] think it is for me,” said my mother,
and sure enough 1t wus
most beautiful writing 10 Mrs. Mary
Sione, of Friar's Oak, and there was &
red seal the size of a half-crown upon
the outside of it with a fiying dragon in
the middle. S

“Whom think you that it 18 from, An-
son?' she asked. .

“] had boped that it was rrnm.Lm':l
Nelson,” answered my father. “It 18
ime the boy
ﬁmbn for J'Jllm. then it canuol be from
any one of much Imporialice

“Can it not!” she cried. pretending to !

be offended. *“Xou will :l.-krm:f ]m:laj,::.:;
r that speech, sir, for it is iroi no
:ﬂ 1.1_ ya than 'Qir Charles Tregellis, my
own brother.” G
My mother scemed to speak with a
hushed voice when she mention 1
weaderful brother of bers, abo «iwa,s
had dooe as long as 1 can Temctined, 0
that I bad learned also to have a sub-
dued and reverent feeling w he
his name. And, indeed, It Was no won-
der, for that name was never qu-uuuuu_*d
unless it were in connection with some-
thing brilliant and extraordinary. Ouce
we heard that bhe was atl Windsor with
the King. Often he was at Brighton
with the Prince.
a sportsman that hus reputafion reached
us, as when
o u:lt‘-l.'lilf'-]ﬂ.'ﬂ'_‘n'-h Egham,
or when be brought Jim Beleher up frowm
Biristol, and sprapg him upol
on faney.

riend of iha arbiter ol

Eredat, the

rashions, the king of bucks, and the best= |
ircsscd man in town that his reputation 1
however, Jdid |
not appear to be olated at my mother's |

wached us. My father,

trivmphant rejoinder.

Ay and what does he want?" ash~d

he, i Do VEIy amiable TOire.

«] wrote to him, Anson, and told him |

that Bodoey was growing a man uow,
thinking <inee he had no wife '

el 'i'..J-l.E
1 1

vance him.™

“We can do very well without him.’
growled my father. “He sheered off
rromn us when the weather was foul, and
we have no peed of him mow that the
sun is shining."

“Nav, you misjudge him, Anson,” said
my mother, warmly. “There is8 no ane
with a better heart than Charles; but
his own life moves so smoothly that he
enunot understand that others may have
tiouble. During all these years 1 have
knewn that I had but to say the word
tee reevive as much as I wisghed (romn
him.”

“Ihank God that you never bad to

stoop to it, Mary. I want pone of his

hedp.

=But we must think of l'uﬂillt"}'-“
“Livduey las coough for his sca-chest
and kit. He ueeds o more.”

sBut Charles has great power and in.
fluenee in London, He could make
Roduey kuown to all the great people.
Hurely yvou would not stand in the war
ul l“h uq,,:\'.iuuﬂ'llh.'IIT_."

“Lot us hear what he savs, then,”
said my father; and this was the letter
which sbe read to him:

“14 Jermyn street, St. James',
“April 1ath, 1503,

“My Diear Sister Mary,

“In apswer to your letter, 1 can assure
you that you must not conceive m# 1o
be wanting in these finer feelings which
are the chief adornment of humanity, It
is true that for sowe vears, absorbed as
1 have been in affairs of the highest
uuportance, 1 have scidom taken a peu
in may hand, for which I can assure you
that have been reproached by mauy
des plus charmantes of your charming
seX. At the present moment I lie abed
(having stayed late in order to pay a
compliment to the Marchioness of Dover
at her ball last night), and this is writ
to wmy dictation by Ambrose, my clever
roscal of & valet, 1 am ioterested to
bear of my nephew Rodney (Mon dieu,
quel nom!), and as I shall be on my way
to visit the IP'rince at Brighton next
*n:e-_e:-k,. I shall break my journey at
Friar's Oak for the sake of seeing botn
you and him. Make my complhments
to your husband.

*I am ever, my dear sister Mary,
your brother,

- “CHARLES TREGELLIS."
m“"i’ruilzmﬁl do iI:.'n:m. think of that?" cried
¥ mother in triumph when = H

_I t{iﬂ P en she had

“ ink it is the letter of a " sai
my father, bluntly, P Zhp)
“You are too gnrd on him, Amnson.
You will think better of him when you
know him. But he says that he will be
bere next week, and this is Thursday,
and the best curtains unhung, and mno
lavender in the sheets!™

Away she bustled, half distracted,
while my father sat moody, with his chin
upon his hands, and I rewained lost
in wonder at the thought of this grand
new relative from London, and of all
that his coming might mean to us.

CHAPTER V.
Now that I was in my seventeenth

, and bad already some need for a™

razor, 1 had n to w  of the uar-

row life of the Iﬂlﬁl.geezﬂi utu 1-:11: to
O Ereat 1d

nd. The craving was all mwnmmr s

L durst not speak openly about '

&

for the least hint of it broughi the
other's eyes. - ﬂ-ﬁ u:J-'l:.:
reason that I shouold

3t

g

11 seated together over |

tah of ten when we heard the serunch |
B : Aaor, and there was |
I f.‘___i" E rli= q._._,.

| knock five b
[

H . b
addressed in TOe |
: | and blow uj

| L‘n.l":"!'l

had his commission. But if !
| for you, Jim," said

n 1 hl:':l.TlI] ¥

Sometimes it was as |
i help it, Rod! There's something et
his Meteor beat the Duke | I
at Newmarket, | B
| holads 1w
we Loon- |
But usually it was as Lhe |

¢ his own, he might be disposed to 2d-

hoof I have never seen :J:u-_]:,
A O 'l'.llil\t'i"lii the salt upon m:
out feeling the blood of live i, itk
of seamen thrill within my & eTRligy,
think of the challenge "p'.'h.i".h‘t.uu' L
WAVIDE in those days befop "R ey
of a coast-Living lad! I had pus .= &
up te Wolstonbury in the ‘.1'3 L wal
see the salls of the !"n-f'
marees and privatecrs. Appin o
I bave beard the roar of u.:.I'.‘.‘,"
ing from far out over the wy,
men would tell us how (he
London and been Pn;:::.,-,;.-.j',...: mint, L
or sailed out of I'r-.".xi.:--';."i-l gLty
-arm to yard-arm el

ost sight of St. Helen's Jizhs they hag
this imminence of the di; ..'E,. It way
warmed our hearts to our “J _whig
made us talk, round the wigter ¢ 4
our little MNelson, and I:'J-:L,-;I-"': L..'I".L
wood, and Johonie Jarvis and
of them, not as being grest Hin
mirals with titles and dignitics b
good friends whow w '
ored above all others,
there through the length
of Britain who did not Jone s
with them under the red-croee
But now that peace hod (-;,:_,:
flects which had swept the |
the Mediterranean were Ivine diom.
in our harbors, there was Less o o8

—

fiag?
v BRG the

ol

one's fancy seawards. It wag T.ns"
now of which I thought by dyr e®
brooded by might: the huyee E":l .
bome of the wise and the mree e
which came this constant g‘g-r.:.:-_.:"',,‘ -
riages, and those crowds of li.'.‘-.'::;. :;"
ple who were for ever flashing T
window-pane. It was this r:h: -
life which first presented itself s oo
l._".'ld 50, a8 A boy 1 wsed 10 _-.:,-.r_uhl"_ i
city a8 a gigantic stalle with g bng
buddle of coaclhies, which wor for -.-_.-'r
ltl'l‘:l.m:-[uE off down ths |.-::':I':r1: .‘r,..-.--
Bat, then, Champion Il:..':,h._."-l,”. e

i !

how the fghting-men lived thers s
my father how the heads of the payy
lived there, and my mother bow lus
brother and his grand fricnds sy
‘unt_“ &t last I was ouns Lol 1.,--:J.I.'
tionce to see thd marvellous hear
ngland. This coming of mioley
then, was the breaking of light ¢
the darkness, though I hardly
hope that he would take me
into those high circles in whie
My mother, bowever, had such
fidence either 1o hiz good nators |
her own powers of persuasion, thy
already began to mak. L
tions for my departure,
But if the marrowness of the
life chafed my easy spirit, 11 was
ture to the keen and ardent
Boy Jim. It was but a fen
the coming of my uncies letier the
walked over the Dwowns ~ether, :
I had & perep of the bitteruess gf
beart.
“What 15 there for me 1
he eried. =l [orge & shoe

finisled. J'!---r..

forge, and rasp :

| iz & days w

.
BRI 0% 1I

';:'l L]

s world

i donkod at
and his tall, sinewy fGign
whether in the wi
wa finer, hindsSOomer i,
“The Army or the Navs
o 1.
*That iz vere well,” he o
go into the navy, 85 You an
do, vou go as an ofbicer,
who do the ordering. If 1 go in, it &
as Ohe W hi was born 1o oo . p
“An oflicer gets his orders from chos
above him.™
“hut an oflicer does not have the lash
hung ever his bead. 1 saw & poor &
lJow at the inn here—it wias some Feans
aAg "'J'-'J.l- ‘.-EI'I"H'I"'E ius ]..:'1 barck o the La;
roon, all ent I ;
boat-swain's whip.
I asked. “The captain, sa
what would vou have had if
gtruck him dead? said L. *T1
arm,” he answered, *Then if 11}
yail 'Ii.|.::'.l= w lhere ! should ha
gaid 1. and 1 spoke the troth

mnto red dinmonds wilh &
1||1||..I.'-I Qi ;
" said he,

s tlime & . !
- | B R = At In =18

;1:'.'.': of myseil as

i..,:|-u'|.||

ITLA | H g and lia
where the Rhing's
I'rince’s, and the |
ing-men live. 1 could
known in London.™

“How ¥

“Never mind how,
it, and I will d» it, teo.
my uncle=—‘wait, and it =
right for you." That is what
says, and my auut the same. V
I wait? What am i to wail
Roddy, I'll stay mno longer «
heart out in this little wvillng
leave my apron behind m
my fortune in London, and »
back to Friar's Oak, it wil
style as that gentleman Yo

He pointed as be spoke, .
# high crimson curricie ol
London road, with two ba)
nessed tandem fashion b
reine and fHittings were of .
color, and the gentleman It
coat to match, with a scor
livery behind. They fiasi
:I'Llllljlu: cloud of dust, nnd .
glimpse of the pale, !

; the master, and of t!

features of the ma:.
have given them an.ther 1
it not chanced that whoi
came into view there was
agrain, standing at the d:
and the grooms busy
horses.

“Jim.” I eried, “1 beliey
uacle!” and taking to my |
home at the top of my =i

; door was standing the da

vant. He carried a cusi
lay a emall and fiufly iaj ;
“You will excuse me, youug »
he, in the suavest, st &
voices, *but am 1 right in =
that this is the house ol
tone? In that case you
do me the favor to hand !
this note which her brother, =i
Tregellis, has just commii!
care.”
I was quite abasghed
flowery way of talking—-=
thing which I had ever b
a2 wizened face, and sharp Ui
eves, which took in me and the
and my mother's starticed
window all in the instant
were together, the two of |
gitting-room, and my m-
note to us.
*My dear Mary,” it ran,
I.'i'f"ﬂ at the inn, becans i al
ravage by the dust of roul
A lavender-water hath ma]
to & condition in.which I 1
my compliments to a lad}
send you Fidelio as a hos
him a half pint gf wan
six drops of pure brand}
or more faithfal ocre:
Toujours a tol.—Charics.
“Have him in I Hiave |
my father, hearlly, rum
“Come in, Mr. IFudeho,
his own taste, an.d =i
pint scems a sinful o
if you like it so, You =i:l
A smile fickercd over A
of the servant, but his fealur®
themselves instantly it L
mask of respeciful observabot.
“You are laboring under a slight ©0
gir, if you will permit me 9 B .
Mw pame is Ambrose, and

T he confinueT ) -

_—_———____

THE CANADA
SALT « -
ASSOCIATION,
CLiNTON, ONT.
Guarantee prompt
shipments.
Fine, Coarse or Land

Salt.
& For Table or Dairy
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