His Uncl__e’s Heir.

CHAPTER V.—CoNTINUED.
the drive

Gnrguhndqgihmglﬂ{

growing to make short
wt:n:’m-mm-a the sum-
mer morning a neves-to-be-forgotten and al-
most unendurable age.” &

*“Oh, Heave" spsre my child ! the fieroe
cry of his hea-t rose unchecked to his lips,
as ho jomped out at the station door, aad

put the question on which his very life | een cruelly roused

seemed to hang to the sunburnt station-
maaster, who came forward at onoce to greet
him, all eager attention to the great man

her own strained pain.
driven out

the 8:50 express. O3, yes, he was quite
ml—hndp:ﬁ and spoken to Mr. De
W;ldﬁn, and thought he looked very pale
and ill—

The station-master paused in his fluent
explanation, struck by the though thas, if
Mr. Ds Walden had been pale, Sir George
had grown absolutely ghastly. His eyes
were dim and glazed, his bands hung nerv-
ously down, and his handsome upright old
figure shook as with sudden palsy.

““You are ill, sir. 8it down; let me geot

you something. Simmops, fe‘ch some

brandy,”. the man cried soxiously ; and for | to which we had

had to yield to the
weakness,

like a
down the

strong compulsion of his physi
and nﬂ'erl}:.'umelf to besu
child, Bat when he had gulped

shown in her —oould still hear the
harsh strident tones in which he ptor-
ily forbade her. to think of Frank De Wal-
den again.

the s old ass who seemed
mwl:lmmt of the De Waldeasa
hardly the right to aspire,
he pro
settle on his nephew as th

ey were the revenues of a Rothschild or &
Coutts.”

fiery spirit the porter brought from the re- | Heartstruck and dazed with pain, shiver-

nt-rcom, he his supporter
roughly aside, and, with only a muttered
word of thanks, made his way to the dog-
cart

With a dull overhanging sense of calam-
ity, with a hot achingin his heart and a
dazed agony ‘in his brain, Sir George drove
on and on until he reached his own lodge-
gate—the pre honeysuckle-grown cot-
tage that had struck him yesterdsy as the
very abode of picturesque tranquility—un-
til the lodgekeeper’s buxom, cherry-checked
wife came out, not, as it seemed, t) accord
him her usual respectful curtsey, but to stay
his progress. :

*‘Don’t go on, sir,” she cried eagerly, and
earnestly pressing her curly-headed baby,
with a sort of psssion, to her breast—*‘at
least not yet—not until you kmow. Oh,
poor dear old gentleman, how shall I tell you

all?’

She paused, with a little sob; and Sir
George noted her pale cheeks and sad brim-
ming eyes with a sort of in#elerant anger.
The change in the ruddy smiling face did
not surprise him, but it filled him with a
savage resentment. He did not question
the woman, and so make her hard task
easier, as she half hoped he would ; he tried
to push blindly on, but she detsined him
s%ll, :

**Oh, not like that, my poor master |” she
cried, forgetting all fear in her intense pity
for the man cn whose head calamity was

ahout to fall in such a cmhing fashion. |

“We 53ll love our children alike, great
gentlemen and goor folks.like -me, and
there’s news to break your heart up at the
houre. The little master——"

‘*What of him?” Sir George broke in
boarecly. *“Woman do not mwmadden me!
What of my boy? Is he—found?”

The womran looked at him pitifully for a
second, then cried, witk & sudden rain of
tears—

‘*Found?! Yes, the little angel ! My
lady found him in the shrubbery, quite
dead, sir—murdered they zay !”

. CHAPTER VL 1
_ “The course of true love nsver did run

ing under her father's anger, and shocked a
the coarseness of his h, Esie would
¢t-11 have made some feeble loyal attampt to
plead the csuse of her love and cbampion
her absent lover ; but May checked her with
an imploring look. The wiser and cooler
girl saw how much ruffied vanity and
wounded pride had to do with his unjust
explosion, and knew that further argument
would only exasperate her father beyond all
bounds. Soshe interpcsed, directing his
attentien with delicate cact to Ewie s snow-
white facs and dark dilating eyes.

“You are frightening her to death,” she
said, 1n are hful whi 3 and Mr,
Verner, who rea'ly idolised his ycunger

daughter, followed the direction of her eyes

with quick alarm, though he suid with lit-
tle perceptible softening of his gruff
tones :— |

*/Girls always faint over such mabters. I
don’t fancy it does them mhuch harm. Bat
take her away, May, aud, when she "has
cried her eyes out, make the poor little fool
understand that I will have my way in
this,”

And May had obeyed him, so far at least
as the taking of her sister was was concern-
ed—anythingelse was anafter-consideration;

just then sbe had to soothe the girl’s hysteri- }

cal fears and prevent the speaking of im-
prudent words on either side.

L-ng after Essie had sobbed herself to
sleep and regained her lost’ happiness in
dreamland, Miss Verner sat alone in the
great drawing-room, for her father bad
angrily betaken himself to his cluh, and
‘would not return until late, pondering a
thousand plans for setting the crooked

things straight.

 “They must be patient—that is all,” she
decided hopefully. ‘‘Papa can never resist

Essie long, and he is very fond of Frank.
Moreover, I must enlist Croxford on their
s'de.y :

A little dimpling smile Jthat was not due
to maiden consciousness played round May's
red lips as the last thought flashed through
her busy brain, She was an affestionate
and dutiful danghter; but she was too clever

| a girl not te have taken her father’s mental

and moral gauge pretty well by this time ;

smooth,” quoted May Verner checrfully, as | and she ka w that her own aristocratic sui$

she patted her sister’s dusky and dishevelled

locks, and did her best to make light of an |

unpleasant situstion. *Come, Essie, cry-
ing one’s eyes out don’t do a bit of gcod, 0
dry ycur aud help me to think wbat is to be
done.” :

Essie raiged her pretty head from her sis-
ter’s lap, and looked into ber sister's face
with a wiserable sttempt at a grateful
smi'e ; bnt the effort was a failure.

or would be her sister’s best ally.

So she dispatched an imperative little
note to Lord gmﬂnrd, bidding him come to
her ea-ly on the f_ulluwinf day, and then,
with a pleasant sense -of duty' fulfi'led and
every precaution taken, had retired to rest
1n a tclerably hopeful frame of mind.

She awoke in the morning with this hope
unchecked, and it rose higher still when, at

The | the breakfast table, ber father not only ask-

small under lip quivered piteously, -the blue | ed with anxious solicitude after E:sie, who
eyes brimmed over; and the girl hid her face | did not appear, but spoke with something

again with a little choking cry.
¢ Oh, it is cruel—cruel.
Frank done?”

“Nothing, cbild,” said the elder sister |
" serenely—''nothing, at least, but sent a | should no tbe ashamed to show his face after

most blundering ambassador on a most deli-
oate embassy. Any one with the slightest
knowledge of papa’s character migh% have
known that in such circumstances he woun'd
do precisely what he has done,” _

*But Sir Gecrga D3 Walden could know
nothing of papa's character.”

““And therefores Sir George D3 Walden
should never have been aliowed to inter-
fere. No; it Frank had lkad cne grain of
commcn sense, he would have come straight
back, told the whole deplorable story to
you ard me, and left us to break it gradually
to papa ; instead of which he s¢nds the stiff-

like toleration of the absent Frank, though

And what has | Lis indignation against S'r George blazed as

fiercely as ever.
“As though the arrogant old ruffian

the dirty trick he played his nephew !” he
said, chippirg as fiercely at his egg as
though it represented the head of the offend-
ing Baronet; and May bent her head over the
| coffee-pot to hide a little triumphant
smile, as she answers demurely— '
¢Jt was certainly hard vn poor Frank,”
““Hard I” Mr. Verner echoed.the word
with a derisive sniff. *‘It wa3the mos$ out-
rageous—the most diegraceful! And then
to ask him down to the Court aud
coolly spring the mine upon him ! 1If the
lad had an ounce of spirit, he would never

have broken braad under the old traitor's’
necked old uncla to make all manner of | roof.

He would have come straight back t>

haughtily offensive concessions and awkward | me, and——"

attempts at bnbery.”
© ¢“May I”

“*Well, he did, my dear : there is r o mis-
take about that! And I am quite sure papa
made himself equally disagreeable ; 80 they
pariel with a mautually 'bad impression,
You know the temper papa cime home in,
and I have no doubt Sir George was
as unpleasant when he arrived at De
den Court—not that that matters, for I am
sure any punishment he gets will serve Mr,
Frenk quite r'ght.” *

+May 1" Ete cried indi

cheeks flusked with her passionate protest.
‘““You are as bad as—as all therest. I
thought you liked poor Frank ; but you too
speak :gunl‘-' him; and just now—when

‘“When you mean to give him up,”
finished, with & mischievous smile;
though she amiled, her eyes were full of
tenderest sympathy, and the slender jewel-

" led fingers touched the dark ruffled locks as

gently as a mother’s could have done,
tha.:."it,Enie! Do you mean to give Frank
'np- - ;

She lifted the pretty face, and awaited

the answer with some little s
she was quite satisfied
- came, :

tone ; and her Was .
gave me to Frank, and be cannob-take

with it it
Never I” Esaio said, in & low steadfast s

uite | gn:
al- | always

guantly ; and her ’

““And you would have given him & differ-
ent answer from that you gave his uncle ?”
May suggested audaciounsly. |
 Her fasher frowned, and pushed his cup
away.

] did not =ay that,” he growled ; ‘‘but
at least he should have tried me. Butl
ppoee it's the old story—pride and poverty
g» together.” -

¢¢ It is never too late to mend,”” M-y
suggested, with nervous cheertuloess as she
came forward to pin the flower in- her
into her
father’s face. Things had gone t too
well with h r as yet; the Tn;::n had
been almost too easily manage began
to be afraid. ' |

; but, | rible as he said between his teeth—

““It is t00 late, I tell you. ‘Do not nurse;

cr let E:sie nurse, auy, delusion of shat

kind, Hudm%h'ﬂ mine shall marry ia-

“Is | to Sir m" ____‘_'fl'hmily, as 1

‘to hope,

tem
|

*Bat Frank,” she
“‘Frank must know all now. May, why does
ot write ¥’
hﬁu Verner laughed, & sweet little silvery
peal that was like a ocordial
pale

hﬂﬂerﬂinmorhnﬁnlppulh
‘A pretty sort of | 4
his caus3 on paper ! He will come.

“Come!” Essie repeated vagu
the swees . )
mft.uhllzyauh; tﬂlun eyes lost their strained
pathetic look.

*Of course he will, as fast as an exprees-
train and a hansom cab can bring him !
Oh, Essie, what a baby you are! You ought
to have a nuree still—not a lover*” .

Essie mu:hu sister only with a

teful kise. great burden
gﬂlﬂ‘;od from Ler heart, but it was still too
full for words. She was 80 young;
so natural to hope, to belisve

mﬁ nately it can be very n:n,hrl
k tints stole back into the 'iuntanhz:lgthonmu. :

anything but s coward ; never-
theless his heart beat a little faster, and he
twisted his moustache netvously, whils
Eais looking Hkl:h. ty little: ghoat,
sed olosely to S
Fﬂﬂaurlm. my ohildrea,” May cried gaily,
her spirits see to rise with the occasion,

in her strong | bites, Besides, we are four to one, all reso-

clever sister, to trust the father whose pst | lute and strong—oura should be an easy

and plaything she had always been.

*“Now, rn:ng out and play, child, for there
is Croxford in the bhall, and I must talk
busigees with him,” Masy sald, in her good-
natured toneas,

only too thaukful te escape into the greunds,
wh‘gm she might wander at peace through
-the winding
of the elms and chestnut-trees, or nown the
little path beside the sparkling river, and
dream of all the happy hours that she
and Frank had spent amid these familiar

An hour sgo it would have been torture

| to look upon le so associated with the

lover she thought forever lost, and it
was painful siill, though May’s words echo-
ed cheeringly in her ears, and her hears
throbbed high with ho All might—
nay, all must be well with them again ; bat
the contrast between the solitiry stroll and
the last ramble she had taken with Frank,
when, without a Goubt or fear to hampper
their imagination, they had boldly skefiched
out a future full of bliss, was inevitably
presant in her mind. would have
seemed an i inent intrnder when felisi-

ty seemed sure—and she clung to that hope | quite right,” May Verner drew b

with a tremulous passion now.

She seated. herself upou the mossy bauk,
leaoing her dark head agsinet the stem of a
tall tree, and giving herself up to memory

was not unha

shrubberies, uader the shadow |

And Esesie was only too glad to obey her, | fanoy copjured up cruelly
dissemsion,

| round the little trembling

and thought. She shed a few gentle tears | into the white frightened face,
from time to time ; but, on the whole, she | one wrench, like having

.. She trusted her sister so | know, and then ard'y'thmghwﬂl be right. It

victory. Hark, he is at the door 1"

+'Tell him Feank is hers, May—tell him,
please ; meet him in the hall, dear, and pre:
pare him1” poor little Emsie cried, with
whitening lips, as ber eager self-torturing
vivid soenes of

in which her lover and her father
od the principal parts. .

Pl'.ﬁlj’ hesi P-:lnnt from any selfish fear
—she would have underfpken the mos &f-
ficalt aud uanpleasant task ble to save
her timid little sister an added pang; but
she was by no means sure sare that it would
be wise or polisic for her 0 interfere just
now, A .

*Shall I,” she orled, with a rapid :Epul
to the waiting trio—* or shall Lord Crox-
ford, ﬂl‘——-_"

“Or shall I myself?” Frank interrupted,
with & rapidly rising color and proudly
brightening eyes. ‘‘May, you are the

kindest of ; bat I think, if I am asham-
ed to face Mr. Verner, I have no right in
his house,”

An emp and arently involuntary
“Hear, hear!’, from Lord Croxford gave
point and emphasis to the h; and,
with a frankly en *'I k are

to let
and orossed quickly

She threw her arm
and sm‘led
“It is just
a tooth out, you

the young man pass,
over te Eaie's nide,
“Coms, Esie.”

implicitly, and May had been 80 sure that | is not Frank papa quarrels with—only Sir

Frank would vome.

And somehow the minates and hours flit-
ted by ; she did not know how long the
lovers had been {fefe a tete, how long she
bersclf had been d

utterance of her name, A shadow came be-

reaming in the sunlight, | room at
whea she was roused by the sound of a step | lover reached it,
on the criep sun-dried moss, and the hurried | the other side.

E.iﬁ.rﬁ.; and you do not want to marry

Bat E-sie did not smile ; she was staring
with an ‘sed intensity of gazs across the
door which just as her
and stowed he father on

For one second the two men stood face to

tween her and the sunshine; and, looking | face, 80 close that they could have touched

up, she saw— Frank Da Walden.

one another ; then Mr. Verner drew back a

“E .sie!” It was all he said ; but the oae | step or two, with a harsh and dreadful cry—

word was eloguent enough; the shining
eager eyes taid all the rest,

Essie did not even attempt to answer him
—only rose to her feet with a little glad and
grateful cry, ran straight into her lover's
outstretched arms, and hid her happy face
upon her lover’s breat. And for a little
spade, while the birds twittered gayly in
the thick-leaved trees above them, and the
river rippled musically at their feet, the
young people clung together and were utter-
ly cont:nt. " _

Then KEssie drew shyly back ; but Frank
still held her fast. -

*So you did not give me up " he asked,

‘“You—and here? Heaven help us all !”
All eyes bad natura'ly been turned upoa
the newcomer’s face, all ears bai been atrain-

| ed to oatch the first words he should uttsr,
| and none doubted that these would be angry,

even insalting perbaps ; but there was no
anger in the cry that rang out with such
painful incongruity—rather a great horror
and dread, that were emphasised by the hag-
gard so face and dased-looking eyes.

_*Mr, Verner,” Frank cried, drawing up
his tall figure, and speaking rapidly in an
impulse of bewildered ndignation, *‘I have
no right here perhaps ; but onoe you made
me welcoms ; you gave me Essie , and—aod

eyeing the sweet flushed face with jealous | she and I—

jondness.

The poor youog fellow broke down with

Essis looked up with a swest reproaciful | flushed face and eyes that sparkled uneasily

glance; but the reproach changed wanxiety,
56 Friak lookailpilslead Naganed. nod oL,

most old, she thought ; and her heart smote | mere a-

her a3 she gazed at him, :
“You are not well, dear,” she said, slip-

piog hec little hand within -his arm and | voice seemed o rouse

piressing it gently in her alarm ; but he an-
swerad,at once—

*Quite well, my darling. You and May | fuller light,

have cared me, for HI?’ sent me to you,”’
‘“You wers ill then ?” she persisted.
¢“Ill of suspense
gaily. “Nay, 1 will confess to such
ills as fatigue and hunger, for I did not
sleep all night and came withoat my break-
fas: this moraing.” '
“Then come in to luncheon now,” crjed
May’s bright voice behin them, “fcr Lord
Croxford and Yare tired of each other’s’

company and are most decidedly hungry by

now.”

CHHPTER VII.

D.ﬂlﬁh t ¢ unc.rtam o their ‘-'.
and the Jruel dlugzu:;ngut one (ﬂ’m tﬁ?;:

ed a merry mn:.‘lbini mpy: Tras

tional fashion. Lord Croxford did
| contribute - ﬂﬂﬂtdild‘m
the entertainment,

b e,
. 268 h

aud m'sery,” he answered | sincs the mornisg.

for even he cjuld no longer mistake the
strained terror of that unwavering gazs for
ger at his intrusion,
“Papa, what is it?” May cried quickly; and
the tones of bis daughter's clear vibrating
uickly into th Iiﬁm:!? GE; .
ito the room, clos’ & care-
?ﬂ“f behind him ; and, as I]:E stood in the
they saw more clearly the dead-
w of his ordinarily ruidy rﬁm ‘He
grown, May thought, older by ten
It was to her md“:not
to Feank, that hus first words wers spokea.
., “Take Esther away,” he #aid peremptor-
ily ; and, thouga his worls were stern, it
seemed to the girl that his voioce thrilled with
an intense pity
Perbaps m

ts0o or. perhaps
love gave the simid rlmr::forggmk
her by her lover’s side, and, ‘thoogh
her face grew red and white with painful
rapidity, her pretty veios bardly faltered as

. 1 -
5
.
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" { as the ordinar m;:dnu when
B
o

1 .00
|

a stucc), which is ¢
ll:lﬁlldlﬂt i8zzs Ernati ‘tﬂ
common type in the older part of h::
and over these 80 many vin s will by try; I
and so much foliage clustar that g,
hardly say of what matarial the llrnn::
iteclf is formed. The residences

¢ n‘ly built have a mors Eastern
ventional aspect, and some are Very impey,
ing; bus big or little, old or new, it j; e
to find » home not entconced—almoyt barieg
—in trees and shrubs and climing laay
while smooth, r'ch lawns greet t& =
ever in town, in brilliaot Sontrast 4
the bleak, bave hills towerng overheyd ot
without she city. As for flowers, no top,
East or West caltivates them more upjyy,
sally and assiduously.

Salt Lake City, then, is bta.utiful—-;Ph
dise in comparison with the buffalo plaing g
the stony gulches in which the great majy;
ty of Rocky Mountain towns must needs },
set. |

The suburbs, except toward the rocky .
lands northward, grade off into farms quite
imperceptibly, the strsets continuing straigy;
out into country roads between denss jg.
gles of sanflowers—glorious walls of g3
edged with green and touched with jgpy,.
merable dots of maroon. And in these sgh
urbs you may find some of the quaintet
mostidyllic homes. Oaesuch, for exam
sten is down in the third ward. Tae hogy

is hardly bigger than a good sized room; anf -

is entered shrough a queer narrow cowled
doorway. The second story is hardly hali
as Jarge as the lower one. leaving a slanting
ryof between, and a pictu ue hedge and
fence inclose the whole. ‘nis would be
etriking enmough alome for its shape; but
every two-weeks the whole adobe and stuew
affair is whitewashed from rosf-tree to foun.
dation, until it gleams like a fresh.smow.
bank against the grape-vives that cree
sround its angles, and the poplats and ma.
ples that pbotograph their hs in shad-
ow upon its sposless sides. But tosst it
off the better, the owner paints his smal
window-sases bright yellow, his casing
the reddess of red, and his sills and shutten
snd door panels vivid green.  If the whol
affair bad just been haaded out of a Datch
toy shop, it could not be more fantastic aid
childishly pretty.—ERNEST INGERSOLL, in

Harper's Majazine for August,

H -‘HP-

The Disappearance of ¢ The Scold’
Nothiog was more common in the sir

teenth century that a *‘scolding woman,” -

asnd the scolding womsn had not disappear
ed in this country till attar Declaration of
Indep ndence —some even survived that.
The evideace ol this does not rest upo
tradition., The literature and the laws are

full of it. Laws had to be framed with
severe penalties to protect men from the

“‘scommon sc0ld”; and these penalties wore
often inflicted, one of the most effective of
them beiag the **ducking cnair,” which in
many cases was the only one that could
check the wagging of the viraulent tongue.
Nothing is commoner in the ballad literatare
of the sixteenth contury than the complaints
of the railing of the scold and the shrew,
and the devices for taming them was as -
genious as they were brusal. Eicher the lif:
erature of the time is an awfal libel, orscold-
ing wemsn were 80 num-rous as to be 3
great feature of the aze; scoliing was M
prominent as begging, and the scolding wile
as ¢ mmon as the ti husband. The
philosopher wants to know whether it is the
temp:3r of women which has changed, since
it is a fl.nt:i that the ‘“‘common sia:}'ﬂ“ i]!:i:
practically disappeared from modera
(thereused to be w?:r:an whomeven thﬂlhﬂ_.’lf
was afraid of), is no more a piece de resist-
ance of lite-ature, an1 has nat t be legisla:
ted againat, or whether the apparent

ence is only a change in mau’s attitade 1o
ward the sex; Some students of zosiology
think that the min's submission has wrought
the transformation, and that wom>n appas
to be more sweet and amiable no# they have
their way un-uffiad, It is a very delical
question, aund oae that would not be raised
hers exoept in the interest of science, Fof
the disapparance of traits in human nature
is as ussful a study as the eliminstio2 of use

fulmembers or thedevolopment of neworzant
in our evolusion. Nobody exoept the 03t

ologist can say what the disapp3arance
the ‘‘common scold,’ has to do with mmni
position in the modern recreations of society

the business of this department is to collect

faots, not to co-orlinate them.—CHARLE
]le'DI-I'!' WARNER, in Harper's Magazine Jor
uqusé,

. Throwing the Boomerang.
The boomerang used
Austealin is  pice o shiz wod sost
and & wide, an ei of an In
thick, and perhaps twent lgi:ahallﬂllsi““
shape varies, ‘sometimes - being like the 39°
ment of a circle, at others like a man's 8t

| bent at the elbow, but the way of using both

=

th-as forms is exactly the same. . the
Tae weagon is grasped at one ead in

right hand, with the ooncave side SR

aball, On asuddenhes

_ ‘that in the air it looks®
¢irdular piecs of board ; this muﬁﬂn:‘h'!;
/ the wondecfal. power of flight, W™
really be seen to be bolieved. A

ad- | the courssta 1 @ direot lins from the T
1 or, and‘at sucha height as he may rel".’

. = i¢ of itsd¥
itdrmm the Lmi r_ighh"'d

by the patives of

aod
| Sway et bosmeerang, not atriis #
et gl s i 125
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my, however,
feeble growing shio
the strong growi
long life is the obje
Bodding is usua
won after the bu
sre fully develope
t season’s §
which the buds ar
shimilar conditic
branch at the poin
than one year old
:ﬁ:= 80 thickdaa
eadlly separate
becaase the bud is
ﬂo& the stock
the operatio
We have to aep
or frue sap, to forn
:d the stock, the

layer and cutting,
of roots.

The proper time
ofoeurse, vary w
ad of trees

® forward ea




