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MY BROTHER FRANK. |

Mrs. O. W, OLIPHANT. |
CHAPTER L [

h/‘ Y first recollections are all ﬂﬁlln-:
ciated with a small house in a|
little Scotch village on  the|
banks of one of the many rivers called
Esk, once a beauatiful steeam flowing |
through lovely woods., Now, though, |
the woods still hang over it and lamont |
its downfall, black and hideous with the |
refuse of the paper mills, which, since 1|
was a child, have beem estab-
lished upon many of the most
beautiful points in the valley.
1t is mot & country of moun-
tains. We are generally very
modest in our words in Scots
land, and call our mountains
hills, even when they are great
hills and worthy of the longer
title, but on my little Esk we
talked of braes ouly, meaning
little hills, though there was
more than one range of lofty
slopea on the horizon which
are known to fame.
£ iy One of the earliest recollec-
o tions T have is of lying on the

thick grass in a field behind
8 the house, looking up into a
I  sky of that fathomless blue
-

which seems to earry the eye
away and away into a vague
paradise.  All is vague when
we are childpen. 1 must have
been very small, for I remem-
ber the blue speedwells in the
grass standing up about me
with a reflection in them of the
wonderful blue above, and far
more important in size than
any blne flower in the grass

- ¢ will ever seem to me again,
' The only other scene which
. quite detaches itself from this
- childish life is one of & wery different
- eharacter, and which has more to do

_ Frank shining; too, in the glow of the
uousual light, behind which there ap-
- peared the- darkness of the early morn-
ing through the window. The table was
covered with an abundant Scoteh break-

him with the appetite of sixteen, nnd
my mother served him and hovered over
him like a bird over her nest,

We were not a handsome family, but
she was—or hwd been, as ]n-uI.'I.,- siy-—a
very pretty woman, and the brightness
of her looks had descended to us, It
was very hard for any of us to look dull
in those days. We might look angry,
disagrecable, vexed, but we never looked
dull,

Thers were two lively lights in my
brother's eves, which spike of a quick
temper sometimes, but which mnever
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and rare to Lhim when I had made my
appearance, o gf_md ten years younger
than himaelf. T had never received from
liim any other name, and when he gpoke
of Johuny, I pricked up my little cars,

But, otherwise, there was not very
much share in the eonversation possible
to a little personage of six, toasting her
cake and her cheeks close by the fire,
while the big boy discussed with his
mother all the particulars of his life.

He was just about to set out hopeful
and bright, with his step that scarcely

seemed W touch the ground, and his

“He looked around wnd wived his hand befors he disappenred.”

elouded over into sullenness or monot-
ony.

My mother had the most sweet and
pure eomplexion that could be seen.
Her eyes were liquid brown, full of
Taughing lights, though they had shed
many and bitter tears. To see her, you
would have thought fortune wust have
dealt very kindly with that smiling
woman, whose eyes had an answer for
any une who looked into them,

But that was far from being the
case. Tome the recollection of her face,
appearing and disappearing in the ruddy
light, is like that of & picture. I can
8ee now thé anxlety in it which never
wholly went away, the love unspeakable,
the wonder and longing, yet excitement

by | of sympathy, with which such a woman

- [watehes ‘the figh
[ the pest.

winter morning, for Edinburgh, to work |

in his offics till Saturday night left him
free again. Some scraps of the talk got
into my childish memory, bright stories
of the young firm which was trying to
establish {tself in  business, and for
which the young clerk, meaning in his
turn to do something worth while in his
own person, formed such high hopes.
HThey will send me out to the Levant

but that." e
At which helaughed again, and 1 ean

self, my Frank! It was as if :

shining face, through the dark of the |festivals

when they get on a little, and then if 1! ferred Jack Todd, or Bob M
behave myself,” Frank said with a laugh. | liked to stop at the smithy and
**That is the chief thing,” my mother | the sparks flylng up inta the' air, and
would reply; “I would have any failure | hear the men's jokes
souud of their hammors, i

remember lhat.'rlwu_'!l sat by the fire-(at the big boy's elbow, with

And then the moment eame to he
him on with his great coat, to give h
his hat so nicely brushed, to go out wi
him to the door, and watch him &on
the village street till be took the turn to
eross the bridge, and looked round sod
waved his hand, o A
e was @ tall boy, not rt-hus.t.-glif ;
as clastic and full of life as you m'_"'
imagine. For many years after, indeed =
until he began to grow old, his foot |
scarcely seemed to touch the earth as het
walked. He skimmed the ground, . %
He was so light-hearted, never Jdown{' i
for more than a moment.

The light by this time was -
faintly struggling into the sky,
the houses on the other side:
growing more and more Hilﬁ
ble, a sort of grayness of twi-
light taking the place of the
night. e

When the boy was out of
sight my mother remembered
that it was a cold morning, '™

“You little thing,” she said,
“you will get your death.
Come in, come in to the fire;
itis mot a time for you to be
about,” And I was so littla
that I was swept in by her
skirts, almost more than by
my own will, to the warm cors
wer which indeed was very
comfortable after the sharp
prick of the morning air.

But I no longer cared for
my toast, and the table was
soon cleared and the candles
extinguished, to give place ta ¥
the chill rising light of the *
morning.  The meaning of the
little scene was over. Frank
Was Zone. e

He walked into Edinburgh
every Monday morning, and
walked out again every Satur-
day pight. These were the

of vur life, How we listened
for him when the time came for his
turn! Willie, my second brother, would'
sometimes set out on the road to meet
him, and sometimes I, too, cling
to Willie's hand—but I was not Ibot
light to Willie that I was to Frank, -
He liked me well, but perhaps, as he
was always at home, the trouble
little sister constantly crossing his
was more than the pleasure. He

P

ringing over

Imagine a lttle puss, very low




toa. - And when Willid and I,

as the bridge and saw the two lamps
‘the dher side shining, reflected in

ng 10 him than the other incident
~whieh 1 was awaiting—the skim of
uick, light step, the slim line of the
¥ figure coming towards us, at sight
"‘which, with a little siriek of joy, 1
‘abandoned Willie's hand and flew.
was pover a nuisance to Frank. His
—# m step became a bound forward wllen
he' saw nfb, and his ery of “Johnny!’
%m a3 joyful as mine. Willie would
w off to see the coach unload, while
we two went home to mother, who always
stood at the door watching for Frank.
Lifé ‘was simpler in those days, ser-
g .m fewer, and many things were done
by the hands of the mistress of the
‘house, which would be thought nowadays
st of the guestion; and we were not at
all gieli people.
. Dur house was nothing but a house in
village street, with, so far as I can
recollect, no particular beauty about it
But then, the recollection of the first six
j‘md existence is limited. The road
‘which ended at one side in the turn
the bridge, ended (o me) on the
other, in two great ash trees which threw
Jarge branches across the path, and
‘to form & gateway.
yond the ash trees was the world.
drove through between them
grand clamor and glitter, while
children stood and gazed from the
roadside. People on foot walked away
against the sky, and disappeared, into

wrapped in a nggul shawl of tartan
v ‘held her baby upon her back or in
* arms, and With Two or three flaxen-

" hisired, ragwed litile figures clinging to

often pricked to the heart with remorse-
pi.t; for children so different from

. January,

o - ey — ™
.grtfdg'l awa¥, [ followingthem with Won-
‘dering looks, between the over-hanging
branchies of the asli trees, and disappear.

Sooner or later everybody disappeared
into that dim world beyond—all but my
own belongings, who went over the
bridge, about which 1 had ne supersti-
tion, which led, I knew,—for had 1 not
been there?—honestly and steadily into
Edinburgh, and the ascertained and hab-
itable world,

1 cannot distinguish the date upon
which the first convulsion of our peace-
ful life occurred, It was a Saturday in
summer, in June, when the days in
Scotland linger as if they would never
end, This for an hour so disguised from
everybody but my motheér, who always
timed his arrival to & minute, the appall-
ing fact that Frank had not come home.

The table was set for him and waiting
--cold lamb, newly in, for in Scotland,
and in those days, the season was some-
what late—a huge loaf of new bread
with the floury crust he loved, the fresh-
est of butter, green lettunce fresh from
the garden. The table was so pretty
that [ always walked around and ad-
mired it, attending the moment when
Frank would lay its provisions low, with
that boyish appetite which my mother
exclaimed at with a mist of tender de-
light in her eyes.

It Lecame impressed upon my mind
after a time, during which I had contin-
ued my game outside in trembling, ex-
pecting every moment to be called to bed,
that something must have happened.

My mother stood at the door looking
out towards the bridge. She took no
notice of my going to bed.  Her face had
paled out of its usual brightness, Over
her eyes there were those lines which
appeared when she was anxious, which
formed the horse-shoe, which, in Sir Wal-
ter Scott’s novel of “Red Gauntlet,” you
will ilod described as chamclerisiic of
that family, ;

How my mother got the horseshoe, we
never could make out, but there it was,
She stood for a long time, at first ghield-
ing her eyes from the sunset, then con-
tracting her brows to see through the
slowly advancing dimwness which was
night, yet was not night.

By-and-by the meaning of all this burst
upon me with & pang which was as pro-
found in its ignorance as anything a
mature mind could feel, the fact which
made the whole world tremble and dark-

- | ened the very sky, that Frank had not
: wmﬂ home.

Lleft mypﬁy. andu.mnmi stood by

her, ling myself in her dress, hold-
ing 10 her, partly to share the trouble
which I vaguely divined, partly to give
myself some support in thi.’n sudden over-
turn of all possibility. She put her hand

‘apon my head, and took a little comfort
. '{for the moment. But what comfort was
there for her or me? Frank, my Frank,

where mh&,'hm had he gone?

. As we gazed, my father's dark, solid

n;uu came slowly forward throngh the

twilight, and my mother made & spring
wards ; ;

trbable’ befc-m ﬂ: comen; you should be
satisfied at last to get what you're look-
ing for," said my father with a short
laugh. But then he added, “‘There is
nothing to be frightened about, and
there is that little thing, instead of
standing glowering there with her big
eyes, should be in her bed."”

I suppoge 1 was put to bed. 1 remem-
ber nothing but a blank so terrible that
there seemed to be nothing left in hieaven
or earth to make up for it, for Frank did
not come home all that night,

§ To be continued. )
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Juanus I am; oldest of potentates)

Forward | look, and backward and below.

eount, Aa god of avenues and gates,

The years that through my purtsi& come and go.
1 block the roads and drift the Belds with snow;

I ehase the wild fowl from the frozen fen;
My frosts congeal the rivers in their

y fires light ap the heartlhs and hearts of men.

—Henry W. Longfeliow.
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THE COLONEL’S CORRESPONDENT.
In Two Parts.—Part 11.

HE Colonel had been drawn into
admitting to one of his espec-
ial friends that lie expected soon

to meet his charming correspondent, and
a few of his comrades, whe were inter-
ested in what they called “The Colunel's
Romance,” though hardly suspecting any
element of seriousness in it, had made
inquiries about the ladies of the vicinity.

**There was Miss 'Lisbeth Carter at
Fa'ah Oaks, ehe done return 'bout foah
weeks ago. Been away visitin® a year,
scusin' that, she done live here ever
since she was bawn."

This account from an old negro, now
a “‘masterless man," who hung aimlessly
about the store and smithy, was eorrob-
orated by the postmaster, who corrected
the misprononnced  ttle.
Elizabeth Carter was the only lady of
the name thereabout.

“Her husband, Major Peyton Carter,
died sixteen or seventeen years ago.”

“Her daughters? ™

#0Oh, she had never had any children.
The place was mighty quiet now, but
had been very gay before the war. Mrs.
Carter’s aunt. was a powerfully high-
spirited old lady; was always at head of
the place, and kept it full of young com-
pany for Ler niece,

“Reckon the ruin and the trouble of
the bad times broke her heart. She just
kind of gave out and died a nhort while
mhl.

“Sold, Colonell s e:clalmed Bob F’m:lk-
ner. “Sold!" groaned Page Randolph,
and “Sold!" echoed little Jeems Mason,
as the young officer, with a very hard-
set mouth, turned from his informant
and walked away.

“Hold your tongues!" he said fiercely,
turning sharply upon the three, as they
stepped along beside him with ready jests,

"What‘lthe odds, so long as you are
happy. I had some delightful reading
in eamp, and who cares whm vriung it
wan!" !

* MIsTress ]

¥

Om:e alone, the young man paced his
shabby room in no agreeabls mood.  He
was but twenty-three, and at that age a
man suffers in’ being made ridiculous
with a keenness which, in later life, he
remembers as absurd.

Hunter had been reticent about his
affairs, but he koew that, in the free
intercourse of campaign life, he *had
gometimes betrayed his feclings, and
that he should have been dreaming and
sentimentalizing over the letters of an
wold lady,” as he mow contemptuously .
designated ** Elizabeth Carter " that he
should have so looked forward t-u mieet-
ing her, and that his associates were
aware of his interest— oh, the situation
was unbearable!

What sport the fellows would have
over it by themselves, though he might
gilence their  open  comment!  The
thought put him in a white rage.

No wonder the woman had not sent
bim the pieture of herself which he had
asked!

Then came a sadder mood. He had
loved the unknown as though she had
been real.  He had told her so.

And now the tender fancies, the dear
hopes, the half-adoring devotion which
he had lavished upon her, seemed not
only dead, but desecrated, The ecoarse-
ness of such a deception! The treachery
of it!

Could he ever agaln trust woman,
since the exquisile aweetness, the deli-
cate purity, the devout aspiration of the
letters which he had received, could be
simulated by one incapable of them, for
mere pastime?

Should he go to her, make only light
mention of their pleasant correspond-
ence, and bear himself as though he,
also, found trifling with sacred things an
exquisite jest, or should he send her
back the letters which be had treasured,
and ask return of his own? 3

A storm of anger shook him anew, as
lie thought of Lis letters shown by ber,
with laugh and witticism, to her goa.np—
ing friends.

Colonel Hunter spent severai very bad
half hours between his evening retire-
ment and sunrise next morning. At
that hour he would gladly have left the -
miserable little town, but an appoint-
ment to meet the General, in whose com-~
mand he had been, compelled & stay of
several days. ;
He had just returned from a long

mond, and was only now making his B
way home, after his release. 4

warmly, and after first inquiries and
news had been exeba.nged the mewly-
arrived drew from his breast pm:ku: a
letter much solled and worn, :

*By the way,” he remarked, “I dmu._'
suppose this old m:-lnggad letter is of
much consequence now, but I allr;ya
like to do what I and long

some Way.

walk, aimlessly taken after breakfast,

when he received a call from a brother
|officer, who had been taken. er
some months before the fall of Rich-

The two men greeted mh other i
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MY BROTHER FRANK.
By MRS. OLIPHANT.
CHAPTER 1L

HEN 1 grew older, I learned what |

OSTON MASS., FEBRUARY 1894,

wives were all mmiy to hlk to her as she
atood holding my father's arm, but that
morning she seemed to have nothing to
say. Her eyes got home before her,
going quick up the street, far guicker
| than we could walk. But there was no-
he seen.

“here's Cr-ipple Ii.lm, poor  body, has
brought me Frank's letter that should |
have come last night.”

uAnd ieit for keeping back a letter

per?™ my father said.
#0l, Francial the boy is well and safe,

that vou're rewarding him with his sup-

YOL. XXVII. No. 2. 31 00 per Year. 4
16 cenin per ln”- Ifcrcrln. B1.35.
mother, now that she had come to life B

again, and listened to her eagerly telling
that Frank had stayed to work, to help
his young master, who was so busy and
needed him.

“1 will not have the lad faken up with
worldly business on the Sdibbath day,”

- body to
my father meant by his sarcas
ﬁswnnis that my mother wi s | TLate in the evening, after she had
able and must | given up all hopes of Frank, there came

o, but 1 need lahwnk at the door. We were all sitling
scarcely say that 1 did not understand | together, with candles on the table, and
{hem, or put any meaning to them at the Sunday books, ns was the custom, not
moment. [ understood nothing except saying much to ench other, for each one
{hat thefe was a dreadful vacancy all | had abook. I was 8o lucky as to have a
around, the earth giving way under out | “Pilgrim's Progress” full of pictures. 1t

for Frank had not come home,
“tI[‘.l:. pext morning my mother—who | and always had the s

could not have slept all night—Xkept cor- | Sunday night: but still I was better off |

and nothing has happened. 1 might
have known, but I'm just faithless and
unbelieving, and cannot trust my God
when my bairns are away."

[ think I see her coming to the light
with a parcel in her hand. It was
brown paper with a big seal, and a little |
white letter inside—that was how letters |
were gent by the coach in those days| Next day we went to Edinburgh, my
| mother and 1. She whispered it to me ]

when I went to bed, making my heart
dance, Tt was a great thing to

always looking out for tro
be ut.isﬁecl when it cam

my father said, |

*Oh, but, Francis! when it is a work 1
of necessity and mercy,” she said.

I did not know what they meant, but
it sounded as if it belonged to the House
| Beautiful, where the Indies all said many
things that were like verses out of the
| Bible, which I did not understand.

is true, T knew the pictures all hy heart, !
ne book every | when the post was dear.
Frank had made up his little parcel

ing and going to the door. It
o was bot vaguely that.l was
! aware why she went and cime;
~ 7 lor she talked and smiled as

"7 “msual, which restored me to my

nsual somposure,  But when
she tied the strings of my bon-
nik before we set out for chiureh,
she saddenly began to cry, and
kissed me and told me to think
upon Frank when I was in
“thurch, and. when I said my
¥ ers. “For how can we tell
. what trouble he is in? "' she said.
I remember very well her
. face in church, as 1 sat trying to

keep still and not to show how
- tived I was of the sermon.

What made her look as if she
did mot see anything or hear
auything, as if her face was

~made of stone? Usaally it moved
g0 much, a little smile would
come creeping about the corners
“of her mouth, or Ler eyes would
qurn to e to give me a look
~which said “keep quiet” better
. than words, But that day she
" took no notice of anything.
©Ouar minister was very good,
but he preached long sermons,
longer than children are made
. -to listen to now. I knetw that I
. ought to be attentive, but very =
_often it seemed imposgible to keep still.
- I worked about my fingers without
knowing it, and pat the books in- pat-
terns, and tried how far T eould push

T

~inaking them fall. Generally they fell
with & tremendous noise, which made
m‘hﬂdr in ch\msh Jook at me, I

tlie umbrellas with my foot without|
made a spring to the door, and got there

HQ, Francls, the bay is well and sate, and nathing has happened.

than Willie, who was nedding over his
book, going to sleep and then waking up
again, and saying, “1 was not ﬁeping."
if any one looked at him.

When the knock eame, my mother

long before Betty, before any of us could
maove.
to ook up from his book and take off
Lis spectacles. By this time I had half
forgotten about Frank, but the sound of
a knock on a Sabbath night was of itself
a great excitement. My mother did not

| mmhu'.k at once, but when she did, it

was clear that something that was plens-
‘ant had happened.
o .FTake him ben* ﬁm hc-uu, aud give

i1t

2 | body,™ - slie llid tor B&ﬂw qutlldo the

door, and eame M with hﬂ ewn face,

My father took no notice, except |

and earried it to the coach office, and
given it to the guard with his own hands,
to tell ghat he could not come home,
that his mother might not be uneasy.
The light shone upon her face, that was
80 bright. She was trembling . and
| laughing a little, as people laugh when
they are very nearly erying. All this
| puzzled me at the time, especially as no
dne else showed any excitement,

vel in o ¢orper of the boot, and for that
he was having hie supper and a silver
sixpence, which was a great sum of
money in my eyes. My mother, too

much excited to sit down again to her
book, told my father all that was in the
letter, while T, sitting up at the table
with my “ Pilgrio''s Progress,"  went
‘back to the pleture — Christian with all
the ladies of the House Beautiful abont

. ‘him was the picture [ was looking at.

1“°ndm41ﬂ they were as pretty as my

Cripple Tam had found the little par-|

_wmm.-mm“mm

o to Edinburgh, though it was
but six miles off.

We went in the conch, which
was often o full that I had to
stand all the way, looking out
of the window, or finding a slip-
pery rest on my mother's knee.
But that did not make it less
agreat event to go to Edinburgh.
The pretty road, the village
through which the coach passed,
spread out before my eyes, ac-
companied by a murmur of the
conversation going on over my
head, to which I was not aware
that T paid any attention, but 1
heard everything.

That day my mother told the
people on the road, who were
all people she knew, how it was
that Frank had not eome home
on Sunday: that there was a
great deal to do at the office, and
he was so much thought of,
though he was s0 young, and
relied upon where a thoughtless
boy would never be trusted. It
pleased her to tell how, mueh
confidence was placed in him,
and that he was not like otfer
boys.

©Old Mr. Mouter, who was Ofie
of the other passengers, and
whose knees reached more than half way
wcross, he was so tall, and who always

eat well forward, leaning upon his stick
and listening to everything, asked in
what pfiice Frank was, aud he shook his
head when he heard the pame. My
mother eaught her breath, and there was
a little silence, and the rumble-rumble of *
the wheels m in, and the cmk of
the eonchman's whip.

Then she said quickly, “Do ;on Enow
any harm of them?" i
_ “No harm, no harm, but thj‘u ]
very young," the old genthnm said,
shaking his head. . i

I knew very well that it was a silly
thing to be young, but then Mr. Ren-
wick, Frank's master, was y
big man, and not a listle thing like m.
but that was very different from grown:
up people.. My mother, for her part,
spoke back quick and high, us if ishe

el L B e L
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That afternaon was very warim, bub

qilekly plong, slniost more quickly than [ we did not go out for a wilk e Wi gene
ie

rally dbd. They sliut the windows

Frank's offlve wha in one of the strecta | even, for iE was very near the street, lest

it divide the long Hne of the Prinees’ Lpeogle outslde might hear, When iny

straot shops, e jumped wp from Lis 1
denk when he snw s, and eame out fo e
et us with T ahining Tace,  The lit Ie

athior enmo fu, ho sab down In his big
hade, and It was all explained o Kim
v agiadng, iy mmothar saying nothiing,

e dark, baee offles, with no earpet on | but watehing i, and Frank, growing

the Hoor, and a high denk against e | mare and more in eavoest, taikiog and

window shintting ont hall of the light, |e

xplaining.  After o long thine, which

looked  very strange to ine; amd my :m-mm-.il endloss to mo, for 1 wanted to
srobhors face was aoxlous, an she axked | go out and play, Frank jumped up sud-

do bt 1o wonder ut the high stool on |
which Frank sal, which 1 conld not

open ipon his desk. Ho told her somae- | d
thing about sitting up all night with Mr, (¢
Renwick, working at the books, which
made me think they Had been
at pragers all pight, for “tlie
Books'' jn Scotland used o
mean family prayers; amd how
any one could find fanit with
N for that, 1 eould not under-

*wtand. And then 1 heand my

- omother  repest what old Mr.
Mouter had sald, *“They ‘are no
,’uuhj‘,"

“They are not a bit young;
My, John & twenty-elght; and
If they wers young, s that a
fault? ™ sald Frank, standing up

Ctor his master, with the lights
in his eyes Hashing up,

e was hasty i Lis temper,
and ready even to be a little
angry with my mother on ae-

gount of his friends. He would
' pof Dave 1t sald that Die was
= working on the Babbath day.

S e were done by sixo'elock
i w the morning, a0 thist it was
ot much wore than Satarday

~wligh," he said, :
L My mother eould wot argue

with Limng she slok her bead,
Lut she smiled all thie time, so
shia eonlid not haye beey angry.
And then Mr Reonwiek and lis
o heuihier eame tn, and took great
bl of ma and  wore very
elvil, and praised Fronk, - As
Aot helng young, they were Just
an old s everybody else.  Une
of them  bad long  whiskers,
which were common then, and
‘they wers both far taller and
stronger than Frank, [ could
pot  think what Mr, Mouler
- gould mean. :
~ After that, my wmother was
always uueasy on the Saturday
evenings, and often went to the door, and
et ot Willie Lo meet the eonch; Lo see
if ghere was sy parcel. St one week
my mothor heard hin bight foot skim
Wu’ thie siregt,  Bhe gave o little
waad Hetened, and sald, VU §t was
o evening nstead of the furenvon, i
thint was Prapk," %

"

| mote by paybog

liar. qeontions, She had a groeat m:my'_ilrnly, with the ped fn bie checks, and
uentions to aak, while 1 had nothing to | whook my father's two hands and gave
my mother o kiss,

WNow, wa'll mave them!" ho sald with

pesch up to, and ot the great book lylng I a kind of Lareah, It will b all your

lolng, father,
feh, T will buy you the 1ewan

And, mother, when 1 am
(L1

USHHOLD.

| Lutorest, and w0, withoud @ny -
teauble, our momey Ws givin away.

wae 1 1

(1 “;" thi D’ means b0 UilE @
Wbtihen, A bt and @ ban'' gre an ou

ey poom :
{w be condipmad ) ;

e LR T i

A WIFES LEVERIE

€ henrt of mbne, I8 our estile =
Onir awewt entalueof joy assnreid ?
Tt oniie w0 slow, 1 eame 86 i,
et by anol bittes pabes pndured i
bare wa forgel those SOFFowE soafe,

| And think that \hey will come no more?

|
e e
For Tha ]l!-nn\iu‘h!.
MISS DRUCIE'S CHARITY,
T E wan ouly an old man, 8 poor ol
tewsn iy, Bomelens and forlorn, s
he stood ut Miss Drucie's it

i
i

| | white gate, looking wistfally at the cozy
My mother shiook ler head, but she |cottage, where lite roses tapped at the

S

g ross, taok the oid lefter faam his pachet, and leid o in Pet fap wreong the leaves.”

smiled, oo, And as for Frank, he got
Bie hat, mod pushed a parcel of paper
into hie pocket, mod held mo up for »
incspont in bis arms to kiss me, and thed
wont off, back again to Falinburgh,
though B wis  Baturday, “Te  save
thiern,'* he sald, - And he was over the
ridge and out of sight almost belore
my mother gud L eould got ont (o look
after him Lo the door, %

§ did not koow what 1t all meant (1
after, 1t meant that we bad given all
our gy Lo keep up Mr. Henwick's
Tiistmons sl save bim," ns Frank seld,
18 hinpproned thers was no thne to wall,
e W they Aid not pay something ql
e, they would be puined. j

1 il ot snderstaed what “rained”
weant, bt evidently 10 wan something
vary b, and the maney wonld mave them

: fromite -

{1 sould huve kept off Willie's footh.
il the wixpenses in my
_of cowrse 1 shioild have
iy mother theught wo, 1o,
g was felghiened, A8 for my
& ek

i' windows, and feathery elirysantlemams
L elustered elose to the low plaeza.

Thoddptober winds tngged persiatently
kb L Iy oak that grow near the
gate, nnd for all the old tree's fyliting
and coniplalolng, many & erisp, brown
lend hurvied down and scorded along
the walk like n frightoned, homeless
Iabrels !

Pretty, celmson maple leaves fultered
whout the yard, amd over by the fat liite
ehfmuey & holly stood resplendent in
wearbet and green,

Mins Drrucio mat at her window rending
from that old but ever new Dook from
whish she hiad  found joy In sarrow,
strangth in wenkness, and lght in dark-
oot duys,  Bho hod soon the tinmp, but
ahie lind boped Be might pass on,  As
whie poml oo, she came to these words:
Hlnasmiiseds ws Yo lave dune it uato ane
af the loast of thess iy brathren yo have
e §t noto me,” 7 I

Touwrs sprang to Miss Drucle's hrown

oul gulckly, down the elrymanthemnm.
bordered walk fa the lithe gats  over
whiah thie old wan lesned, -0

1

L wlig A

tor witd an

| Nl bands. 3 5 £
ays. - Laying the ook aside, sle wont | £ 5 Bomehow he knew thab sk

ru

ot
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feod matily, for u!m_ wise dulng ﬁlli :
for the Mastor, and the old foan wis pe
Jangor & tramp, bub & poor follow opeq.
ture, who, from wickedness o fiifatop
trire, hud comae o need Doy hoip, Al
how didng hiluegn Lor Hi changes i alpt
of pn hongry, ma'am w e wiley
honsis Tookoed ko g an' whiot vp ket
Miks Drucie's heart swelled, s :
Phen it was lier very Towliness that
findd Teon bier (tnuns for serving the Lowl
this thine, and she Dad jost been wishing
that she eould do something for Him,
ofpine tn and | will get you sompe.
thing to eat,” shio sald cheerily,  Tle fol- .
Towed her to the Hitle kitehen,  Wihite
1 b e, sl motiead that bis elothes wern
1 lvery thin, and ahe thought of the cold
o | dayn that wiro coming. g :
HWHT you walt Twee & pome
mid"ﬁud went oul, !
{.’pin bl bow sttle slis u]-rmqf
o trank and towk ont s thick,
dark oyercomt. Bowliog  ler
haaed over 1, she monned 2 40,
futher, this s »o like  yon,
" Homehow 1 alwiys koe Yo
thin, . How can [ lot it go?** :
Fiveni seniting, while the tewrs
ihintened fn er dyes, whe whis
pered, “Giving to the poor I
lending to the FLonb  Serely
1 esni tevst God with th fathirs
oyercost,'”
Then she  carrhed it dawn,
and helped the old man pat 1t
He thanked her do a 10
shple wordi -and went away,
andd Miss Dvacie retarned to her
reading with n Foart stewmgely
filled with peace and Liope,
Along the dasty, Joaf sion De s
road the old tramp went slow.
ly,  People passed Jidm s Lo
went, some of them wondering
why all men Jiave wol homes
and  Bioncst O lrts
thonght low well the forkers
old figurs Atted lote the dreary,
Tl Tamdweapn
Only a fow sow an onfoftis
pate brother bn the weary ol
.

8
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Oni he trudged, passed eom-
fortable farmelionses, through
brown  moadows Eroves,
whers uvery leaf whispuerid of
dently s deony,  On to Lhe
town that lay miles beyond 1he
pretty  willage ta wiich Mias
Ervucle Hiyed,

He Ll gone slowly, naking
it here and o pight's Jodge
ing - there, meeting  lindness
sometbmes, Tl of teper Lerning
awny, silently, from unklud facon and
harseh words, o

Io was very weary whon he rensched
the large town, but he walked slong 8
busy strect with no object except that
hie lind nowliere to sit down wnd walt for
the end; surely, whers so many men and
wonne wers songregited, there miost b
tore biotherly love, Porhaps gome one
woitld be kind to him here, ey .

Ko lis walked sfowly aloug, whils peos
ple harded pust hiw,  Suddenly i
hewrd & evy, Lok pub there, old mon,
take eare!™  Then womething vushed
mgnlnet Bim, Uhere wia o sharp patn, il
Bl was darlk, ; il

Aftor a whila he Lessd # volus Ghat
soemied vy far awiy, snying, “Who is
he?  Aps thers wo letters  mnywhere
about bimt" - And unother volee sulds -
ook dn the cost poekets 00 i

Al the Hine, he linid felt n strong, tefie
der band bithing his face und rabling

el

st T
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ful hand whereves §t toncled im, sad
Bew ho folt ik tremble, ne one of D
vuloss wald ) ¥ Hlove is  futhor addenssd

Is there thrl-lla‘;lm do for youp

{0 Miss Drace Darro

' keow hert
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MY BROTHER FRANK,

By MRS. OLIPHANT,
CHAPTER III.

like the rising of the day,

eomes clear,  As

mist rolling off the face of the coun-

try, and I begin to see how life went
on and the weaning of all that hap-
pened becomes clear to me. At least
the meaning of many things that hap-
pened, for life is very puzzling and
Dot even the wisest ean understand
all that is in it

After what passed in the last chap-
ter, there seems to be a long time in
which there was nothing particular
to remembeér.  Frank came home
-every Saturday night, and went back
to Edinburgh every Monday morning,
and the Saturdays and the Sundays
were our high days,

Willie did not take any particilar
notice, and my father never disturbed
himself, but my mother and T were

- mever so happy as on these Saturday
nights. 1 had always been Frank's
petfroan the moment 1 was born.  He
had carried me about as long as [

~eould remember, and never was tired
of his little sister; bat mow some-
. thing Lappened that was better even
than thit, for e began to fad out
that I was old enough to understand

- what he meant, and to talk to me an]
. tell me everything. Every Sunday

. mex, he took me out to walk,
" The woods were full of a thousand
“lelights in suinmer, and even in the
~ dark wintry afternoons they wers al-
ways pleasant o him and to me.
; When my father laid back his head
- on his easy elialr, after dinner, then

was the time when we set out.

‘My mother came ont to the door
.wlth us, to tie the strings of my bon-
net, and smooth Frank's hat, and

us, her face shining with love and
pﬁﬂc,ldmklngthetwowhohelougul
o her.  She never came with us her-

m_m first

afternoon, after ehureh and early din-

s, 1 scarcely know why, bat it numd
qnih natural at the time; pechaps it was
thing my !a!.her did

The opening up of a ehild’s mind is!
At first all js | w
dim and confused, hut gradually, though |
one scarcely can see low, everything he-

. watch us as we walked away together,
I think T ean sce her, looking after

3 ahiuna oy Leart; but it would be the

BO STON MASS

Imt that it was \umh\ I was go h-t_upv
Sometimes we went so far that she had
'ln excuse for going out to meet us,
! amusing herself with a little anxiety as
to what could keep us so long,

What walks these were! Sometimes
e came home with armfuls of wild
flowers and ferns and mosses; sometimes
i we had 80 much to talk ahuut that we

I grew. older there! tr.n'gnz that there were any flowers,
geemed to roll away something from tlw]

landscape upon which I look back, like a going to do— that was our chief subject,

Frank used to tell me what he was

He l.lumght the firm wmu.ld molt Tikely
send him out to the Levant to manage
their  business “there, an idea which
pleased him, but which always sent a

p_mwu t.m-m-mrqn'
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Qa:lii since he was a little huv,
was to make her a present of the
and this was always in his thought. The |
JIl:rw-m wias not a grand house or a fine
| estate, It was only a delightful eottage
with a little garden, and a field or twao,
which stood on a height up the Esk, and |
| overlooked the eourse of the river, and |
.tl:r sweet, green valley, and the woods |
and scattered houses,

My mother had always loved the place;
| she was fond of the quiet, and the gound |

tiful landscape, and all the changes of
the clouds and fiying shadows that were

a | never the saime for half an hiour. Of all (nd ¥
the enstles we built in the air, the first jinto

. kles came in her forehead that were
© - like & horseshoe. . Rut she would not
' refuse, to oross Frank, and my father
© wished it, too,  They came on & Sun- |
. day in Jm‘hlthlmhﬂﬂ
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that ha nde to put the papers up ina ]sm fnve-
Hewan, | lope {we neither of

us knew what papers;
| but Frank told me there were always
papers when property was sold), and lay
them on her plate at breakfast on New

! Yenr's morning.

Frank told me a delightful story of
some poor gentleman who had lost every-
| thing, and wlio got back all his old lands

| through the means of the lady be loved,

in ﬂ_us wWay. :
And then we took another thought,
and resolved to take her for a little
excursion to the Hewan, saying noth-
ing till she was there, and then tarn-
ing round like the Lord of Burleigh
in the poew, to say to her, “All of
this is mine and thine” We were
never tired of discussing how it was
to be done, and often would go on
talking till we suddenly saw her look-
ing out for us, and Frank would say
“Whist,” and 1 stop talking, in a
fright lest she should hear. Ah,
what a long, long way off it was,
though it seemed to us 8o near. i

The first interruption to this happy

time was when Frank had to go and
spend the Sunday with the H'.p-wirkn._ i
which ocenrred two or three times, to.

_ my indignation and sorrow.  He said
he kad to go; but I had an umeasy .
feeling that he rather liked it evem -
when he said this, and my mother, -
you may suppose, was as much dis-
appointed as 1 was, bot she u-nprn‘d-
me in my lameutations and was al-
most angry that Fraok must do what
was expected, and what e thought
was right, for he was almost a man

“now, and should judge for himself.

And then it came to be talked of

that we must ask the Renwicks, who
had been =0 kind to hhu hf apnd
the day withus,

My mother, whe would h"ﬂ"ﬂ“
tained all the world if the house had
been big enongh, was not anxions to

bave the Remwicks. The little wrint

Mmﬁmmwpmwm ol

take to save up the mouey. - If |5




-y 4
lighted to In-u thlsmw. beautiful com-
ell as my brother, and was
‘walking after them, when Mrs, Renwick
laid her band upon my arm,
»Do ye think th&r want  you with
them? ™ slie said to me with a laugh.
Want me! There bLad never been &
t in wmy life, so far as I knew,
mrvmklnd not wanted 1we. [ was
o startled that 1 did vot know what to
say, but stared at her, and then went an
slowly, as if T bad not heard. But in a
" moment all the world had changed to me.
1 followed them to the door, lingering,
not knowing what to do, but the first
~ glance outside determined me.  They
were harrying on as if they wanted fo
muﬂulnpwutdu the door,
Frank cast a quiek look behind. Ahl
wm that woman said was quite true.
They did oot want mel
~ Ierept away up stairs and shut myself
jnto my room. It seemed o me that my
heart was broken. What did Icare for
these stranpers?—but Frauk, my Frank!
Tstayed thers all the afternoon, hearing
the pleasant sound of the voices down
stuirs, and the tinkle of the teacups, and
sometimes a Jaugh or a scrap of the con-
| wersation when the door was opened,
© Everything was going on just the same
us wenal, —more h‘luhlly than  usual,
. though Frank did not want me, and my
i ha:t was hroken.

Mot people have made a discovery
Ilh this sooner of Iater; but a child feel-
lhgﬂuuuhnmﬂmd smd for the first time
disenclanted with life, has all the decper
sense of desolation because she has no
nq:crﬁmne, ‘and cannot understand the
unreasonableness of her own misery.

1 did mot come down stairs till I was
oldiged tw come, alter Frank lad come
baek from Lis walk, In\l. the visitors were
mq 10 go away.  He was sitting
by Miss fsabella, talking to her as if he
had ot time enongh to say everything
in the bl&m m while I sat

street,
mwhdmymmhgr

There was & 1ittle hwak in her \mim,
too, like a sob. I dow't know why it
should eomfort one when one is unhappy
to know that some one elsa is unhappy
too, It touched my heart, which was
already very tender, and made me cry
the more, but it gave me some consola.
tion all the same. ;

R0 mother,” T rrte:l “my heart is
broken, my !n:rart is just broken!™ and
buried my face in her shoulder. She
held me in one arm, and stroked my
hair with her hand,

“Yeg, my dear,” she said, “it is a
harder lesson to learn than your verbs or
your music. But they say you are
clever at them, and you must try to he
clever at this, too,. Those that are dear-
est to us we must just learn to be con-
tent to let them go, and the more we
love them, the more we must ¢onsent to
let them be happy their own way."

We could searcely see each other in
the dim evening, but we were so close
pressing together that the feeling of her
heart so near gave a litlle ease to mine,
which was beating wildly like a bird in
& cage—and what she sald brought a
little awe upon my soul which wis 8o
youngandsolittle accustomed toanything
hat Jove, 1 gave her a hasty kiss, put-
ting ap my cheek against bers, and
whispered, “Have you learnt it, mother?®
for [ was very anxious to find out what
wis in uther people’s hearts,

She was some time before she answered
me, and then she said, with a trembling
voice, pressing me ecloser and closer to
her—*Cth, very badly, very badly, Mar-
jorie! oh, I have not learned It welll 1
have more command of myself than a
Titike thing like you, and I éan keep from
erying, but maybe I, that preach to
others, am myself a castaway; for 1've
learnt my lesson badly, badly!™

Bhe said she could kecp from érying,
but I felt the tears start out quite
quietly, not in a flood like mine, down
her cheek. ' The next minute she put
me softly away from her and rose up.

“] think I hear your father's step
coming back. We must have the candles
lighted and not sit in the dark like two
fowlets,” she sald quite briskly.  And
when my father came in, the room was
bright and the books got out, and T had
m;fhﬂd in my Pilgrim's Progress as if
there Lad Leen no visitors nor m;rl.hlng
ot of the comman, ©* "

My father said * Marg'ret!” as he
shundidnwon ag he had pushed
open the front door which was never
shut, and she Mm'md “Here I am,

1| Francis,” 88 she always did. He came

4in full of all that had happened, and all
that liad been said, and of what the
not | Renwicks had told him, and what they
Mht;mdmmhnloom upaﬂﬂm

Tenvied the showy garments, which wers

hwnwuz.m. hutunnmuu.i
!;:f" be eouscion a time
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Willle 1o think of, and that litle thing
there, that is tender and small, aod not
fit to fight with this hard workd if any-
thing should happen to you or me.””
SThat little wmonkey with ler two
eyes!” maid my father.  He nover called
mé anything else, but e was vevy gomd
to e all the sarme.
in her bed instead of hearing everything
thera is to lear. Buat we'll not forget
her mor Willie either. 1 hear there's
some grand secret project to buy the
Hewan,” he said with & laogh, “and
make you & present of it He is to do it
with his savings in four or five years."
"To make me a present! and who
told you that?" My mother had grown
fquite ved, and I Jooked up with a great
flush of indignation, Her eyes were
shining, too.  “If ik's a seerot projeet
what business had any one to tell you?
I am wishing to lear no more" she
eriedl.
“ Nomsense! It was Mra. Renwick
that told me. Frank is just like other
lads, he can keep no event from his
sweetheart. - Well, what s wrong now?
She is bonnie and young and his mas-
ters’ sister, he would not do better that
I can see,”
“And tells over again the things he
says to her.  Oh, 1 have no eonfidence in
these Henwicks — neither for my boy,
nor for your money-—oh, no eonfidence! ™
my mather said.
She biad not meant to say at. amid per-
hiaps sho was sorry that she had done so,
but it was true.

Chapter IV.

I need scarcely say that we were not
rieh.  We had enough for all our needs,
which were very simple. Lifo in a
Beoteh willage at that period was not
expensive, with few servants and very
little display. Everybody knew exactly
wihe we were, and our fathers and moth-
ers, and everything about us; so that no
one could deceive the little community
by a vain show, as it is so much easier
to do now-a-days.  Had we spent more
than we were known to have to spend,
vur neighbors would have thought less,
not more, of us.  Aceordingly, our life
was moderate in every way.

My mother's extravagance was in my
drua, which was, from my earliest con-

, miuch daintier and more deli-
cate than ﬂnﬁ a}t_lwy of my contempora-
ries. I was never fine in the ordiniry
sense of the word. Ldid not, till 1 was
grown up, possess 3 single ornament;
but I set the fashion in everything that
was fresh and sinple, in my white frock
and ging!:am, in n:plna!umhnd tuck-

Kykﬁkcdg[mvmofgmdhoe

| my frills were of fine French cambric n- |

stead of muslin—a refined kind of costli-
ness which vulgar eyes were not aware

of. I was dressed like a little princess,
thoogh L did not know it, and often

(oot half so much worthy of admiration.
Perhaps there was mﬂﬂng “of this
sfmplicity in my mother's

U1t §s time she was |

March. g

nﬂllnj.r to stroll about the ﬂm to
amuose himself, to rend st as mud\ a8
Wik necessiry and no more, !

My motkier had a great deal Gf ﬁllbl*

tion.  She wanted the Loys to be much
bigher up in the world, and hetter off,
,1|Jﬂll she was. She wonld have had

]l}wm monnt up upon her shonlders and
my father's, and surpass anything whag
their parents could de,  But Willie did
not care.  Jle liked lis village friends,
and his village ways, and bad no oljec-
tion to go on, day by day, withooo look-
ing forward or thinking what was to
OTIHE,

Willio was not a disagreenble boy, e
did what was told Lim, and he was veéry
good humored aod ensily pleased, and
he was not ab all disturbed by the
thought which took away my mother's
sleep and fretted her very life, that it
was time for him to go to college, though
there was not inowey esough to send
lim there, After a while, my mother,
seeing I grew older every day and wore
able to understand her, poured ont her
henrt to me. T could not do anything,
nor eould T bring any wisdom into the
discussion which could help her, bt to
talk it over wlth me gave her o little
consolation.

“I am not one that interferes in
man's  business,” my mother said, ]
“Never do that, Marjorie, whatever you
do, but T cannot shut my eyes. T eonld
not say me when Frank was implaring
for lielp to bis friends; T would not set.
myself on the other side, but wlen your
father consented, which was more thay .
1 expected, oh, but I bnd o sore heart* B
“Put, mother, they will give it all
hrk‘n

“Maybe they will give it back, maybe
noty but sare am I they bave never
offered it yet, and the interest is never T
regular, Jet your fathersay what he will, I
aud theve is many & thing wanted that [
hiave not the heart to get, seeing that all

our money is on the boy and of a busi-
ness that may stand, or it may not, whe

can tell.  Itis always the same risk with
Frank, your father says, and that's trye:

but .all that would happen to Frank
would be to lose his place, and have to
ook for another; and I would like him -
to be in a larger way of business, for my
part.  But your father says it is better -
for him to begin with young men not
much older than himself, and then they

will all make their way together, Ican- = .
not tell, but, ob, my beart is heavy, and
[ have many a troubled thought. And
there is Willie just wasting his time,
when he should be at the college,  As I
tell your father, it is not one we have to'
:.:I'u‘k of, but both the boys, &ud oy
“Lam notwumiug thi ,"

O Nothing but Hhﬂs‘:z mwdo :::I;ou
A%, the _g-b:mt moment, the Lord be
pradsed ik thing w :
mlﬂmwmnmn.l:f:ur ip W&ohmnn
0 mother, why w
that? ¥y wil

.f...;..'




TI%tj-j: IT()U 1 [T()LD

SO, Frane ih’ '.ﬂairi my mother, “when
| ¥ou know it was always settlod he was
{to be a minister, from the time he “.m’

| borp—tinless ho had objections himself,'’

""}"I‘Eﬂ e, with the ligllt: “And he has no objections,” said my
' Byes, Bhe gave o sigh | father. “If you siid he was to be &

id st down and took up| blacksmith, it would be all the stme to

ik “Your father says 1| Willie. 'Why should we insist on giving

Hikg ‘ﬂbﬁmmus. and that 1 am always | him education when he does not care? I

WM for trouble, amd perhaps 1t is | have long wanted to say it, but 1 know

*“'“:, Sha said. “But how can T help you would ory out.  Let us put him into

low] forward, thinking of my dearcst? | a writer's office,”

and I see clouds and darkness—but ‘.,u)r.il A writer in Seotland means a lawyer,
knows I am thinking only of their good. | It is a very excellent profession, and
The boys and you, Marjorie — when you i thers are many of the best men in Scot-

“are all well and dnmg well, T have every-| [land ia it; but those were the days when

thing I want in this world.” | the kirk of Seotland was not divided, and

2 "We are all well, mother,” I vmuld'\hl!:e was considered very clever, and

- say, and she said, “The Tord be thanked, | my mother had set ler heart npon mak-
. my darIiu,_"’ and the.n put up her hand | ing a minister of him, This suggestion

to her eyes, .~=1Ienced her for that evening nnd several

.1 did not, as you &m_r auppuse. think  more.  She was so little willing to give
very much of this, ut my age, though I

was wvery sympathetic with my mother,

: Ithoughr as children are so apt to do,

. that ¥t was lier wiay. She was always
thinking of us, and she liked to be anx-
ioits, as Ly father said. - It was natural

t}mt one's mother should be so,

She was anxious when we had colds,
which secmed to me exiremely unnoces:
~/sary, apd, if it were not disrespectful to

think s0, even ridiculos, for what hiar
coald a eold do one? “All this made me
receive et confidence without alurm.
besides the fact that the loss or gain of
money wiks uninrel]lgmln o me, who

‘had never possessed any, nor knew what

it was o wish for tidugﬂ whicl I could

lwt haw and ‘which money :m"ht have

. Thers were uu lthu o ape:.k of in

- the village, and when T went fo. Eulin-
: Im:cgh with ' my mether, the shop win-

dows were a spectacle to ‘we like the

‘caktls and the great houses, no more, I

a.pwm chasge in our existence, Ti he: :

sore, there was Willie ‘whe ougli bo

have been at college, but he did s

= grnmbk a.mi why should 12 ;
gk | h-ecnme quite meustamedto the dns-

i mimx of the question, and to the horse-

ere{m my mother's forchead, as she ;

ent all ‘over the pros and cons. “He

1l be ruined if he hangs about doing

nothing; 1 eannot bear it. It puts g

ouk of all patience, and ouf of heart!"

she said, with a Lot eolor on her eheeks,
nd the water ria!ng‘h her eyes.  Willie -

‘o0t with some of bis friends, He

18 Hever: thﬁa!ldienm like me. -

_*Honb," my father said, lookmg up iy

with a little surpme’, fwhat harm will a
month or two -he is. Foung

g8, and cs.n.rm{ di'ﬂlllvtlllng, itin hel:h_r pointe rT 10 Bos t}ml. it was unbu{iv more |
‘thq.t he nImuI:! have ng mbﬂ-lun! { interesting, and dropped our hoads inte
our baoks sgain— hut not befors 1 I|-uiI!
ween the horseshoo conie out ve, Iy el Iu,u]v
on my mother's foreliead. What «ha |
thought was, that he had heard gome !
thing that was disagreeable about Fr: ank,
and had come to tell us-= but it Wik not
gquite so bad as that. 7
He sat down with Lis thin knees pro=|
jecting half way deross the room nu1

'"-:t f mwr beMr not ‘h ha\re ambis
ttnn, " ahe ang

] aning np |
a litthe aftey.
her work agin,

|

business of the kivk session (far e was |
an elder) and about the precentor, who
did not ‘please the old-fashioned folk.
But even I, with my face in iy book,
which I was half reading, was aware dli
the time that this was not what he had
come to talk about,

And when he said at last,
I have not seen Frank at the kirk for |

B am not bhmmg yau, my dear.®

several Sabhaﬂm." T raised m; hmd Juat
even though that vexed her very soul.. |as my mother did, kuowing that we had |
Ohe evening while we were all sitting | got to the real object of his visit ab ]am.:.;
rather quiet, for my father did not like| “He was there the  Sunday bﬂafm_v amt,
any noise, and for Willie and me it wis | said “my mother very quickly. *You
a little hard to keep still, and read our| were not t.lxem yourself, Mr, Mouter. I
books. all the evening thmugh, there | saw that your seat was empty.
came - snddenly a knock at the deor{he is at home, Frank is
whieh made us all raise our heads—my | from the kirk.”
abiont.it,”* my father said, gather- mother with ' miely, for she could not! “So I was, said the old gentleman. |
is eyebrows together, which. was a|but think that any unexpected sound | “It was the week I had that terrible cold,
: '} was some mesaenger or letter to say that o
lmthw was amiss with Frank —and h%a gy trlands‘? B
the rest of us with secret pimm-q, for|
; uythmgthntbmhthaqmetmw

up her lmpee that ahe preiermd to wa&t,

or hm? &'lld du- y:.m thmk
you will have your money back jn a
; of two? O Franeis, you are de-
m&ving el Yon know these is no Pros-
mdgemugihanﬂwhﬁhwhedune

h that boy2™ :
“1f you are so vierw,andkm s

they haid done across the conil, and\gcu:u t
he begin 1o talk to my father of Lhe|

“By the by, | | spectacles,

- trusted your som to them, and your

my it out and be done with it? T knew

}bﬁ give. my father. a-loo She had

But Lie'll be away often on Snaday with | Jus

“W}:ar.. is it !.}lat Yo have henrdpr.
eried my mother, She was VEIYy angry,
and she did not believe 1 word oy 5,
she” wonld have said. . But she  was
anxious to heap everything he had to
&y, My fathier ga\rs her & warning ook
| Mprain,

1 would not wonr}er,' Le nau] 13
| those young Renwicks who are drrim.; B0
well, better than their neighbors, should
make many an enemy —for prosperi ty
o the head; and they are a little
too free in siying what they like and
what they don't like,

“Prosperity 17 said old Mr.
and he said no more,

We all looked up at 1um———four faces
lighted 1ip with the light of the t,anrlles.
and with curiosity, and anxiety, and in-
dignation,  Even my father took wiF s -
which was always a sign of
great gommotion. Do you mean that
they are not prosperons? or that there § i =
anything against these young men?"

“Nay," sald Mr. Mouter, “you that ha.va

o b s e

\{ul:tar;_ s

TP e TR I - I
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money bemdua if all tales are true -—yml ;
ouglit to know bettey than me.!t
SO eried my mother, “cannut yow

~when I saw  youor face: that
there was il news u_-mmg . e
- “Whisht, Marg'vet, © We  all -
© know My, .\[uuter means us well..
And what is this ap:'um-t these
Young men? ™ o
It was some tiie hemre _hs
would speak, and Iis face had
‘@ gleam in it that | thought was
Like tiie picture in the old Hille
“-of the serpent that tempted our
. first parents in the gnrdf'n——m if
hewas pretending to e SOTTY,
and yet full of wicked Pleastire.
“Well,”" he said ak last, “if ye
will have it, it is just this, tiat
these yuung: men Dave spent
every - farthing they have, and =
~everything they could get, and
. that they are just on the brink
- of rain,- for themselves and ait
- connected with them. . Muxbe
- it’s pot true. 1 just hear sehik
- people say. I am not making
 myself tesponsible for the cuTn-
S mun talk of the town. \'oduaht\'
oyou . that. have sue mm:h cnmfi=
“deériee in- them——:,'un ¥é better in
- formed. . The talk ol'Eémimrgit'
- —that's all- that cames. to ‘my
ears, But'I thought tkm;'
. duty to Jet you know.
: _.Igmmﬂ;ﬂsm%ﬁm

grown quite pats, cand the: ]
stood ot upon - hu__m

Lie




with & Tittle sstonishment.  *How did
you know it was me before 1 came to
the dooi? and why do you always think

steal. Oh, no, no, oh, no, no!

bim, mother!™ 1 cried.
#“I'hey should have thomght of that

J? my mother said.  “How dare

something must have happened, moth-
e R B
! Iie came in quite hastily, puiting his
arm around her, aud yet half displeased,
“I'm in a great hurry,"” be said. “Oh,
; no, I've bo time to eat. Mother, you
must listen to me—I would do nothing
" withont asking you—but you must be
| patient, you must not just fly out and
- take the words from my mouth.”
' 8he sat down in her chair which faced
 the light. *It is something about
" money,” she said. :
. %Yes, mother, it is something about
- money,"”

. They had forgotien that I was there,
~and if they had recollected, what differ-
. ence would that have made? for I was

K alwqﬁ there, and heard everything. 1
‘went to the side of Frank, who was
restless and could not keep still, and he
put his arm round meé without knowing
what he was doing. His eyes were shin-
ing like two stars, and his npper lip,
which projected a little, d to form
_ the words my mother said before she
uttered them, in his impatience and
. quickness. Nota finger of him was still,

- doing
 “It is something about money, and I
must get some, whatever happens. I
‘knew you would not listen to me-—but
_ ¥ou must, you must bear me out.”
" “L have heard too much already,” my
" mother said, *“there is no money here, as
you know. There has been care taken
. of that—but if there was plenty, and
. though you should have my last penny
‘if that was all—yet for love of you, my
Iaddie, I would have strength to give
. ¥uu nothing, nothing—if I had it, and I
‘Mother,” he eried, *“I knew yon
would not hear me out™ 70
J#Why should I liear you out? I know
all you've got to say. These — young
‘men~" she was going o give them a
{Wurm but stopped out of regard
to Frank—oh, I will not say a word
them. Yoo have faith in the

Dight? I8 }ase," he said, “but’ T wonld not go to

be | she eried out
~ | volce.

they leave such a burden upon you?
Oh, Mariorie, be quiet and let us talk,
Frank, my dear, oh, it's right, it's true,
what yon say, but how dare they, how
dare they put such a burden upon you? "
“No more burden than i upon them-
selves,” he said. Ile stopped for a
moment to put his hand upon my head
and smooth my hair, and gave me a
smile in the midst of hia trouble,

“You forget," he continued, “that I
have been with them in everything—
both the bad and the good, and I was to
share the good, and you were pleased
with that — why not the evil, too?”
Then he sat down again, getting more
quiet. *Mother,” he went on, “You
can't think what it is in business—the
one thing that ean’t be done is to stop—
you must not stop, whatever happens,
Drrive on if it should be to your destroe-
tion, but on, on you must go."

“But you should not, Frank. Right
and wromg is above business, If they
were not sure of the money to pay the
men, it was their duty to stop, and bid
them find some other work, poor fellows.
Oh, 1 feel for the men with all my heart!
and I feel for you, my own laddie, but
as for these,—oh, aye, drive on, drive
on! that is what they well know how to
do, with their horses and phaetons, and
excursions on the Sabbath day—those
were always dreadful, dreadful to me!"

“Mother,” said Frank, the water in
his eyes drying up, the hot lights com-
ing into them. “You are unjust, I
knew you would be unjust.”

The lights came out in her eyes, too.

me? Am not I a sufferer, too? All that we

worse, ﬂunﬂw ~men_ without  their
wages. For if they want their wages
this weck, they will get another master
the next, and all will be well.  But your
father is growing an old man, and if
anything happened to him or to me,
what wauld become of that little thing
there, and of Willie that is stopped in
his education? and all to keep up =
strange family in pleasure and diversion,
mmmuu and yisiting.  Unjust!
U 1 bad been unjust sooner, and lot my
heart speak, that never put any trust in
them. Oh, may wo wmore about them,
say nomore tomel™
Frank got up again from his seat In'a
determined kind of way, not in impa-
tience as before,  “I felt that it was no

;ﬂ? one else, or do anything else before
| #poke to you, mother, I :

me - m‘o;::; t:.., .oo-uldn ¥ I_Jult
- How did you know it was no use?
And to whom, then, are' you golng?"”
With a sort of fright in her
HWho would you

“If you know that, why do you coms to |

have gone in the wreck, just as bad, or|

#o to but your | wind,
rininbed irt

March.

reason of it all? What has been going

come to seck the men's wages In this
hasty way? Are you sure it is the men’s
wages? Are you sure i is not some
vain, wild, extravagant project of their
own?"

viMother, for heaven's sake don't be
so prejudiced.”

“Oh, ye#, I am prejudiced, 1 know
that, and an old-fashioned, stiff-necked

Don't let | your own mother.  What is it you waut, : the world matter if ye were not all liviog
and why do you want it, and what is the ! and well? O God, forgive me, if I am
| making more of it than I ought!
wrong? And why is it that a Saturday all we have in the world, your father
morning, the last moment, when you Iahrl me,'’
had all the week before you, you should |

It is

{To be pontinued. )

For The Housohold,

A THOUQGHT FOR THE WANDERER.

The world outside is gray with gioom and ohill,
And all fair things sre hidden under snow,

While through the grim old pine trees on the hiil,
The lonesome winds their minor music blow.

Within, the fire that erackles on the hearth
Lenps up and fills the room with rudd{v gleams,
And maken, in this best, hnppiest spot of earth,

woman. I was brought up to think lit-
tle, little of that kind of diversion. Sit
down, and tell me what you are wanting,
You noed not give me your opivion of
me. I am well acquainted with myself,
far better than you can be, and I am not
denylng my faults, Laddie, sit down
this moment, and tell me what you came
to seek. What was it, in simple words?"
ghe eried, with an exeitement that made
her eyes shine.

He sat down against his will. It was
very hard for him to subdue himself,
and it was clear to me that he was in
great trouble. I erept up to him, and
atood close by his knee, and put my arm
round his mneck, I took sides, even
against my mother, with Frank., And I
could feel, a8 I leant against him, the
trouble and quiver in him, and how he
subdued himself. i 3
"It was just this, mother,”” he said.
“Money—to pay the men's wages. [

; “'Puars like I:eoulds‘g g9, nudder;
| could not bear that the poor men should
suffer, that have nover been to blame.™
“Then it has oo to that?™ my
mother gaid, - Bty
Frank answered her only with a Jittle
nod of his head, "He eould not look at
her. His upper lip, that always betrayed
what he was feeling, quivered, and [ felt

7ol when | looks at dat dere u&m:-'li;n; peu.m,' i

bore a heart thul..uverﬂo:r.\.e&.wn: h e
fnte

though often dumb and inarticulats loye.

ft:r:;ltharg. S0 that, not in''the ‘wourdy *

p ng of would -Ls phila 5

but in_aotual g

A rosy at. phere of rest and dreams,

And listening to the stormy wind*s shrill ory,
I think of homeless ones of earth who roam,
And breathe this prayer, as the chill snow drifts

¥s
God graut that soon or Inte they all find Wome |
Epex E, REXFORD.

e it

For The Household,
“IN MASSA'S PLACE,” OR A DUSKY
ALTRUIST.

F you had ecalled Uncle Joe Harkins
an altroist, he would not have recog-
nized himself in the epithet, nor have

o

taken any meaning from the word inta =

his - woolly head. . But, nevertheless,

u_nrler his bowed and dusky form he

w e
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MY BROTHER FRANK.

By MRS. OLIPHANT.
CHAPTER VI.

“Oh, mother, mother, oh, mother! if |

work will do it, or slaving, you shall

have it back."”
“All we bave in the world,” she re.
peated, “except you, except yvou, wlm‘

are far more than moner. I knew that
was what it was coming to; but your
father, poor man, your father unever
doubted. Tt will be hard, hard upon
your father,”

Frank had put down his head on Ler!
shoulder, and she leld him close to her,
not looking at him,
looking out at the
window, her eyes
wide opened, her
face as if it was cut
out of stone.  [conld
uot bear to see her
look so, and I flung
my arms rouynd ler

 waist and hid my face
in her dress. Thus
we all clung together,
“she in the  centre,
hearing the weizht of
both of wus, though
Frank was a2 mam
Perhaps it wis the
tonch of me, helpless
as [ was, and not un-
derstanding more
than half, though 1
see it all so elearly
now, that bronght her
back to what was
now to be dane,
- swell, well,”™ she
‘said, patting Frank's
- shonlder with Ter
 hand. “Well, well,
that's over, we'll 83y
'm0 more about it I'm mtbhmhlgrou._
- my dear. No, no; there was a time
when I was in great fear lest you might
be led away. But God be praised that
_the siller has been taken, and my own
laddie left! Bat, oh, Frank, Frank, my
boy! now that all this has happened, and
everything lost and gone, do you come,
is it possible, asking more?™
She gave a laugh at this, and !uoud
herself from us, and went back to her
chair.  Her face looked wbite and
drawn, but she gave that laagh as if
‘thers was something that amused her,
something that was ridics’ous in it

| wanted if she pleased—that, or anything |

|
man, do mnot l wik 8o nwrmrgl.'lu

and his m:m] was freed of o ;_un? 1|||r-
den by what she had said. He took it | | will get your men's wages. 1 will run
simply as I did, as if it meant just that | in debt for that; it's a holy thing: it's no
and no more—*“that's over, we'll gay no extravaganes. Tiut when ye pay them
more about it." { wlieh ye will do yourself, not leave it to

Nothing could Le yery bad when my immth(‘l‘. yo will give them their warning,
mother said that, and his mind returned | Frank; ye will tell them to seck another
to what he wae wanting. So did mine, |

which, perhaps, was more natural. T |ye pay them, it is just with your heart's

| put my arins ronmd his arm, and looked | blood, for that is what it will be.”

at my mother az he did,
us both that she could

It seemed to| “Oh, mother! do you think we ean get

do what he!1t?" eried Frank.
| “We will get it,” said my mother, She
| else, that ghe could da it if she pleased. '
And her eyes softened as she looked at | parlor, and we eould Lear her talking to
us. The tears came into them. “That's ! herself ns she put on her honmet.  “For
my own laddie,” she said, | the week's wages, that's holy, that's a
as if there was something [ righteouns thing,” she said,
in her throat that kept|my man, you will give them all warning.
You will say find another master, and
may he be a better oneé. . You'll not

on, and have this to do again?”"

= Then | walked with him to the coach, Mulhﬁ‘lﬂlﬂl-

i
We

master honestly; ye will tell them that if |

I thought in a mopent (for I was fan-
tasticy of how a house would he when
the people in it had all died, or when

, | perhape thiey had gone away, emigrated,

never to come home any more: Why I
should have thought such thoughts at
that moment, I cannot tell: perliaps, be-
canse I had heard of emigration as a ter
rible expedient that you tried when you
were ruined,

went into her room whiel was belind the |

“hut Frank, |

tempt Providence and keep them |

What did ruin mean? Was it riin to
lose all our money? Mr. Mouter had
| said that the Henwicks were ruined. 1
| wondered to myself whether they would

I:-rn't;.:'r:ltn-. and this thought partly eon- -
soled the feeling of vague desolation I 5
luad in my mind, for I had never forgot-
ten that Sunday afternoon when Tsabella

"Renwick went out to walk with Frank,
and they did not want me. If ruin ‘i

meant that they wonld go sway, and
Frank come home, I did not so much
obhject to it in my heart.
- Aftera while, | went eut to the door
again to watch if there was any appear-
ance of their coming back. It was, per-
baps, a bad habit, Jooking out amd
watching like this for
those you like best.
“They will not come
a bLit the sconer for
afl your watching
my father said, but
“ my mother always
i!i(l. and how should
1 not follow in the
game “y? :,._. Al .
1 wtood upon m -
steps, and  looked
down to where Robert
Todd's house stood
out against th-m

Ibegu.lar:ry

Bt it ﬂ:.[ngl should mend, muﬂter?"

“Things will not mend. You will do
just as 1 bid. You will bid them find |
another master—yon will tell them—""

‘Bhe pat her arm into his, and went
away with lim, advising him what _hi
was todo. Even at that moment ho
proud she #was of lim, holding his -
with her hand clasped tht;:‘;;ma‘
up into his face, proud to
50 much taller and stronger

her from speakinig, But then she wrung |
ber hands together, and all at once
“I have nothing, 1 lhave
wﬂ:ing!" she said, * how am I to pay
your men's wages when I am just
ashamed for Betty, that did not get hers
to this day? And your father will break
his heart; he will blame himeelf; he will
think he should have known better,
though how could he know, ‘he that was
never quain\nit ‘with business? And
then, your poor men, Your poor men,
vl:ﬂmthybdofmthﬂrm?ﬂd
the poor wifies talung. and the bairna|
without their Sabbath dinner. O Frank, | wa




v. and §owas rather.
dhesire tor call Detty; But,

”lhﬂw«q)&h-ﬁv tor what

oy dle o me? So 1 stoed still, | bad
& the jumb of the duerway, |
i 1 was paying me atten

1 do. But there was no need to mame your mgbt.

pradent Founs lady, You're litile yet
ubmmwam And

.‘h&u&omgmwlmth:wr

uﬂm I eried ont—>1 an Jookiog |

; rw-y-ummmmnk.m:mm
 Frank. They went down the stoeet, and
I'nmirghtthmhmm"‘
16 was becanse 1 was =o angry, i
‘myself. anod 1o show them how
md,hwiwlhyvm! There |
was o need for me to explain fo such
strangers; bat after all 1 was only ten-
alﬁhei ne beiter. I could have

~ Wlmﬁmunﬂ:. Rt

the atreet? but that's hm..

; sbeuld. He will be hack to-uight, or

fof he had Kis men to
Mi’h‘htﬁatﬂaﬂ_pﬂormﬂ‘ﬂm!
gﬁ. their wages. And I wish my ladidie | with the eoach nmpzmkwmrﬁ !

im.

‘the road, standing watching, and ther but no,
r|came and asked
*ffor.. And I said, my brother; and they |
n | said they were looking for him. too, andi

T | Dot say you were there.

{men home on ‘!Iﬂl’l'tiﬂf night, withont !

1 st doww in her chair, ahe said -~ '

. {ught.

' teil me whi: ] “Wbathmfmal‘. .

ek to thbnrgk;"}nﬁ.“wnﬁyhmm_? ;
ool s he's been here
hope so. Bsmuumwtua thhgih«mm a

‘pay.  Oh, wy | mhﬁm, i
will -"Hehuhethﬂn.uﬁ

- eaten mmﬂ:mg um he tﬂlt!teauﬂ there is & givat deal the matler,
i " | Francis,” my mother said. -

{9t could not be mqﬂutum
| wanting = sgain®™

1 was just mmy ba :mt \tmﬁnx.,
sothing about speeulation or the
me whi [ was Mln‘!hmﬂmﬂ you say I cannot understand.
1t was for & righteons purpose, it was to
pay the wages of the men, poar fellows,
kept on till Saturday at their lrork—umd

é | nothing for them thes '*

“That was well,” said my mother,* im‘§ “Ay, thal 'was a fine. story fe.n' you,”
we were not there. 1 ‘took  another my father said, “just the story to get | said my father. “Take it off this momesk,
fthought. I went up to Marion Huntér's. | every penny out of you. ~Amd you gave and. take your ’-""*‘h 1“" » "mbk_ :
wha is much & my debt, though [ have | it him?— you threw good money altrr;fm‘m i
| ever said it to anybody. And by God's | the had?that was like yom, Marg'ret?™ | “Let himi be, Francis,” sﬂdw methor. -
providence, she had the siller, and | e had not sat down, and be walked | “The poor Jaddie isix pain. 1f e thindes =
give it —not that 1 asked it in payment] | heavily about in his boots which made % it does him good Jet bim Lave it o_—
of the debt, which is what I would never noise, and with his face 33 biack as the though it is not bonmie o Took at, and
He was glad of mething to bc] not flike u.im-—m :f he tblnka it dww
father, ¢r bring him in between us two ! L angry about, as [ have often seen that bim e
that were both women, and could unders | people were when they were m:nnbh" “He is Tike the old "‘130 at the bﬂd&' 8
stand what it was to send poor working-| with a far greater troable.’  the old, old wifie that sells the apples™
“They shonld have all nnthi. Tie | said L :
their wages. . teried, “before  they sh»mki bave got
Then I walked lﬂﬂi Tim to the coach | another penny ont of me!
which was just starting, and =0 back an|  “If it had been them, Francis—but
i:htbndgmandnplhrﬂﬂngw I saw 50| pooy, innocent men. the poor working | of himself, l]mzbm always encoarage
w0 men; thnvwldtheyhthzuhey men, t!:atl*.ujnob{a.w— it | them, Marg ret, |
wanted Frank? But be's away by ihe “They should never,” ke eried, * bau't'mtake it off, and bear your teoth-
eoach half an hour ago, to lose no time.” p-t anather penny out of mel™
‘&he tad come in while she was speak- he threw himself down inte & chair. “Ith
itg, ami had taken off her bonnet asd | has been & swindle all through.” he said, ""ladmmlfl mm&wmhr T
er veik ; “and you're so easily taken in. so casy! way,” my mothersaid. o
A3 she came out of her bedrois, ;nd‘thcmmnta;md'wd is saied elymri Wiltie did all e cowld  pat ber

“Whid he m ﬂw mn. motha?"
! “‘W!nl men? ™

“Two men that were over :mnd«r on - = fauts with Willke.

_eWhat de you want -mk st llun;; :
about ‘your head? = Ye need pof turh .

yoorself iuto an old  woman - because
you've got the toothache. In my time
we would have thonght shame to make
a fuss about a toothacke.
think that thing does you any good?

mtdnwuwlhhen'l‘odds‘ 'I:m!.l.clhli

! fatlver.

And to think | !o my mothers

My heart
¥ hhurrthm-hl'nadntassu,amlmh fools of ws. and when the comforter

3

i bave that - thought about; This that my father said puzzied me, Bot swollen with toothache, as
the poor men. and eould Bot see them : for it had always been he that stood mp p«k&.bﬂﬂnhmdndwm
Buthnrmlhteﬂ:w fur ihmmﬂn;mmwtémﬂg. l‘l’u-ye,thnqaem

wrvnged.
L] ! ' | father that all is Josi?  And re just end, oked kept boand angy
Ko ‘pe. o the strect with | you're just opps Il at her, thinking she | wp, was Ted and ¥ with

ey mother 'I.hp-hhcnm!;mg and Willie stopped in his eduea-

ruined, my poor Bmm}'wlhtmm!twldtﬂl k:mm,htlknmsaﬂailmmthw and the skio of his -
wonl.  He was very angry, Mhmfthkwmﬂmham i
M;lmmml again, as if thtlhnhi img. . :
done that morning was the worst of ali | M Ilm!w Hl&em
5*“iflthadbuahrdoingnnthuwgh 3 ! faﬁ
amimkulhnhwﬁamﬂ be s fouol-

nmudmap«nsykﬂﬂm

; mtsnthtﬁwtmialmtrrﬁ—u
! they were just ecalculsting ail ‘the
- “Awif things eould Iut_ &rjm"‘ MM|agtthﬂu“yto‘ﬂ
shie said with o sigh. “Bat yoar father | around 3 woman.

i grewing nld. and so am L. Ok no,not! I wasve o

. s L qmthih,la&trm
‘ﬁlhu,ia:. ‘He I hn:aI::'hneud take it'in that way, and tried to pat in 5
is can
mﬂhﬁ-bwmm?"-" we | my litsle word, and tell him it mmi

send away Bﬂtnluuﬂdvthnw'

g W'ﬂﬂ.ﬁd!“m&]ﬂ'ﬂﬁ fwnymlmﬁmhﬂﬁlﬂm m 5h‘en.u_ Iﬁh b
meeting

shondd get the blame: but she told me | over Bis. eyess

And do you -

E “.lmli‘lu:l!n-m i my -
“Take it off, hkaﬁo(thu
meﬁmmt? Henst«mnﬁhmhsfmd .
in every mnonsemse

‘I‘Iumach i ye haw g'ot a wmluthe Tike a "

{bey. That is bow they've bamboozied | hands away, but he would not be rude

U'm glad, glal, that my laddie | that I should have been taken is, fool™. §mm-hm-m£dfembmaﬁm % :
e ex-

. | part of what she does.  You said yows
lﬂ.t&ﬂl‘ﬂhﬂl&hﬂ%l&y
> thighm"

afterwards that it was & greas Mha{
man when be conld be angry, snd that
wi-atmtha-lmupnothnng;m

barm,” and then he sa with
wemnds . showing,  pot  hwking
father, NKk'thm“d'muh.
x’- “m%smﬁ‘.'
'h*mm She put bec hand
bin sheulder,




THE HOUSEHOLD.

'wlmt he met @ number of idle Jads that
~ haul been hanging about to see the coach
& o, Oh, my mother was right! it
was bad, bad for Willie at his age to
have nothing to do.  Sows of the boys
lie met were gmtlemcn & sons, and some
were common folk, © They all:herded
together to do nothiy, staring ut what-
yer haﬁp&u«!.--and' one of tbem I»m
fo juer Willie about his brother. %
“Your brother, he's a fine t’elluu  he' %
in business in Etiuﬂmrg'n and tllinh\ns
“much of himsell s if he was one of
Mitrhell's ﬁm.arjnut the Dritish Times
“Uompany itsell. | But for a’ that, the
sheriffs officers are out after him, and
&eaiml ﬂn& for his Hie.”

Gur !ﬂ!!m

t!iel. as i.!.' 1!; was not euuu;;h to
m rfm. ﬁ]d, they all ibe-gan to, ery

’mﬁn, kltkms
mnﬁ! _mltet mmy. not: hiﬂw]ag

most sure.  Willie was
as yet; he msl idle boy.

.mlme and :pukfn & el

Abody in? - I've got business with _the

g |asking nobody’s leave, eakting a keen

1 else ghe has more acquaintance with the
r world than is fit for her age..

tbisguut tmekﬁ:hmymmd. Tu be
‘blamed unjustly is a terrible thing toal
¥ pehild, T seemed to take away iy senses,

. Imppew] to me, the 'ﬂm men that ll.ﬂt.l.'

[ heen standing on the other side: of the
Troad watchlmg the house, and ihen had
They were
wanttng 0 gpoak with 1y brother, yes,
that was what they had said.

I got, uneasy too, like Willie, and
began to neatle about om my chair. 1
wanted to tell it, but I eould not.. My
mouth seemed closed, apd something
began to ring in my ears.. My father
stood still in the same spol looking at
us.  He had Jouked at my mother first:

alid not say nnythmg, we. um].kl nok sy
anytling.

"This was the time \n!:(n that knock
eame at the door.. A big knock, not
made witl the knocker, a8 a visitor
would do, but sounding like the end of a
big stick upon the papel of the door,
and then a voice, saying, “Is there no-

master of the house,”

The dining-rosm door was & little ajar,
and so was the onter door, so that we
lieard every word, My father went ont
to the door of the dining-room, and
asked who was there, and they came in
without hesitating, pushing their way.
L had o doubt in my mind whe it was.
Then suditenly they were in the room,

look round before they said a word.
One of them eame quite into the room,
the ether stood bloetking the doorway,
that nebody might get ont. The first
| stood for a moment looking, and then
hiﬁ.eye fell apon me, turning round from
the table staring at them.

“ AL said the man, * here is Har
clever litthe mise, that gave us such
good diréctions.  You are maybe proud
of her, mem, but I would be feared of
Der. She is too clever, too elever, vr

I took her

fo'r an innocent that -rm:ld

that wu're lfter ; w;f‘whal
: csw-'«'ru.--\ e
alse directions! In the

in, that was the first

wmmaunhkmdw

oW he Iﬂokﬂd at Willie, at me, avd \Her

mot | not to-day, nor te-morrow, for to-morrow

My Tather M-Mum tunic nuy gnat part |
in what went on in the house. . But this
time be took it all upon himeelf.. He
‘was not angry any more, but stoad just
like & rock, and looked at the twe men,
But le did not say a word about me! He
ok no notice.  He lot them say that of
me, and never answered 2 word!

wihare is no difienlty about that,”
wmid the man.  “Dobson, you Keep a
gowl lookout that nobody slips through
at any ather doot, - I'l answer for them
‘llmt are here, i
“\We're wanting your son, alul no mis-
[hlu’ abont thaty Mr. Sinclair,  Here's a
| writ out against him for two hundeed
and _fifty pounds, besides costs which
rum up to thirty or forty more,  It's not
a criminal aetion; no, no; and we're no!
policemen, my man and me. No, no, if |
that is what you are feared for, it's m.rh-
ing of that sort
and two hundred and fifty, or taore like
three hundred pounds to pay, If yo
like to pay it for him, I'm very agreeahle

and the whole thing can be squashed. |

o

man can go where he likes for me

My mother eried out, *God he thanked,
tisat it is but money ! withoot kpowing
what she said. Amd then she grew red
with shame to think that she had maybe
betrayed the dread that had come into
her mind. | Se she said guickly, “Dut it}
cannot” be! still it cannot he.  What
wonld he do with that money, a steady,
goond Jad that comes home every Satarday’
night, and mever & word agaiust him. No,
no.- It will be another Frane :b\mclalr—--
it wilk re—""

“Whisht, Marg ret,” my fﬂ.ther said,
Heé was looking at the papers the man
showed Lim, and there was a little trem-
ble in his ‘hand, as he held them up o
the light.” “The thing is to set it right
i we can, and not ask_why and where-
fore it is; this mao is just a sherill’s
officer and knows mmmg about it Yon
inll nmb&% that peniple lllw ns, ' he

o e g rohing &

mhmv nr-ll.mav not he likely.
Want my money or mgr ]Jl'lmmsl'- Noth-
ing else matters to me.”

My mothér was no more able to keep
her misery down than I was.  She
started up with a ery. “Your prisoner,”
she -said, “‘your prisoner! that. ¥ -rhst
he'll never, never bel”

“We'll see ahout t]aat M:sttesn the
man said. - 0 -
“Whisht, Mw re:. £l _my {a:hen

Irb Eave her a look that stopped ey in a
mm- #Wa will find the money; but

s the Babbath.  Can you ‘not take it
ummy \'mtd aa:z wait? Yo will find

Just the money paid, and the young!

wﬂklng up anid down, up—v 1

“To hsar a laugh like tha.t i
of your trouble, iz maore than ﬁui; and
blosd can bear. Willie sprang up asnif -
he would have tiken him by the theoat,
but my mother wkoond in fromt of lim
dnd kept the boy back with her hands. -

SThey cat search the bouse I they
like, Francis,"" she said with a mmblmg
in her voice,

- *They : have bo ﬂg]-t i.n search an
honest house, and I will Aot perrml. o
my father eried.

“We may have no nght tay sezwh Bast
we've got & right of biockade,”™ the man -
said, with another Yaggh.  “My man and
me, we're in no hurry, we have plenty of
time:  We'll just wait till the young
man shows, if its night or day.” o

8ir,'" gaid my mother, coming for- .

L ward, “I saw my son off by the coack at
one o clogk. IHe eame here to axk e

It"s a protested hill— rfur the money to pay the poor men for
| their honest work.

“0h, av!" said the :.»ﬂ-u-er, “t«lmt.ma ol
fine excuse, - Ob, the money for the
men! We've heard of that before.” :

I heard Willie. grind his teeth, and
struggle with my mother to get free,
and T eould not bear it. I flung myself
upon ihe officer, and struck him with
my hand, Oh, what a little, aseless
hand it was! It did not make any im-
pression on . the man. ~ He kin!u?d ii(url!.
on me and Tsughed.

1 threw myself down on ﬂw carpet
and eried — ob, such hiof, burning tears. -
When you hear lies t61d, and false ‘wit-
ness, amd those that you love best se-
cused of what_they never did, and yet =
can do nothing, I think there is mtmng i |
in the world so hard to hear. . e

“All this happened in the time ‘:lwn
men were put in prison for debi. It is
different now. I cannot tell, for T don't =~
understand businéss, what is dove te'a
man now if e does not ;ny when he
has put bhis name 10 3 paper, as Fnur.k
bad done, to Lelp his masters. 'Hwy"" ;
had told him it was nothing, and that e
would never be troubled, and he be'he'vul i :
mryihmg and knew no better. - :

~AH that afternoon—oh, what a miser-
able fime it was! - He had said he swould
come home as nsaal, knowing of no dan-
ger. nor thinking of any, as how should
an honest lad that had never wronged
any man think of dangec? The officers
bad gone away, but we knew well- they
were about su-mewhare, om the wateh for
him, and wever, never in all my life did
the hours go by so slow as on that dq.
Every one was like a week or a year.
My mother went up to the ‘Jngh win-
dow in the box-robm; where could
see farther than myﬂrhmtkc. -
i And Willie went onty u-mgh I:q was @
sight w see, lnth his £xe bound up and
the scar upm:‘llh “cheek, and walked
sm tmrwd- Edwlmrgh, thinking he

This. part; was al m

- My father, for”




one was a4 bad as the other. | cannut i what I have o do, a habit 8o long,
say which was worst.  Hide him, dis-|it oeases any longer to be a subject of
guise him, belp hin to yun away and |thought, It almost takes care of ]taulf.!
© eonceal Limself, or let him go to_jail, as (Lattribute much of my ability to endure’ eyes from the dumb agony in the boy's,
if he was a bad man, as if lie was & thief j work to good habits of eating; and eon- as the slow, hard sobs eonvilsed 113
| stunt attention to the laws of sleep, pliy- chest,

or i cheat—our Frank! :
If there is any one who reads this who |

understand what I mean.
My mother was a prowd woman,
though we were people without any
- pretensions.
- duchess of our good name and our
5 honor. 4 e ¥
In this way the afternoon Hngered out,
and night came, and no word of Frank,
Had the officers got him? or Bhd he|
heard they were after him, and made up |
his mind not to come? |
“1 think I cannot bear it a moment
more, Marjorie,” my mother said. *I
must go and look for my boy.™

“Oh, mother, let me? 1f he was to | Supper was over and a woman was noise- |

“eoine and find adbody 1™
“That Is true, that is truoe.

Uomamst ot pos you oare teo  little,
Wiamen and bairns are just fit to sit
o iw the house and hsten bo every
‘soand.  What was that? It wns
like a step.  Ob, i1t you, Betty?
While my mother was giving nee-
essary direetions to Betty, 1 tonk
the spportunity, and slipped ont, [
soarcely knew where to turn, to the
‘rightar to the left, or what to da,
for 1 eould see nothing. When my
eyes were used toit, LI did see little,
bat very little—the houses of the
willage, like anrindistlnet shadow
behind, and in front of me in the
distauce, a faint fightness which [
knew was the poad, Ieading away
-tiroagh the two great ash trees,
wiich to we was always like the
road Into an noxsown world,
{'Why ¥ shoald have turned that
-way I eannot tell, for there was no
Bikelioad that Frank would come
- that way.  Both Willie and my
father had gone down by the village
‘toJoak for him. - But perbaps it was
his heart that drew mine to the other .
side.  For as [ looked that way, for - -
‘B0 reason that I conld tell, Except
At threre was 4 faint Jightness of
‘the road as T have said, I heard a
sound that made wy leart inmpy

searcely broke the stiliuessl  Oh, so |
Tight, that it eould be nobody's but b
for though it was so light, it was
ghl's step, or 2 child's step.

not a

She was ag prond as a

“was & slep, bub a step so fight -izh-ihm“,—_

THE II

QUSEHO'LD_'_.

sical exercise and general cheerfulness,  hot tear falling on lier still fsce, then
was ever-in gach a position; they will? :

S GES

FAULT-FINDING.

Shame on the nature,
Thankless mnd vuin,

mly
Driark

Sharme on the trmper
Eager to pain?
Hearts that in selishness
sk,

i ring the presant
With elowds of (he past?

that |

{kissed her, the doctor Hfting the tiny,

—Charlea Swain.

For The Housebold,
ROBERT McKENZIE'S MISTAKE.
HE April night had fallen moist

and warm.

Incida the low farm |

hand in his quick, kindly grasp,
| ing reluctantly,—
“I fear so, my boy,"” then turned his

angwer-

He leaned over and kissed Lier, 8

turned and stombled from the room.
I The  othars, | still uneompreliending,
solemin boy o her cold cheek.

“Now go to bed,” the father said,

One of the women arose, “Sha'n't 1|
undress Alan and Janet, and take them
to the lofte '

i "No," Mr, McKenzie responded ¢urtly,
| "My children are not pampered, They
ialways go alone, and fssist each other,'”

[ They were already ascending the ladder

|
|

and stoad by the open door, looking out
juto the yaporous sllenes of the night. A
tiny, luminons moon sketehed the lamd-
aeu.pe in misty grayk— the Jow-lrewed
house fronted by a straight, white road,

back, pressing 1o the farm-yanl fences, a

them with sprexding tumulious growth;
all svemed éthereal, unreal

W wonder which 5 the reality, we, or
she in there? ™ he wurmured, still under
the fension of his long vigil

The bustle of after service commenced
behind him, and Bobert MceReunzie came
and stood beside the pliysician.

“It is God's wil, and e will suatain
me," he said slowly, “but the snddennoss

from the kitchen to the Joft
“Rat they will want a cawdie,” the

house everything was very quiet. | woman still persisted.

The kitchen door openad and a large,
sterp-featured man came in with a leavy
resounding tread that jarred the silence,
- “Children, it's time you went to bed "
hia ‘ordered sternly to the little group,
then passed into the nextroom. -
<1 The doctor looked up.  “The children
simple | better kiss their moth
6 | night,” he said.

Over against the wall was a
bed with A motionless fignre stretehed
is! [ wpon it. The fair ‘hair and pale face
shone out from the shadows] an unmis-
.| takable Scoteh face, good and homely

{even in its awful pailor.

by her, lis fingers resting lightly an her

The doctor sat

er szd-_nigh_t to.

The man's faca paled. “1s it so bad as

that? ' hie asked in # low tone,
wti The doctor nodded, e turned
{10 the Kitchen. ' “Children’'— le.
with an eflort—!'come in now hefore

sgain

Oh, | euriously by a group of children on a
warmnen have & Beavy lot] . We must just | benels i oue corner.

sit and walt, and do nothing.  No, :‘uu] Ia the next yoom two Women sal.]

1 ablow no. sisch (nvhities, he said, picking up the hat,

Fears, as @ stern, puritanienl, unloying
man, the dull prosperity of whose home
had thought only to the animal needs of
of protection, food and covering,

moved the doctor to
([ pity for the dutiful, honest woman who
had tried so faith ully 1o conform to hep !
husband's standards, choking back a]}
her own quick, affectionate nature, Pi
for the repressed, stoical ehildren whose
#lort lives held only three plirases, werk
sloop, church, R
spoke !

: will, lie
thought; thea hia thoughts grow misty. |
;;.:.1 he slept lightly, until mmwﬁ T

climbing up so bravely into the darkness, | like
looked very pitiful to him.
eighteen hours he had fought a hand to
hand fight with death, and now,
that death had won,
witl hope only becanse she breathed.

In the last
feeling
he simply waited

th
He bad known Hobert MeKenzie for

an
The ahsolute unlovingness of it all had
Pily many a time;

“God will e kinder to hg,.‘

Tow,
before
solemn,

aehild alive
some if they had
tive they had.

they was born,

iackets,

Rest,' or Yotung's Nichi j
| S Them s Night Thoughta.

of it has swept everything from under

me; I lean on coply wir.”

Tis voice changed.
*“They never take a light,” he replied | chinreli" — there
{lessly putting away the dishes, watched |[in an annoyed tons, |

The physician, from his position by |
the bed, eonld see them going up one by |
one, Alan last, and the sturdy little legs, |

“Tell them at the

was n nole of almost

flereetieds — I will st Lave the organ

played at her funeral, her body shall net

be desecrated by that hieathenish, soulluss

thing. For this time, at least, they may
reganl my wishes.”

Bo the day of the faneral in the
little village church, s fow voices
sang a aweet old hymu or twao, the
simple sermon was presched, and
they all looked their last on the
alreaddy wnfamilisr face in its nar
row eonlines.

Thus  Mary MeKenzie yanishsil
from the enrth when most slie was
needed, it seemed to them all,

Still, the year following his wife's
deatli, Rolert Mc¢Konsie probaliy
saffered muek Tess discomfort and
troable than usually falls to the log
of men similarly situated,

True, there weére two or thres
ehanges ‘of help, but the children

were tralned, even to the bahy fa. -

the faithful performance of the tusks -
set them, and Robert was a'si?em,'
‘observant task-master, whose fear -
was always before the eyes of his
“help,” however shift tessly fnchined,
~ 0 things ran along in not so bad o -
fashion. But the “help» told awe-
oo B0me. tales, : S ST
“It's the solemnist home I ever

Was in,"" groaned ome. “'Taint &

hard place. - The children do pretty =

near half the work, and never kick
Up A muss,  But they aint no more
children than a chip is like a spare

1 hadn’t bin there more'n 3 week
E got to going around heavy and

“Oh, no;
eir mother's death at afl “There aint
but whit would break ont -
lost every endurin’ rela-
“They've just had the Tife
d fun squeczed out ot them ever since

Barturs soian

hildven are qull, of

ami the ¢

and brown, broad flelds; the woodland

riotous erew, dwarfing 10 3im-lgj:|mw:' ;
the home and barns, erowdiog against |

"taint natural onar-::mt of : i

.
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MY BROTHER FRANK.
By MRS, OLIPHANT,

{Concinded o this issue.}

{though he smiled.

I can never forgel the look of his face.
| Hie was not much more than a boy, not
il.wenty-iwu. but to me he was not a boy;
' he was great and grand like a hero. 1

Vi, Eihouphb he looked like the Bruce or the

CHATTER

i « STOOD and scarcely breathed, not | Wallace when e was betrayed —struck
wlaring to make a sound, and then {to the heart becanse his friends had be-
between me and that faint light 1| trayed him, but caring nothing more

- saw somothing eoming, a shadow, a line | whatever they did to him—for what was

of something that was more solid than ! torture in comparison with his friend

:mi. down, with his lip still quivering, | his voice unsteady, then he said, *“There
|18 just this, that they are all gone—all

gone away sure.  When I got there, the
office was shut, and the house, too,”

“The Henwicks?" my mother said,

“Every one, brother and sister, hus-
band and wife,” and with this he burst
into a laugh, such a langh!

1t was a long, long time since, a whole
lifetime, but I have never forgotten the
sound of it. I eaught his knees, it was
all I conld do, and threw myself on the

the darkness. Perhaps he saw a little | that had failed him.
thing in the way and knew it
must be his little sister.

For when 1 put ont my hand,
and  said ‘below my  breath
ofrank!" his hand took hold of
mine o ruddenly, so tight, that 1
had almost erfed ont.  He never
said a word, but just drew me with
him, ns if & wind had taken lLnld
of me, And the next moment he
wia standing in the Jight with my
mother’s arms * round him, the
three of us all clinging together,
but no one saying a word. I had
remembered to shut the door be-
hind him, which was what I al-
ways forgot in ordinary times, and
liere, atleast, he was safe, &

“Our Frank! Wias it Frank? I
had pever seen him like that be-
fore, oh, never like that! When
5 loosed himself from our arms,
and stood up as pale as marble,
the two hot red lights shining in
his eyes, his nostrils expanded, as
you will sumetimes see in a fine
horse, and his npper lHip moving
- aver his teetl, he was like another,
like a mano in & great passion and
indiguation, like one that was go-
ing to be put to death by false
witness, that is what he seemed to
"

Ithink I see bim now, with that
guiver ig him-woh, not a martyr,

- for the martyrs die for God, which

. is worth the while—but one whose

- life had been sworn away falsely,
~one that wis betrayed, :
_IIB loosed Bimself from us, and he
rald, YTou soem 1o know all about it |
motber, 1 thought T would have to bring
* you the news” with a sort of laugh that
- it was dreadiul to hear, - 3 5o
oo M0hy omy boyl all T know is, that
they've been hers after you, and they
Ay be walling for anything I ean tell,
o get yoi pow,” o A
“’Té;gnl. wel who i wait to get
mel ™ e eiied, and there cm a i’g:d

of ight, & ook of hope ujpon lis foce,
Trank! my own Iaddie! the sheriff's
" - the bilL”

“My dear,”™ said my mother, “we have
had a terrible day. Your father, powr
man, I8 up pnd down the village to see
you first, if you should come, and Willis,
oo, hius walked out upon the Edinbuigh
oad; and that little thing and me, we
hive been walting a8 women have io
wadt,'"s L LS i

X was standing close by him, but ho did
ot put his arm round me, a8 e had been
in the habit ol dofng, He took no notice
for a moment or two; then he lookad up
and said, “Not all wonien,” with sonte-
;!;ing in his smile that was tenibly to
Frank" said ‘my motlies,
| more trouble tha § know, T

“there s
thought it
ething

Then be got up and began to margh
iy | about the toom, us my father did, and
s | made o answer for 4 while, 1 think

his mouth wae

carpet and held him fast and eried. 1

A

TMOtRen, we ate Al Together naw, we thres, and the Hewsn ik yours.T

could not bear it, the seund of hig laugi |
and of his wild steps about the room
Bave me a sensation as
coming to an end, o

And just at that moment there oame

knioek with the end of a stick at the door, | he said,
My ‘mother sprang up from her o!lair.Ilat_d h

and ran to open (¢ lest Betty should get
before her, and I sprang up; too, and
g0t my arms round my brother,
dragged him with all Wy force to
room behind. | I'had ceased erying i

ind nal
moment. . I was dumb with terror,

thought that misery and infamy sud and wine. o
- Ahat

shame were coming njpon with' th
knock at the door, e

Frank 1u my miother’

WA quivering too much and

b

ough.}“‘w

Tind gome out of ‘my senses, and then, in
f life itself were o moment, his face nhlné‘ed":m?in,
e | taught me it his arma,

AL o1 Frank, never mind me;
igo away, or they will put yx
and | jail,” T3 X Tl
the | 1 was afraid to make any noise!

for 17 tears running

ing what I meant, nor why that rough
: knock at the door should have alarmed
us so, apd, rousiog up out of his ewn
imir.p_ry to wonder at mine, kissed mo
! and eonsoled me, asking what atled his
| little Johuny, which was the little bahy
cname he ealled me. 1€ did not seem pos-
i sible to him that it could be for him his
| little sister was so unbappy-—what was
[ it? b i ;
For me, I was almost frantic with ter-
! ror, with that terrible feeling that Frank
was abont to he dragred away to prison,
when I could not tell what dread-
ful thing his enemies might do te
him,

I knoew now that they could not
have done much to him. e
would have been Jocked up some-
where for a night or two, till m'y'
father got the money to pay; hug
that would have been all.  And
there could have been no disgrace
in it. Buot this was pot a reflec-
tion possible to an. excited child,
and, perbaps, as foolish and ignor-
ant people are very like ehildren,

I was nut 8o far wrong as the wise

may think; for, no doubt, it would

have been said by the ignorant,

years after, when everybody had

forgotten the story, that Frank

Sinclair, when he was young, had
_ been in jail. S

I remember that 1 dragged away i
with my small hands (I never -
knew how I could have done ity
my mother's dressing-table from
before the open window, and jm-
ploved bim_(as if it had been a
tragedy) to flee, s el
_ “Go round the field, nnd you
will get into the road, and it’s so -
dark nobody will see you; and, oh,
Frank, when you are safe, write

~and tell ws, or it will kil my
mother and mel™ s
1 said this 1o him, dragging him

1o the window that he might mike

_ his escape, my heart 50 throbbing
cowith misery that I thought it

would burst ont of my breast. .

Frank Yooked at me as i he thouight

e

“Is this all for mye, nIl for. J!q{ ﬁn'k )
#nd held me close to “him,
Is ehéek against mine,

B away,
th

sabd, but always in a whis

. He held me close! elose, and T felt the
silently betwoen )




,'..Jo\._;:.‘-.-n‘

e withenl & word!” | He beld me
whose, close, and pit his bead wpoa ey
_M llmM X eould wot see
hu&m.uﬁaﬁt.hﬁmiwmﬁmm
ewm;m:nmm]dhnmww:m
b ARy, |
CBat it was ealy my mether  who
_wmm Ietting in the hight
2 Are you here she waid, “my bov.

L taker fright and gotien awar to fall fute

“for tr-pight, my dear, and to-movrow |
¢ veiing the Sabhath day, they can de nope |
‘of iheir fonl busimess, snd. before that, |
e will have ﬁmn:l‘\ of some plan i.or
geiting the money. ;
- Fraak came out inio the u;l.t. thal
darslad his eyes after the darkmess, and |
Mlmt me knew that he had bees
mm in hie trouhle.  But b |
wcae yery pale. He exme forwand 1o my
tfather, who was there, too, sitting in his
hair, having coime in 3 moment hefore, |
‘and whe was very silent. Not hecanse

 Bis hears was foll.
L5 Yo don't reproach me.” mdlﬂ"ﬂnk
" *about patting my name to it, and giv-

Father, T have not got a word to say.”
*And who was saying a word?™ wy
“ather said, as if he were angry. But he
“mangry enly le could pot Jot his
Lnngvmmmgmsthus.ud u

wmmmmmwa,"umm
\qwhxumm besides that;
! ined 1 will mever Lave
ilwhewlq;-h'_:- 1 witl mever again—"

mmnm:mmm e omﬁ

and, !kugh 1 was only a chm:! I think
it WaS 0 ease to him.

.“Kmhﬂmmmmmpﬁvﬁ you
hiave done too mach already. 1 am going
Glasgow, aadﬂmmlwm ta.h_iaah!p
to America. 1f T ean ‘make thi HOnLY

-.wm!m!' T was fearad you l\l.ii

“be was angry, as 1 thwlhl, Imt M-lnw!
d : iw an end, eomfort and Pupp!m-s.s and

; | dig ‘you all this misery and distress.

: »wttlnm. £ ulﬂp;r ;t. bntnot )uuumﬂ,
1

e was now nothing o vy npt-n bat
u | my father's ineume, which was :_nut very

1 M tha nmm ni mghtw and | fell asirep, wnd ‘I’lm am!awbh%nk wha
amd they ve gl-« woay and Joft e deft q-ewd iy eyes, and heand everything. gh:hu o eome pacing “sendily along,

1t woas ke a2 fever, 31 was Fhe o dream. !
Aﬂ then the e worning hgbt csme
in, sod Bade the ramdles Lok nnearthly
Em‘i wicked, and thers was an opeving of
duors, and the fresh air Bowing n. |
And then, bofore | knew what had
bappened, my mother with her face as
{ pale as the morsing, and tears upon her
umt«‘\ﬂk me upstairs and put we 1o |
bed, il dased with fatigos and treuble.
1. Though it was the Sabbath . seosniog,

become of hin, Frask, our Frank. !aai
[ Evme AWAY.
CHAPTER: IX.

He went away that woniing in "!w
emly light, but it was tweaty yeart be
fore we suw our Frank agaia.

Tweanty years! When I think what a
| little thing 1 was then, and how much
has' happened simce, I jnst stand and
[ wonder at the strange things that are in
-.tlus life, and bow we suffer and are
miserable and hink we will ‘die, but

iﬁ‘m go on And on o How many times it
hias seemed a8 i evervihing must come

{even life itself.
1_ .

For a listle time we counld not contain
ourselves for anxiety and shspense wait-
ing for word of Frank; amd then news
reame that e had got safely to America,
and had found employment and was
doing well; and then all was guiet again

But still we have gone

{im our lives &s though wvothing had hap-

1| pened. :

It was mot what we mean by America
now, not the great United  States, or
xngo&‘ﬁmgml.nwm u.am, nm
South America he “went tu,whtmtkm
WETE SO mmhanﬁ in business, who
had ence uffered 1o take him into their

¢ | office, and who knew what a good servant

‘he had been to the Renwicks, who nsed
him so ill; and though he went away iu
lso much trounble, many persons in the
peighborhood were. envious when they
heard where he was, and said i& was an
excellent opening, and they wished they
had as good for their boys, but that
Frank Sinelair always fell on his feet

 father paid the mumy, thuagh
had bidden him not to de so. He

TH?&;--«HQUSRHQI D.

it might ba. ’Nm‘*lﬂw

FWihire are yon, Marg'ret? ™
No. beothers  skimming ttou: with |

Frask's Tight bost, ‘or rashing with | st smilting

i hats
AWTIes benty boot.. We sat quite still Gl he e to
o o b ‘i ;nkl and w1l amid anxions wo R

opposite W waoh  other, &npﬁ%ing o
hody, my muther and me:
When we hoard that Frank mmmmﬂ

hokne, it brought & wenderful excitement | could ot walk far Baw.

into our dife. It puade us very happy as |
you may suppose, bit it frightened us |

thoss men's hands. Bat yon're sabe bere | and theugh nobody knew what w8z 0 which yon will think strange, perhaps. | | Fsk where

We never said it to pach other, bat

my heart | was afraid, and 80 was my ’“‘“ vunhdy irR

mather, lh--us:h she never said w word to
e :

After twently vears! How could we
teil what Frank ‘would be like, how he |
might be changed!

wiag comiag back a middle-aged man.
Wa wore very quiet. seeing few ;\-nm;\lr

and those people chiefly the peighbars | litthe house was high. abera the M
whom we had konown all our Tives. %t{’“’d the other dwellings round.

was nol a cheorful place.. Waonld Frank |

be Aull?  Would he show that he 'u'nll i1l sounds and sights far avway) and ..
Thik was the qllﬂtlﬂﬂa"“-‘ flowers blooming ami the suy shin-

disappointsl?
we were asking oirselves night and day.

In one of his 'l-r!l.ea- Tve had askod roe a |
question which made me smile and |
which made me orv. He said, “Wounld
my mother still like to have the Howan?”
I asked her that day when we were sit-
ting at our work.' And then a suriows
thing happened; my mother Jaughed,
mnd then shie put down her kuitting and
eried. i ;

“Would T like the Hewan?™ she said,
She. ceuld make no answer for think-
ing of the :m_t. and_all the ekl hopes
and pleasures that came back with tha
mame.  But when I wrote to Frank,
Nmem!wriq hiow much we had once

thonght of that, 1 said ta him, yes, that

my mother fiked the Hewan still, :

- We went to Leith to weet him; where
be was to came in a ship of his own. . We
‘went trembling, both my mother and I

Twenty years — what a long, lohg time |

thatis.  Wa said nothing to each other,
except about  trivial things-, hnt um—
liearts were very full.

Would he be like o:-u Frank st.i‘l]"
Would we know him? Or would he be

strange to us, like some “one mn wo i

had not known before? - .
My mother took m;lrmhwppm-t

o fher, and I felt hor tremble,  We stond |
ont npon the pier, and soon the ship}

me slowly in like a druml “'u luuulmd
am Jooked, but of
uld.

puditng opon . e door asd | saying, i.qmmtmqm e Wi nhﬂ!‘f

He had gone fr\im |
us mob much more than a boy, and he | and Jed her inoand took heér to the spat
{which stie loved, whore there wasx thit

,;r ;micwﬂd nat @0 a!mm-a'__'-- ;

Yok :
the thm o - ihan ba hah U

by and Mo,

ook i\w.. )
My mather did not go oul @

Hinm, to watech for hiny bt B8 fondg shat
it her ehair mow and waibed

For now i was

e day Frank came with &, .wru‘l\ :
| to take us ont, to give hox Lhe by, For sl
When 1 zaw
the road we toak, | knew w it woas Cwim
1n5; We drove slong the banks wf the v
all the Trees were gm i
Land ien took the read which ed theowgh 0
fiokde, all ripe for the .
Iharvest, aip be the litte garden gate.
[ Inshde there was a glow of  antumn
Bowers, and the seeond vamﬂm ﬂf t!m
rwavs made the air sweet 3 .

He fouk wy niother vut of the mrm

view over alt the valley of $he Eske  The

it was like the hopse of peace, viwh--

Limg, and the soft harvest kir making a
| pleasant tune among the frees. “Mother,"
| s said, “vou were fond of the Heman in b
the old dwys.™ 7 ¥
“So am T now, l-‘nml. my h«nty man !
Many & #houg!\t. of you have h!ﬁi‘hl
here.” ' She was fenning ‘on his wro, and
he put out his other am to we. - “We
used to hive many plamt,“ he said, “Hir
Jorie, how we were 10 give thé Ihwah in
my mother,
L HWa were always sire you were tﬁh\'v
it, but how it wha tnhesihn to you we
were nod sure. And how here we are,
mather, all together, wa ahm, m how
the Hewan is yours.” e
She i not suy aaything f’-orn momen
bat just leant wpon him, resting hp(
head apon his arm.  And the fivkt words
she said were nob te him.
Iwwlf “F‘rnnrir-twnnﬂertf mm

; e '
Swest is the hnmn!
Haly ss heaven umm'-w“m»i




