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NG OF NO-LAND.

By B. L. FARJEON,
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A WHITE-ROBED WOOD, BATHED IN
SWEET AIR.
KinG SassavrAs reigned over the
kingdom of No-and. He was
crowned in the snow season ; and
one of the leading papers of the
capital, inits enthusiasticcomments
upon the imposing ceremony, poet-
ically remarked that the soft flakes
7 5 of snow which floated dreamily in
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dolefully at each other, because a
ruler who had many vices and no
virtues had passed away from
among them. - At the time of the
King'sdeath—the immediate symp-
pressed by the healthfulness of the toms preceding which were 50 sud-
But the feasting indulged den that he was maddened and
confounded when he was told he
had but a few hours to live—the
heir-apparent was abroad, travelling
by command of the King; but the
news came to him by wire and
courier, and he hastened home,
shortly after reaching which he
was crowned and made king, to
every one's satisfaction apparently
but his own. Those who were
about him at that period were glad
to be relieved of an awkward re-
sponsibility, for they found him
difficult to manage. This is not
surprising, foreven during his child-
hood his tutors and time-ser-
vers had had no easy time of it.
Young as he was, he had a mind
of his own, in which, by some
means, notions and ideas not ex-
actly in accordance with his royal
station found place. Gentle he
was by nature, but he was also re-
bellious of restraint. Being a very
exalted baby, the greatest possible
fuss had been made with him from
his birth ; but even as a baby he
seemed to wonder at the oppres-
sive attention which was bestowed
upon him. As he grew, this wonder
changed into inward rebellion ;
and from the time that he began
to think of things, he chafed and
fretted at not being let alone. On
With this retinue he passed his one memorable occasion during
time until the arrival of the day his boyhood he entered a vigorous
when the people went into mourn-  protest against this.
ing for the death of the King, and He had planned a truant run
wept, and wore crape, and gazed into the woods, being animated by

fore that time the doctors of No-
land had been complaining that
things were Very bad, and were
shaking their heads at each other
with ominous looks, being de-

people.
in by the new King's subjects on
his accession to the throne brought
on dyspepsia and other ailments,
and for many weeks after that
event the doctors’ pockets were
filled with guineas. Then they
had hopes of their country, and
with cheerful looks declared that
the reign of the first Sassafras had
commenced most auspiciously-
The father of Sassafras had been
a hypochondriﬂcal valetudinarian,
and being entirely wrapped up in
himself (as most such characters
are, whether high or low in station),
bestowed no care and but little
thought upon his son. Losing his
health in the pursuit of pleasure,
in which all his intellect was en-
gagedand all hismoral and religious
affections were buried, he hobbled
for years after his lost treasure in
precisely thevery placeswhere it was
not to be found, and growing yeat
after year more querulous and in-
firm and selfish, he often for months
together forgot that he had a child.
His forgetfulness was a gain to
Sassafras, who, being given into
the charge of a number of tutors and
time-servers, found life more plea-
sant than it would have been to
him had he been doomed to endure
the caprices of his royal father.
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an eager desire to climb one par-
ticular old elm-tree, through the
branches of which, in the summer,
the clouds could be seen sailing
like fairy ships on a white and blue
sea, and among which the birds
T._auiit their nests and flitted merrily
in the sunlight. In the winter the
fairy ships sped swiftly onwards
before the driving wind, and the
birds made themselves warm and
snug in their nests. The Prince
longed to sit among the higher
branches of this tree, with his
back against the trunk, and watch
F‘Je clouds and the birds, and
idly muse upon goodness knows
_\\'hat. On a fine summer morn-
ing he escaped from the pa-
lace as he had designed, and he
ran into the forest; but just as he
.\ms‘ about to climb the old elm,
having selected the particular
branches in which he would sit
and be enthroned, his tutors and
time-servers came running after
him, and he had not time to get
out of their reach. He was des-
perately angry.

‘Hands off!" he cried, shaking
himself free from them.

They stood about him, almost
breathless with the run they had
had.

‘Why," exclaimed the Prince,
“should I be surrounded in thi;
manner, and be dogged and watch-
ed as if I were a slave? AmIa
slave P

Th:‘:y raised their hands in as-
tonishment, and their voices also,

¢ A slave, your Royal Highness !
they cried. “You! It is we who
are slaves—your slaves, ready to
lay down our lives for you.’

“Then," demanded the Prince,

‘why don't you go away and let
me climb this tree? See there!
Those two branches with thcir'
arms folded, looking down upon
us. If you look attentively at
them, you will see two queer brown
faces bending towards us. They
are like twin brothers embracing.
You don’t see anything of the sort?
No, that is because you don’t care
to. But you can’t help seeing in
what fantastic fashion their twisted
limbs are made into the shape of
an S, the initial of my name. Na-
ture might have made the symbol
for me—nay,nature has! See those
peeps of the sun, and that bright
cloud which dyes with heaven’s
light the feathers of the birds flying
beneath it. See how the sunbeams
are laughing. I want to climbinto
those branches and makemy throne
there. Why don't you go away
and let me, if you are my slaves '
‘Your Royal Highness,” they
answered, in piteous tones, ‘you
Ill}lht not—you must not! You
1‘}'nght break one of your royal
limbs——’

‘ No, I won’t; you watch now!
And Prince Sassafras darted from
among them. But before his lithe
body could embrace the trunk, his
tutors and time-servers threw their
arms about him, and besought
him to be reasonable. As tl?e-y
formed a circle around him h'iq
bl.'EClSt heaved with passion ,amll
his eyes were filled with indi,gnanf
tears.

. ‘ Youmock me!’ he cried. ‘Who
is the slave—you or I? I can't
move; I am tied down! Other
boys climb trees, and don’t brealk
their limbs I’ ;
Forward came the Court Statistj-
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cian, all the wrinkles in whose face
formed figures of =, and produced
a book from which he read how
many boys in the kingdom of No-
land climbed trees annually, how
many met with accidents, and what
the percentage of the one to the
other was. ;

¢ Bother ! exclaimed the Prince,
putting his fingers in hisears. ‘1
don’t want to hear it—I won't hear
it! I want to climb this tree.

«The hopes of the pation are
centred in you——" they pleaded.

¢I don’t believe it,’ he exclaimed,
interrupting them.

¢ The eyes of the world are upon

you

¢Why don't they turn their eyes
away, then? What is it to them?
I don’t want them to stare at me
so; I want to be let alone. The
eyes of the world won't see me
climb the tree, if you will let
me.’

«We dare not allow your Royal
Highness to run the risk.’

¢, he said, with sarcastic em-
phasis ; *yon dare not aflowr me !
And I am not a slave !

¢You are our most gracious
prince and master.  And they
bowed and fussed about him most
obsequiously.

¢, 1 am, am 1? Well, one
day you shall see’—they inclined
their heads eagerly ; he gave them
a queer look —* Well, you shall
see what you shall see !

And the Prince laughed at their
eager air, and then grew thought-
ful, and returned with them to the
palace.

Being endowed with the delicate
cunning which is often a special
attribute of sensitive young natures,

and of quiet shy women as well, he
was not to be so easily thwarted as
they imagined ; and, pitting his wit
against theirs, he proved himself
imore than a match for the wily old
courtiers, deeply steeped as they
were in world wisdom. They kept
a strict watch upon him, and he
knew it; and they did not know
that he knew it. He bided his
time patiently ; and one day he
was missing. They hunted for him
here and there, but although they
thought they were acquainted with
every nook and corner in the woods
and palace, they could not find
him. They searched for him under
the beds and in the cupboards, and
up the trees and in the summer-
houses, and in every place where
it was possible for him to hide him-
self ; they turned the palace inside
out, to speak figuratively, and the
grounds about the palace outside
in; they questioned the sentries
and the cooks and the gardeners ;
they locked up one old woman and
three small boys for not giving sa-
tisfactory replies to unintelligible
questions ; and all to no avail. In
a certain corner in a certain closet
they might have found the suit of
clothes the Prince had worn the
day Dbefore—for he had taken the
precaution to array himself in the
plainest garments he could get to-
gether—but they certainly would
not have found him. Where was
he?

He had made his way, by devi-
ous paths, so that he might not be
tracked, to a quiet hollow near the
base of a flower-clad hill, in the
crown of which a pretty stream had
birth, the silver water-threads of
which danced down the sides most
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unmathematically and erratically.
Once or twice he had lingered
on the road, to listen to the whisper
of the corn which was ripening in
the fields, and to watch the bees as,
with their dusky belts of burnished
gold, they flew, honey-laden, to
their hives, humming hymns of
gladness in praise of bounteous
nature. Summer’s sweetest breath
was here, and the wondrous co-
lours of a myriad delicate flowers
were made more beautiful by con-
trast with the tufts of bright green
moss which dotted the course of
the silver stream, and drew life
from its laughing spray. Here the

water-beads ran swiftly ; here they
stole slyly ; here they flashed mer-
rily : as if they weredbeing pursued,

and were fearful lest they should
be caught ; or as if they were steal-
ing to where their lovers were

sleeping ; or as if, with their glist-

ening eyes, they were speeding

to the embrace of beloved com-

panions ; or as if, with their fresh

lips bubbling with joyous delight,

they were running to kiss the wild
flowers that grew at the foot of the

hill, and to breathe new life and

beauty into them. In this retired

spot there were no trees ; but there

were masses of wild forget-me-nots

and other flowers as beautiful, to

charm the senses of the truant

Prince. Roaming about this lovely

retreat—now stooping to kiss his

own lips in the sparkling stream,

and to taste its sweet waters ; now

pausing to listen to the melody of

the birds; now gazing with heart-

worship at the light and colour

which surrounded him, and with

full soul drinking in the beauty of

nature's most wondrous works—the

Prince came suddenly upon a lad
of about the same age as himself,
Robin was this lad's name ; poorly-
clad was he ; with a sunbunt face,
and with eyes afire with light caught
from nature’s smiles.

¢ Hallo !' eried Robin.

¢ Hallo !’ responded the Prince ;
and sat him down, and looked at
the exquisite tints of the leaves and
petals, and then looked up at the
skies, and wondered whether the
flowers drew their colour from the
clouds. The lads fell into conver-
sation, and the Prince, who was a
cunning questioner, learned in a
very short time a great deal con-
cerning Robin.

¢So your father is a woodman '
said the Prince, stretching himself
lazily on the ground, and peering
into a tangle of wild forget-me-nots,
whose thousand blue eyes peered
up into his own.

‘ Yes,' answered Robin; ‘ he cuts
wood for the King.'

¢ Has he got a large house '

‘It ain’t a house ; it's a cottage.
But it's large enough, and better
than some. There's a garden, and
plenty of beans and taters ; and
mother’s a good un! And there’s
a litter of pigs.’

*Ah,’ said the Prince, with a
sudden and unaccountable interest
in the litter of pigs, ‘and what
do they do

“l']_u:y squeak, they do— except
the big uns.’

¢ And they ?'

“Theygrunt, thevdo I 2
laughedyit hisJ own “t-)ié. i
; The l?rince reflected upon this
information, and not ﬁndiug the
subject profitable, dismissed the
pigs from the conversation,
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« Have you gof woods and

grounds g ey
¢ Yes, surely; all. these.

Robin made 2 comprehensivel
sweep with his arm, 2 though ald
the hills and woods were as goo
as his. 3
¢Ts your father happy ? .
¢ There's something 'd make him
happier.”
¢ What's that?'
¢ Two shillin’ a week more.
«If he had that, he'd be qute
happy ?' g
?E\yy, as happy as the day is
m
lor:t;\.nd you—you are not watched
and surrounded and dogged by
spies, are you 2 Dok
¢No, indeed ! said Robin, with
a stare. ©1 should like to catch
‘em at it ! )

¢ And if you want to climb a
ree, you can, eh?

t "Iyshouhl think so! 1 say, did
you ever go birds-nesting ¥

¢No, replied the Prince; “is it
nice?’

Robin’s blithe laughter ran along
the hill, and met the dancing water-
Deads, whichrippled into the stream
with it. :

¢ Nice! There ain't nothing in
the world like it. But you've got
to be careful, you know, sometimes.
Some places you mustn’t go into ;
and they're the Dbest! Some trees
you mustn't climb ; and they're the
best! Then you've got to look
about you. Such fun!

¢ And go elsewhere, eh?

¢ Not a bit of it,’ chuckled Robin.

¢Can't get such fun out of else-
where. Noj; go into them places
that you mustn’t go into—when
nobody's looking! Climb them

athed in sweet Air. 7

trees that you mustn’t climb—v?rher,x
nobody’s looking | Get them birds'-
nests—when nobody’slooking! And
run home with them — when no-
’s looking !

boiil Robin rubbed his hands,
and looked about him blithely, as
though he were doing all these de-
lightful things.

¢« And to whom do those trees
belong, Robin?

¢ They're in the King's grounq,
but the King he don't mind a bit.
He ain't mean enough !

Prince Sassafras laughed at t.‘he
1dea of this common boy outwitting
the attendants, who were always on
the watch with dogs and guns ; but
his laughter changéd to sighs as }16
thought, < O, if I might do_ this !
If I might go birds'-nesting 1n one

f my own trees !

5 Sa){d Robin, ¢ Never went birds'-
nesting! Ho, ho! Did you ever
hear the larks sing when they get
up of a morning ?’ ;

¢ No, sighed the Prince, ¢ I am
not out of bed early enough. » It
must be beautiful ! 33

¢ It's just jolly, that's what 1t 15
Did you ever go nuttir.ng =

¢ No,’ sighed the Prince.

¢ Nor blackberrying ¥

¢ No, sighed the Prince. :

Robin stared at the Prince with
a mixed feeling of pity and con-
tempt; and the Prince, keenly alive
to his own shame, hung his head.
Robin gave him one more chal:lce.

¢ Did you ever getup in the mght,
and steal the pickles and the jam?

‘No,' murmured the Prince, tears
of humiliation coming into his eyes.

Robin, with 2 disdainful shrug
of his shoulders, fell-to upon .h1s
_work, with the evident conviction
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that further conversation would be
wasted upon such a creature as
Prince Sassafras, He was making
a basket of reeds and grasses, and
was twining wild flowers about it
to give it variety of colour, and the
Prince, desirous of redeeming his
character, suggested certain altera-
tions in the arrangement of the
flowers. He had a good eye for
colour and harmony of design, and
Robin condescended to profit by
his suggestions. The basket being
finished, Robin held it out at arm’s
length to admire it. The Prince
asked whom it was for.

¢ It's for Bluebell, replied Robin.

And, inspired by the name, he
sang, ‘Bluebell, Bluebell P to many
kinds of airs, sweet and rough;
and whistled, ‘Bluebell ! Bluebell
to the birds and the trees and the
dancing stream.

‘Bluebell ' echoed the Prince
inquiringly.

‘ My little sister. Mother says
she’s the darlingest darling as ever
drawed breath, and father says she’s
the prettiest pretty as ever opened
a pair of blue eyes. And T say,
Bluebell ! Bluebell? And he sang
and whistled again.

‘She is the same as you are, I
suppose ' said the Prince.

‘What do you mean '

‘ Why, her clothes, now—some-
thing like yours ¥’

¢ Something like,” was the reply.

‘Hm ! said the Prince reflect-
ively, and with no intention of
giving pain. ‘Bluebell can't be
very well dressed, then.’

Robin, who was more familiarly
known as Ragged Robin, for the
reason that he was always tearing
his clothes among the briers and

—

\
i
brambles, looked down upon his!
common jacket and trousers, gng ‘
for a moment a shadow of diseop- |
tent rested on his face ; but a syp. |
beam saw it, darted down, caught it |
initsembrace, and dissolvedit, The

Prince saw the shadow appear ang

disappear ; and he said aloud, byt

in a musing tone, as though he

were speaking to himself,

‘Ah, now I know what sun-
beams live on.’

“On what # inquired Robin.

¢ On shadows, replied the Prince.

Robin laughed.

¢ Why do you laugh ? continued
the Prince. ¢ Because sunbeams
live on shadows? I saw a sun-
beam just now swallow a shadow
from off your very face.’

¢/ didn’t see it,” grinned Robin.

‘I daresay not, observed the
Prince philosophically ; ¢ we often
don’t see what's right under our
noses.’

From right under the Prince’s
nose Robin plucked a flower.

‘ Look here,’ he cried ; ¢ what is
this ?’

It was a small flower, with a
green cup, and with its inner co-
vering shaped like a wheel ; but
its petals were glowing with the
loveliest dyes of the loveljest sun-
set. Prince Sassafras was enchant-
ed with its rare beauty,

¢ What 1s it ? repeated Robip,

‘A flower, replied the py;
in a helpless tone, for he k::’
that that was not the angyey ex-
pected from him,

¢ Any numskull coyld see that’
exclaimed Robin_.  But what is its
name, and what is it gooq forp

‘Idon’t know,’stammereq Prince
Sassafras.

4 White-robed Waod, bathed in sweet Air. 9

‘Don’t know your poor rela-

tions I' (Which reproach, as bo-
tanists will know, had a deeper
significance than either Sassafras
or even Robin was aware of.)
¢ The pretty pimpernel! Why, this
is the poor man's weather-glass !
In the morning, when it is going
to rain, it folds itself up in its
green cup, and you can't see a bit
of its golden colour. Don't know
the pimpernel! You're a wise-
acre, you are, with your shadows '

The Prince felt the justice of

Robin’s rebuke, and acknowledged
the wit of the retort.

¢ You are wiser than I am,’ he
murmured.

¢ You're a queer one,’ said Robin,
perplexed by these variable moods.
But, his thoughts reverting to a
subject which had given him pain,
he cast envious eyes upon the
Prince’s clothes, which, although
they were the commonest the
Prince could find, were grand in
comparison with those of his com-
panion. Then Robin looked down
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upon his own hobnails and cordu-
roys. ¢ But your clothes are fine,'
he sighed.

The Prince was inspired by a
whimsical idea. ‘Shall we change '
he suggested.

‘I don't mind, said Ragged
Robin, with sparkling eyes.

And, without more ado, the
boys stripped to the skin.

‘I think I'm as fine as you,
said Robin, ¢ without the clothes.’

¢ Finer,’ assented the Prince,
comparing himself with Robin eri-
tically. ¢You are better shaped,
and stronger too. I wish I had
such a chest as yours.’

¢ And I'm as white as you are !

‘Quite as white—except your
hands and face.

‘Blame the sun for that,’ re-
marked Robin sententiously.

Then they donned each the
other's clothes, and each went his
way.

Prince Sassafras walked straight
to the old elm-tree, and climbed
it, and clapped his hands in tri-
umph as he sat on his throne.
When he clapped his hands, the
birds flew out of their nests in
sudden alarm, and perched them-
selves on far-off branches. The
old birds solemnly watched him,
with their heads set rakishly on
one side, and he, sitting very still,
watched them. Then, without
moving his limbs, he began to
whistle and chirrup softly; and
the birds, after much listening,
questioned each other in melodi-

ous notes, and, deciding that he
was not an enemy, returned to
their homes, and peeped at him
through lacework of moss and twig.
All this was very delightful to the

Prince ; never in his life had he
spent so pleasant a day. The
earth, the air, the clouds, the tree
in which he sat, were filled with
marvels, and his mind became at-
tuned to the grand works by which
he was surrounded. The day grew
drowsy, and the hum of insect life
sounded in his ears like a hymn,
Suddenly his reverie was disturbed
by a great commotion below. He
looked down, and beheld a num-
ber of his attendants and time-
servers in anxious consultation,
They were dirty and dusty, and
their faces had lengthened con-
siderably during the last few hours.
Altogether they were in a sad
plight.

‘They have been looking for
me,’ said the Prince, chuckling.

As they stood debating and
stretching out their fingers in all
directions, one of the party who
was especially obnoxious to the
Prince, and who, being much
heated, was wiping his bald head,
suddenly shrieked very loudly, and
clapped his hand to his head. The
others thought he had been at-
tacked by an idea, and they waited
for him to deliver, holding out
their arms and inclining their
bodies, in the attitude of persons
who expected to catch a prize,
But something more tangible had
caused his alarm. The Prince,
finding a marble in the pocket of
Robin’s trousers, had dropped it
on to the time-server's bald pate.
The unfortunate attendant looked
down forthe cause,and then looked
up to heaven, and in this way the
Prince was discovered.

¢ Come down,’ they cried wrath-
fully, ‘Come down, you young
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ruffian! How dare you sit in the
Prince’s tree i :

Tor so they had dubbed it fr_om
the day he had first tried to climb
it He had, in a measure, mz_tdﬁ
it sacred in their eyes by his notice,
and they had even debated the
advisability of hedging it round
with gilt palings, as being immea-
surably superior to the other trees,
and as being a kind of historical
landmark.

«Go away, you old stupids " the
Prince called out in reply, making
lis voice very rough, so that they
should not recognise it. ° Don’t
you see that I am enjoying my-
self !’

They shook their fists at him,
and he shook his at them. He
was prodigiously elated. The birds
hopped out of their nests, and ob-
served the disturbance. They chat-
tered about it, and gave opinions.
The younger ones, with youthful en-
thusiasm, would have sided with the

Prince, as their sympathies were
with him, but the older and wiser
birds said, ¢ No ; let us stand aside
and arbitrate.’

¢If you don’t come down,’
bawled the attendants, ‘we'll put
you in the stocks !

¢If I don’t come down,’ bawled
the Prince, * I can’t for the life of
me see how you will manage it.’

They gasped at him, and at each
other, and one bolder than the
rest commenced to climb the tree.

Prince Sassafras broke wood from

the branches, and threw the pieces

at him so vigorously, and with such
good aim, that he was glad to get
safe to earth again.

‘Ha! ha! ha!" laughed the

Prince ; and a scaly old jackdaw,

who had not laughed for ever sO
many years, flew out of his nest,
and echoed feebly, ‘ Ha thalhaVt
after the fashion of doddering old
lunatics who strive to apé youth.
The attendants were more and
more furious.
¢ Read the Riot Act!’ they cried.
In accordance with that wisdom
for which they were celebrated, and
which provided for the fitness of
all things, the time-Server with the
weakest voice read the Riot Act
elaborately. That part of it which
impressed his hearers most power-
fully was contained in the word
Taahereas. Whenever he came to
that magic word, he piped it out
with a mighty effort at the top of
his voice, and those who surround-
ed him—who had always suspected
that Y@ pereas was the fount of jus-
tice, and now were suré of it—
bowed their heads worshipfully as
to a talisman which contained the
pith of all law. Prince Sassafras
listened with profound attention
until the reading was completed.

¢ Hear, hear,’ he said, clapping
his hands in applause. ‘Now I
will come down. The moral force
that lies in d@hereas has con-
quered me, and I'm getting very
hungry.'

Down he scrambled, hand under
hand, as active as a squirrel, and
as though he had been accustomed
to climb trees all his life. Down
he plumped in the midst of his
attendants, and raised such a dust
that they ran a few paces away to
save their eyes. He leaned his
back against the tree, and looked
at them jauntily. Asthey advanced
towards him with wrath in their
countenances, with the intention
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of seizing him and treating him
roughly mayhap, he spoke to them
in his mnatural tones, and bade
them be careful, for he was rather
tired.

¢ It is the Prince !' they cried, in
amazement.

Their manner was so comical
that the Prince laughed long and
blithely, and the doddering old
jackdaw made such an effort to re-
new its youth that it shed its last
feather, and almost shook itselfinto
a fit.

¢ And in these clothes I' they ex-
claimed, as they surrounded him.
« He has been waylaid and robbed !'

The Prince held up his hobnail-
ed boots for inspection, and then
walked slowly up and down among

them, to give them the opportunity
of admiring the easy fit of his cor-
duroys. There were no bounds to
their indignation.

¢Where is the robber? they
shouted. ¢ Can your Royal High-
ness describe his person? They
glared about in such a state of
excitement, that one might have
fancied they were going to lay vio-
lent hands on one another.

¢ It was a nut,” said the Prince.

‘A nut?

¢ A nut, that fell upon my head
as I was walking along. It hurt
me, too.’

‘Surely, your Royal Highness,’
said the attendant upon whose bald
pate the Prince had let the mar-
ble fall, ¢surely they drop about

to-day. It must have been a nut
that fell upon my head.” He rub-
bed the sore place as he spoke.

“Thank your stars it was not
such a nut as mine. Listen” And
the Prince illustrated his words with

appropriate action. ‘Down drop- !
ped the nut. T picked it up, and

cracked it—you know how fond I |
am of nuts! Butwhen the cracked |
shell was between my teeth, I felt

that something living was inside. |
I spat it out quickly, and the kernel
rolled from the shell, and lookedat

me, in the shape and likeness ofa |

man. And as it gazed at me I be-
came fascinated by its beauty,and it
grew and grew until it was as high as
myknee ; and there it stopped grow-
ing. Itwas dressed in the brightest
green and scarlet, and its eyes were
rimmed with purple. It claimeda
distant kinship with me, and said,

indeed, that it was one of my ne-

glected poor 1clations— which I
could scarcely credit, so far as re-
gards the plea of poverty, when I
looked at the creature’s beautiful
clothing. But these things want
searching into, my lords; and it
saddens me to think that many ofus
die, and have been blind through
all our lives. It told me so many
wise things, and taught me so many
strange lessons, that I was as one
entranced. I remember no more
about it except its name, which
some of you may know,
Pimpernel.’

‘¢ Pimpernel | Pimpernel ' they
mused, and questioned oneanother,
but no one had heard of such a
creature. ‘One of your Royal
Highness's poor relations, indeed !
Are they mot all provided for?
This Pimpernel is a beggar— an
impostor | But we will find him.
Call out the guards, and let the
woods be searched.

¢Shut up thebell-shaped flowers ¢
shouted the Prince, mimickin{;v
them. *Place a sentine] at every

It was
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tree, and build a fence O.f forget-me-
aots around the forest!

Some were actually about to se€
{0 the carrying out of these orders,
when he called to them.

‘Hcld ! I was but jesting! As
you love me, do not make 2
fuss ! ; b

They clustered about him at _tlus
adjuration. As they loved hm.l!
Two Grand O1d Sticks, with white
heads, giggled with delight, like a
couple of foolish schoolgirls, at the
ecstatic honour of being thus ap-
pealed to. :

¢ Do not heed what T have said.
No one is to blame but I, I give
you my honour, so let no word be
said. Regard this as 2 freak, and
letit be a close secret between you
and me. Do you understand?
Mum! If you break my confid-
ence, he added, with a malicions
twinkle, ‘I'll cut down all your
salaries when I am King. Now,
then, let us pledge each other.
Take the word from me. Mum !

They stood before him with their
fingers on their lips, and took the
oath. Mum!

“'Tis well, said the Prince, quot-
ing from the last original drama ;
¢ let me rest a while.’

His back was still against the
tree, and he looked about him with
regret that so glorious a day was
nearly at an end. Directly in front
of him, but at some distance on an
eminence, was the west wing of the
palace, behind a fretwork of trees.
The sun was setting, and massed
troops of fiery shadows were invad-
ing the palace, and as they passed

llu_: windows glared out with threat-
ening eyes.

¢ How beautiful ! sighed the
Prince.

His attendants urged him to de-
part.

«We are ashamed to see your
Royal Highness in such mean at-
tire.’

¢And yet I enjoy, he said.
¢ Look above you at the clouds.
What lovely fancies dwell in them !
Here are anangel'swings, stretched
forth beneficently, blessing man-
kind in fustian and silk. See their
feathery tips, and the pale purple
folds that hide the body of the
glorious being. Here is a great
hill, with a many-turreted castle
built on its peak. The landscape
opens—the hill grows smaller, the
castle larger. A forest of pollards
rises up beyond it, overshadows it,
dissolves it. The airy trees and
land melt into a lake, on the bosom
of which are reflected the colours of
a myriad sapphires and rubies, and
the soft glow of many-tinted pearls
which lie beneath. See——night is
coming ; the shadows creep into
the lake's breast. Weeping wil-
lows rise on either bank—rise and
overlap the water. They bend to-
wards each other, from the oppo-
site banks, with melancholy grace-
fulness. Is it not beautiful #’

They gazed above and around,
and then at one another. They saw
none of these things. Their unsym-
pathising looks chilled the Prince.

‘There go my fancies,” he said
bitterly, pointing to some butterflies
that were flying home. ‘ And here
is a troop of caterpillars, creeping,
0, s0 slowly and lazily ! up the old
elm. Come, let us creep to the
palace, caterpillar-like !
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rHlfﬁ was but the beginning of
the Prince’s truant-playing. A se-
cond time he evaded his attend-
ar‘1t5 and time-servers, and they
did not discover him until near the
close of day. Again he pledged
them to secrecy, and then they
were to a certain extent in his
power. Then he played them a
trchk. He knew that they were
curious to find out where he went
to, and that they had laid plans to
follow him.

1t really must be seen into,
they said to one another, ‘for our
own sakes as well as his. Youth
is ever rash.’

5% His Royal Highness is so cun-
ning,’ cried one.

‘We must use stratagem,’ said
another, with bis finger to his nose ;
“if we can’t find out by hook, we
must by crook.’

But neither hook nor crook was
t}),f use to them, as it turned out.

rince Sassafras stole away o y i

i a‘nd et s the; w;—i ;n]cilax;eeﬁig'ed Emy run, you wil
following him, he led them a pretty Come, now ; e]: ‘Etle Smr fjld, 8
dz}nce. He played them a pretty They had) nol la .ﬂT[II’Jn? i
trick, too. He came to a morass, e
and jumped across it. They, not
awarethatthe ground wassoft, jump-
ed as he jumped, but not being so
lithe, stuck in the middle. Then,
as they were floundering in the
mud in their silk stockings and
dandy pumps, he turned upon
them, and laughed heartily at their
.comicg.l appearance. They were
in a nice plight !

On the next occasion, he know-

E Ty

{nglythreatened to ‘tell upon they
if they did not let him hav:]tl]ﬁ"-
way, or if they betrayed him, ‘l-l
which case,” he said saucily q
should say you will be disch:z;ge.;
fO_l: not taking better care of m!
With this fear upon them, th
concealed his delinquencies, greui
Ing at the same time under f
burden of the fear that they we
}Jctween two stools. For, supps
ing that one day the Prince shoil
faal.to present himself, and sp
posing that any accident shl
happen to him while he was o
their sight, the whole country wit!
rise against them for having b
trayed their trust.  Fortunatelyf
them, however, nothing of thiss
occurred.

“If you keep faith with me,’ si
Prince Sassafras to them, om)' day,
when they were in a more thus
usually terrible pucker, ‘I wil
keep faith with you. Always afte

this compact.
‘I‘hj\fter all, you know,’ he said,
ave somewhere r :

will be boys.’ ead that boys
_‘But your Royal s

Prince,’ they urged.
‘

* And not :l boy # was his reply:
Vell, T dlon t understand that.
They tried to make hjm umlier-

stand it; but the
o ; Y could n J
it into his obstinate head g et

y 2N

to their notions, but to enter into|
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¢ Tell us, at least;’ they begged,

¢ where your Royal Highness goes

to.

¢ No, I will not tell you; I goto
different places, and I choose to
keep their whereabouts to myself.”

He answered them very inde-
pendent!y, for he saw that he had
them in his power.

«What does your Royal High-
ness do when you are out of our
sight ¥

¢ Nothing wrong, I assure you.
Nothing wrong, on the honour of
g Prneed

After that, of course, there was
nothing more to be said. The
honour of a boy they might have
doubted, but they did not dare to
doubt the honour of a prince. So
they were compelled to assume an
appearance of content, although
they were far from easy in their
minds.

It was with Ragged Robin, and
at Ragged Robin’s home, that
he spent his stolen hours. His
station was not known; it was
supposed that he lived in the
neighbouring town ; and it was
plainly seen that his circumstances
were better than those of Robin’s
parents. When he was asked his
name, he hesitated a moment, and
then said it was Myrtle; so as
Myrtle he was known to them. He
became a great favourite with them,
as much because of his blithe
cheery manner and handsome face
as because he made them small
presents occasionally. They were
simple country people, happy
enough in their way, and contented
with their station in life. One thing
certainly would have made Robin’s
father as happy as the day was

-

long, as Robin had said, and that
was the two shillings a week more
which Robin had spoken of. It
was his only grievance, and he
spoke of it invariably as if two shil-
lings a week more would set every-
thing in the world right that hap-
pened to be wrong. Perhaps it
may be recognised that the burden
of his grievance is not an uncomm-
mon one., Their home was exactly
as Robin had described it—very
small, very humble, and very pretty.
Pluebell, a child of about eight
years of age, was the prettiest and
most engaging creature that Sassa-
fras had ever seen, and deserved all
the praises that Robin had be-
stowed upon her. She and Sassa-
fras became great friends; and
when the fond mother had sufficient
confidence in Sassafras, she allowed
him to take her blue-eyed darling
for a ramble in the woods. He
learned a great deal from these
poor people,andwas entirely happy
in the society of his humble friends.
The hours he spent with them were
the brightest in his boyhood’s life.
Near to their cottage lived two
friends of theirs—an old woman
and her son; he known as Colts-
foot, she as Dame Endive. Proud,
indeed, was this old woman of her
son; and she had every reason to
be, for Coltsfoot was of a rare
type : a grave and thoughtful man,
too serious for his years in the
opinion of some, but earnest, whole-
souled, and with fine susceptibili-
ties. If Ragged Robin was learned
in the life of the woods, and spoke
of their inhabitants as one does of
familiar companions, Coltsfoot was
learned in the higher life of human
creatures. He had studied deeply
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among them, and was wiser than
he who gains knowledge from
books. More than this: he did
not learn by rote. The eyes of

“One can do that, then?'

‘Surely ; and if you read the
history of men, you will find thy
that kind of teaching seems to by
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his mind were open wherever
he walked; he was a just man,
with a tender heart. He was a
poor schoolmaster, and he worked
among the poor,and wasregarded by
them with respect and admiration ;
with affection also, for he had in
his studies gained some knowledge
of medicine, and he administered
to the sick without a fee, where to
pay one would have been a hard-
ship. Many and many a night did
he sit by the bedside of a sick
neighbour, and cheer body and
soul by his kindly words and deeds;
and when his task was done; he
would put aside the offered reward
with a gentle hand, and say, ‘ Nay,
neighbour ; another time, when
you are better able to afford it
well knowing that that time would
never come. His was the un-
clouded charity which springs from
an unselfish compassionate nature,

Between Coltsfoot and Sassa-
fras an intimacy sprang up, which
ripened into friendship. Coltsfoot
was attracted by the bright wit and
lively fancy of Sassafras, and Sas-
safras was not long in discovering
that here was a man of a higher
order than those among whom he
was accustomed to move.

‘You know a great deal, said
Sassafras ; ‘and yet you are not
very old.’

‘I am more than thirty years of
age,’ replied Coltsfoot.

‘How did you learn all you
know ?'

¢ I taught myself chiefly, I think,’
said Coltsfoot, with a smile.

the best fruit. e said this cap.
didly, not as a boast, for he wa

not vain-glorious, but as the sober
truth.

‘Then to be born great—
mused Sassafras,

‘Do you mean, to be born rich
and in a high position

‘Yes; to be born great, in that
way, does not make one great?

‘ Unfortunately, no.’

¢ Why unfortunately ?' pursued
Sassafras.

¢ Because those who are bom
thus have so much power for good
in their hands that, if they were
really great, the world would be
better than it is.”

‘Itis not a good world, then!
sighed Sassafras.

He was young; his mind was
pliable and amenable to kindly
influence, his nature was suscep-
tible and tender; not to be won-
dered at, therefore, that out of his
regard and admiration for Colts-
foot, he was ready to accept Colts-
foot’s views without question ;
ready, indeed, to accept them in
a more exaggerated sense
Coltsfoot intended.

Coltsfoot laid his hand kindly
on Sassafras’s head. “Ttis g good
world,” he said, with somewhat of
seriousness in his tone, as though
he wished to impress Sassafras :
‘a good world, in every sense ;
but there are many wrongs and
injustices in it which are alloweq
to exist, and which might with eage
be removed by those who are horp
to greatness.” His words sank in(q

-

than

Sassafras’s heart., ‘Butin the mean
time,’ Coltsfoot continued, with a
sweet and serious smile, we will
go on and work, and not lose he.art
because things are not as we wish
them to be.

«You are never idle,’ said Sassa-
fras.

¢Do you think man was born

.

to be idle? Have you not heard
that work is God’'s heritage to
man ?'

£ S

“Itis ; and the best and sweetest
heritage. The idle man is like a
weed in a field. :

¢ Then one who does not work—

¢ Fulfils not his mission. The
g
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world would benefit by his ab-
sence.’

Thought Sassafras: ‘I wonder
what some of my time-servers would
say to this? Read the Riot Act,
perhaps.’

Such conversations as these were
not uncommon between Sassafras
and Coltsfoot ; and they led the
Prince into new fields of thought.
What he saw, also, in his wander-
ings with Coltsfoot stirred him
strangely. He had been taught to
believe—not directly, not in plain
words, but insidiously and by false
inference—that the poor were of
a different order from that of which
he was the chief ornament. He
e.\_ﬁpressed this to Coltsfoot, not as
1:115 own opinion, but as he heard
rie

‘Come with me, said Colts-
foot.

And the Prince and the poor
schoolmaster went together into
the houses of the poor, and Colts-
foot showed Sassafras the virtues
and the good that were in their
lives. Had the Prince been of
Coltsfoot's age, Coltsfoot would
pro!)&bly have shown him more of
their vices, so that whatever judg-
ment he formed might have been
L e G

; oy, and
Coltsfoot (apart from his consider-
ation for Sassafras’s tender years)
was anxious to show the best side
of those he loved and compassion.
ated. Yet he did not utterly cont
cgul their vices ; he spoke of them
\rf'lth gc;:tlc words of commisera-
tion, saying how, in many instances
Fhf: poor were like creatures walk,
Ing in the dark, being, in most in-
stances, judged by a higher stand-

ard than that up to which they were
educated, or were like helpless fli
attracted by the glare of lights.
was while the Prince’s mind was
filled with the theme that he saic
to his time-servers,

‘What do you think of the poc

They shrugged their should |
as they were wont to do at any st
ject that was indifferent to ther
and answered carelessly,

‘ They are an ungrateful class.

¢ Why ungrateful » question
the Prince. ¢ For being allowed
live ¥’

They evaded explanation by rcr.
marking, ‘Your Royal Highness
1s too young to understand these
matters.’

\\’1th this he was forced to be
satisfied, for they would return him
no other answer. In truth, they
were p.uzzlcd and perplexed by
his whims and whams, as they
termed them ; strive as they might
to educate him in the right way, he
fe“l'used to think as they bade him. !
To them it was inexplicable that i
he would not follow them blindly 55
through the path of roses, but would :
bot_her his head about the nettles.
This suggestion concerning the
roses came from the Court Poet,

and was highly prais ,
the Princc‘a e oy <l o

‘ You have f
( orgotten '
he said. ; f
Hr;ihey are not for your Royal
'ghness,” was the answer he re- |
ceived. 5

3

If weeds and thorys exist,” he

remarked sagely, ¢
windat 1 gely, ‘they must bei

‘It will be oyr
duty, they said, ‘tg o]
your Royal Hig)

pleasure and |
ear them from |
Mess's life ; they

i |
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shall mot touch your sacred per-

bn.’

* ¢ My sacred person!’ he repeated,
“under his breath, and trembled at
Yhe words. To him they sounded

ike profanity.

fgfill he persisted, and was then

d that it was not seemly in him
% allow his mind to be thus dis-
urbed.

. “Thesethingsarenot for princes,’

hey said.

' After his usual fashion, he flew
rom one to another for counsel
and assistance. In some rare way
there had come to this young Prince

‘a0 intense and earnest desire to
‘know the rights and wrongs of
things, and he found himself bat-
tling in a sea of doubt because of
the conflicting views that were pre-
sented to him. He asked Coltsfoot
about the ¢ divine right,” which he
said he had heard was the especial
attribute of kings; and Coltsfoot
showed him, first, not only the folly
but the blasphemy of the term, if
taken (as it is too often taken) in
its literal sense ; and next, to what
great ends it might be used, if
rightly understood. Raising some
up, and bringing some down, Colts-
foot brought all persons ona level,
so far as regards the laws and prin-
ciples of humanity and morality and
the proper living of life. Coltsfoot
saw that Sassafras was in doubt as
to his opinions, and without in
the least suspecting the lad’s ex-
alted station, he opened his heart
and mind to the lad whom he had

Jearned to love. He implanted in
the lad’s soul the purest seeds of
honour and religion, and did his
best to lay the foundation for a good
life.

These conversations occurred
when the snow was falling, early in
December, and Coltsfoot, whonever
missed an opportunity of enriching
the lad's mind, told him wonderful
things concerning the soft flakes :
how that each crystal was of the
most exquisite shape and form,
transcending in beauty the finest
and most elaborate work of man's
hands; how that, as it lightly covers
the earth, it keeps the soil beneath
it warm, p!'otci:ting it from the nip-
ping cold which would destroy the
treasures sleeping in its breast;
and many other particulats which
need not be set down here.

¢ But for the smow,’ said Colts-
foot, ‘we should have no prim-
roses.’

¢ And until to-day, said Sassa-
fras regretfully, ‘ I have looked up-
on it with a careless eye.’

¢ The fashion is a common one,’
observed Coltsfoot; ‘many men
grow blind by looking at the sun,
and never see the beauty of the
stars.’

¢ Nor feel the peace that is in
them, added Sassafras. €I have
sometimes thought,as I have gazed
at them from my window on a still
night, that I should like to pass
away into the depths where they lie,
and float among them in eternal
peace.’

¢ The nights are not always still,
responded Coltsfoot: ‘storms come
and wild winds; the clouds are
tossed and whirled on the wings
of the wind ; and ifa star is vistble,
it hangs disconsolately and drearily
in the heavens, like a soul in
doubt.”

Sassafras in a timid tone repeat-
ed a few lines of a poem he had
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composed, but had never had cour-
age to show his friend :
‘1 stood upon a dark and dreary st
And voices rose upon the viewless air,
And sighed, ‘' Ah, nevermore shalt thou
know peace!
Evermore shalt thon be tossed on thisdark
share,
Till death shall claim thee for its own ;
And then, thou scornful doubter,
shall be
Ty After to mortality 7'
Coltsfoot suspected the author-
ship, and notwithstanding the boy-
ishness of the effort, listened
thoughtfully to the lines ; he traced
in them the doubts and yearn-
ings of a young sensitive soul, and
with a peculiarly sweet smile, he
said,
‘ You sigh for peace. Well, peace
will come to all of us to-morrow.’
¢ To-morrow ¥’
: ‘Yes, for to-morrow all of us must
die.
“And then?' asked Sassafras, with
eager yearning.
¢ A new birth, replied Coltsfoot,
passing his arm around Sassafras
with a kind and affectionate mo-

what
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Hz met Coltsfoot on his way.
Coltsfoot had a bundle in his
hand, and a bunch of winter roses.

‘I was coming to you,’ said the
Prince.  Coltsfoot nodded and
smiled. ‘I would not go away
without seeing you once more, and
bi(}ding you good-bye. ‘The
Prinee's lips quivered as he uttered
these words.

‘Good-bye !’ echoed Coltstoot,
“You are about to leave us, then ?

*Yes. Iam to be taken from

» Gold, hidden in Darkness ;

tion. ‘To be believed in as we

believe in the wisdom which de |

signed this wondrous work, the
world ; to be worked for, so that we
may fit ourselves for it, with faith
and cheerfulness and good intent!
Scarcely a week after this con
versation, orders came to the pak
ace that the Prince was to set forth
on his travels early in the ensuing
year. His tutors and time-scrver:
were delighted. ¢ No more truant-
playing then,” they said to one an-
other; for the Prince’s truant holi-
days had grown so frequent lately
as to cause them more trouble and
anxiety than ever. Sassafras was
not pleased at the idea of leaving
his friends, but he knew that it
would be vain to resist. He made
up his mind that he would see them
once more before he left; but day
after day passed, and he found no
opportunity to escape. At lensth
the opportunity came ; or J'athcrchc
made it, and, singularly enough
on Christmas-day, which h;gppcned,
to fall that year on the Sabbath. :

1T,

AND

STONES ARE FOUND IN ROUGHEST PLACES

those I love best in the world : 1
3

am to be torn from the scenes and

the. friends that are dearest to
Pitiless fate ! Should I not 1y fm.
tent here to live and dje p i
“ Why does not the wc:rld
still,’ said Coltsfoot, ip a t
gentle reproof, ‘and :
old Time stop the ¢
sands to prolong
ments? Why a?eo\:; ﬁ:)[t]p-ﬂ e
young ? why are the skieg :\Vays
ways bright? why dg the ﬂg:vi].
s

stand
ne of
why does not

unning of hig
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wither and die? why is it not for
ever summer ¥’
¢ [ understand you,’ answered the
Prince. ¢You think me weak for
complaining. I do uot ask for
these impossibilities. Nature must
run her course — seasons must
change, flowers must die. Butthey
will come again, and I shall not be
here to welcome them. Summer’s
sweet breath will kiss these dear
woods before many months are
passed, and I shall be far away.'
¢ Your regrets are natural,’ re-
sponded Coltsfoot, ‘but you must
not magnify them into wrongs. i
shall miss you, dear lad, for I have
grown to love you! The Prince
raised his face, now flushed with
pleasure at the declaration, eagerly
to the more sober face of Coltsfoot.
« Now is there not balm in Gilead ?
Is there not comfort in the thought
that we have fairly won love and
respect, and that we hold a place
in the hearts of friends whose faces
we may never look upon again ¥
‘Do not say that!' cried the
Prince, covering his eyes with his
hands. ‘O, do not say that!
‘Nay, nay, nay! Life has its
duties, and we must perform them
with cheerful minds. Life has its
griefs, thank God! and we must
bear them with resignation. Yes,
thank God that life has its sorrows.
There is sweetness in them, believe
me. Suffering is the mother of com-
passion. Hearts might be stone but
for pity ; life would be harsh with-
out charity. Think—think, dear
lad ! and be grateful for everything
in which there is no shame.’
¢Your words strengthen me,’
murmured the Prince.
¢ Then,’ continued Coltsfoot, ‘is

yr

it in this place only that summer is
to be found ? What spot is there
in the world upon which the sun
does not shine? Dear lad, sum-
mer is not here or here’—he lightly
waved his hand to the south, to the
west—¢summer is here.” He plac-
ed his hand on his companion’s
heart. ¢Ah, we are not grateful
enough. We do not know how
happy is our lot, in comparison
with the lot of others. How often
have I been shamed into humble-
ness by the contemplation of the
lives of those who are not blessed
as T am blessed ! They were walk-
ing in the woods towards a village;
the trees were lightly covered with
snow, which had fallen during the
night ; the air was keen and fresh
and sweet. ‘If a multitude of
people were before me on this fair
Christmas-day, I should be tempt-
ed to preach them a sermon in six
words : Be humble; be grateful;
Dbe charitable. And should these
few words bear fruit, the sermon
would be long enough and good
enough. You cannot remain with
me much longer, I suppose, to-
day ?'

‘I have come to spend the day
with you,’ replied the Prince, “1f
you will let me."

¢ You may '

“Yes, I may, as it is the last
day we shall have together for a
long time. But I will come back.'

* You will come back a man. I
shall be always here, I think. My
way of life is marked out for me,
and it lies within a small circuit.’

Thus conversing, they arrived at
the village, and halted at a small
cottage, which bore signs of decay.
The doorway was so low that
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Coltsfoot, who was a six-foot man,
!1&(1 to stoop his head upon enter-
ing; a little girl, who looked likea
wise little woman, and yet was not
more than six years of age, was
sitting in a low chair, lméhing a
baby to sleep. The baby may have
been three months old, and the
nurse might have been her mother,
5o womanly were her ways. An-
other little girl, two or three years
younger than the nurse, was also
in the room, which was clean and
very poorly furnished. A few paper
pictures, cut from :_‘.heap prints,
were pasted on the walls, and three
violins were hanging in a corner.
The children looked at Coltsfoot,
and smiled a welcome, staring bash-
fully at Sassafras.

‘Well, little ones,’ said Coltsfoot,
‘and how is mother this morning 7

“She is a little better,’ answered
the eldest girl ; “so she said.’

4 That is good,’ he said, rubbing
h]fj hands cheerily. € Here are some
winter roses for you.’

A thin voice from an inner room
which was the only other room iri
the cottage, asked who was there.

‘It is I, called Coltsfoot; ¢ 1
will come in presently and see you.
Well, pet, and what have you to
sz})'?’ This to the second little
girl, who was climbing on to his
lgp. The baby was asleep by this
time, and was lying in a cradle.
The eldest child, being released
from her burden, was arranging the
ﬂo.v\fers in a broken jug, and ad-
miring them with eyes too sadly
bright for one so young.

“We‘ze got a pum-pudden for
dinner,’ said the child on Colts-
foot’s lap.

“Ab, that's a fine thing,’ respond-

CF] Coltsfoot, kissing her, and set.
ting her down. ‘Go and shake
hands with the young gentlema,
and tell him your name.’ :

(1 :
I'm Lucerne, she said, standing |

by the Prince’s side, and gazing up
at him.

‘And baby’s name is Daisy,’ add-
ed Coltsfoot, ‘and our little mo-
ther here is Iris.

Iriscalmly shook hands with Sas-
safras, and then resumed her duties.

‘Our little woman,” continued
C(-Jllsfoot tenderly, ‘does every-
thlmg in the house, and is quiEe
wise. She can scrub and cook
and mend clothes; and she can
do something cleverer than all
these—she can play the fiddle.’

‘And so can I, put in Lucerne,

¢ And so can Lucerne,’ Coltsfoot
assented ; ‘and I shouldn’t wonder,
whgn Daisy gets to be as much of
a little woman as her sisters, that
she will play the fiddle also, ’Ncn-'
I'll go and see mother.’ l

He went in to the sick woman,
an.d remained with her for
minutes, Sassafras in the mean
while making friends with [rig s

a few

and
]_1,u.ccrnc. When Coltsfoot ang the
Prince left the house, they left sun-

shine behind them., Qn
Coltsfoot related the st
poor people. It was sim
The father had died nine months
ago, leaving his family destitutn 3

¢ That was surely wrong,’ -
ed Sassafras. ¢

‘ Undoubtedly ; bt ¥
not blame the man,
from morning to night, anq earned
the barest pittance for his 1 m..n
H.e had no extravaganceg a 1:;301!-
vl(l;es,- he was not even a,nb iy
drinker. In this respect, he ‘E‘Z‘rs

their way,
Ty of these
ple enough,

obsery-

ou must
He worked

useless to the State, and useless to
those voracious creatures who dis-
til and brew, and whose appetites
grow by what they feed on.

Sassafras did not understand
these allusions, and Coltsfoot con-
tinued :

¢The breadwinner being gone,
the wife was left helpless. Itisa
mystery to me how some poor per-
sons manage to live. They have
nothing, and can earn nothing, and
yet they manage to rub on some-
how. Deep in the earth lies the
gold, hidden in darkness; and pre-
cious stones are found in roughest
places. So among the poor and in
the roughest places, there must be
running veins of sweet humanity,
which are never idle and never
worked out. There can be no other
solution to the mystery. The wo-
man did some little work, until she
was near her confinement with
Daisy. Then things began to look
verybad indeed, and Heavenknows
how matters might have ended, but
for a certain little fairy in that
house whose name is Iris.’

“Iris | thatchild !’ exclaimed the
Prince. ¢ Why, what could she do?’

¢ Tris, that child, did a brave and
wise thing. Her father had tanght
himself the violin,and she, young as
she was, had learnt from him how
to handle the bow. You saw her
father’s violins hanging on the wall;
the wife had parted with nearly
everything, so that the partnership
between the bodies and souls of her
children should not be dissolved,
but with a weak womanly tender-
ness she clung toherdead husband's
violins as though they were living
creatures, determining that they
should be the last things to go for

And precious Stones are found in roughest Places.

-

bread. In the dead of night she
may have fancied she heard their
strings vibrate, speaking to her of
old times—they had loved each
other, this man and woman—and
perhaps the strings of her heart
were touched responsively. Iris,
one moming in the spring, took a
violin from the wall, and quietly
went out of the house. T saw her
that morning ; she was playing in
a byway, where but few persons
passed. © Why, Iris I’ T cried. She
opened her right hand, and showed
me a few coppers which, even in
that but little frequented place, the
charitable poor had given to her
as they passed. Then I understood
it all; the little six-year-old maid
had taken upon herself the duties
of breadwinner, but was not yet
bold enough to stand where many
people were. That courage came
soon, and she taught Lucerne to
play a little; and day after day the
two mites go out, and play the old
tunes their father played, while their
mother lies sick at home. The
people have grown very fond of
them, and give, out of their small
store. When Daisy grows up into a
woman of two years old, I haveno
doubt she will go forth with her sis-
ters to fight the battle, armed with
violin and bow. Already Iris gives
her the fiddle to nurse, instead of
a doll. And now you have the
history of that humble household.
Maybe you may find some heroism
in it

They had dinner at Ragged
Robin's house, Coltsfoot’s mother
being of the party. A happier group
was never assembled beneath a
roof. The fare was plain and sweet,
the walls rang with merry laughter,
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and the entire absence of ceremony
contributed vastly to the Prince’s
enjoyment,

‘I think,” he whispered to Colts-
foot, “that the poor have many
pleasures which the rich do not
taste.

Coltsfoot smiled ; he was satis-
fied that his young friend was learn-
ing good lessons in a good way.
The family wished Coltsfoot and
Sassafras to remain with them the
whole of the day; but Coltsfoot
said that they had many things to
see, and that they would return in
the evening. Tn accordance with
Coltsfoot’s wish, Sassafras had not
told them that he was about to
leave them,

‘Wait until to-night, Sassafras
said; ‘it might spoil their pleasure
to know too soon. They have but
few holidays.

‘Then you really think,’ asked
Sassafras, ¢ that they will be sorry
to lose me

‘I am sure so, replied Coltsfoot,

Sassafras found some consola-
tion in this; it swectened his grief.
Coltsfoot took him into the City,
where he witnessed many strange
scenes, and where he saw the

" poor and helpless in their best
and worst aspect. Wherever he
went he met with touches of hu-
manity which brought sweet light
into the darkest places—wherever
he went he saw the poor helping
the poor. Coltsfoot was welcomed
everywhere, even in the worst of
places, for all recognised in him a
friend. They walked through a
nest of bad narrow thoroughfares,
a very maze of shrunken diseased
courts and lanes, in which it wasg
almost impossible for virtue not to

lose its way. Sassafras was frightep. ‘
ed at the sights and sounds which |
greeted him: he clung closely 1y |
Coltsfoot, who conducted him safe.
ly through these hotbeds. Swarm |
of children were there, lcarning;|
swarms of men and women wer
living the lives they had hee !
brought up to in their childhood; |
doing their duty, as one bitter cynic
among them said, to the best oftheir |
ability in that sphere of life in which
it had pleased God to place them.

‘There is nothing to fear,’ sail |
Coltsfoot ;  they will not harm us

¢ Where doall these people live? |
asked Sassafras.

‘In cellars,” replied Coltsfoot,
‘in garrets, in rooms where hea-
ven's light is veiled, buddled to-
gether like rats, clinging to each
other for warmth like vermin. 0,
that T were a ruler, if only to ac-
complish one task !’ |

* What task |

‘To sweep away these*nests of |
corruption— to purify the streets,
Sewers breed rats. But these ]jy-
ing things are human creatures, God
help them! Dear lad, T have my
doubts as well as you.

Sometimes
when I visit these places, knowing
that they have existed for scores of
years, knowing that they will exist
for scores of years lon

Ber, knowing
that thousands and thousands of

helpless babes will pe born here
and educated to lives of infamy I
doubt whether under such circu:ﬂ—
stances man can be helq responsi-
I)Ie' for crime, and | am driven
against my reason to ggk whether
civilisation is a curse or a ),
Only to you, dear laq
press these doubts, fy
danger that lies in

essing,
b would T ey

I 1 know ¢he
€m.)

These words were as painful
for Sassafras to hear as they were
to Coltsfoot to utter, but they were
prompted by indignant pity, and
Coltsfoot could not restrain the
utterance of them. .

They emerged into the _wldcr
thoroughfares, and—in the brighter
aspect of the space in which they
now moved, and the brighter pros-
pect of pleasant hours presently to
be spent with Bluebell and her
kindred—were striving to shake
from their minds the dust of melan-
choly which the scenes they had
witnessed had engendered, when a
babel of voices and sounds of hur-
ried steps in their rear caused them

to turn. Some twenty men and
women, with alarm and pity on
their faces, clustered about Colts-
foot and Sassafras, and began to
speak all at once.

“I tell you he is adoctor. 1 tell
you he isn't. He is; he isn't
Well, ask him. He's a good sort
anyway, and is likely to know
something about it

Coltsfoot held up his hand, to
stop their unintelligible babb?e.

<I am not a docter according to
the law, he said, ‘but I have some
knowledge of medicine.’

¢ There! there ! didn’t I tell you
s0? exclaimed those who were
right to those who were wrong.
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¢But what special thing is it
continued Coltsfoot,  that you say
I am likely to know something
about ¥’
‘Death,’ said a man, stepping
forward. ¢ That special thing.’
* Explain yourself,
¢ You know Death when you see
it, demanded the man somewhat
surlily.
I do, replied Coltsfoot gravely.
¢So do I; these ignorant cattle
don’t. “The woman’s dead,” said
I, with half a look at her. But
they wouldn't believe it. So they
run after you, to prove me a liar”
Before the man’s last words were
uttered, Coltsfoot, with Sassafras
by his side, was retracing his steps
towards the narrow courts and
lanes. The mob of men and wo-
men, the numbers of which had by
this time considerably increased,
led the way into one of the foulest
of the thoroughfares, the entrance
to which was arched ; the rookeries
it contained were of the vilest cha-
racter, and were fit only for vermin
to breed in. Ina garret, in one of
these dens, lay a woman on the
ground—a woman so thin and ema-
ciated as to cause sighs of compas-
sion to escape from the breast of
Sassafras. Coltsfoot knelt by the
side of the woman, whose only
covering was a brown gown, torn,
tattered, faded—fit for a dung-
heap.
‘She is dead,’ said Coltsfoot.
The man who had first pro-
nounced her so cast a look of tri-
umph at the doubters.
¢ What was her complaint ?’ ask-
ed Sassafras, in a whisper to Colts-
foot; but his whisper was heard,
and the question answered by the

Deep in the Earth lies the

Gold, hidden in Darkness,

man, who lifted the woman’s bare
arm, and ran his hand along the
sharp bones.

¢ Starvation, my boy,” replied the
man ; ‘ that was her complaint. A
pretty time of the year to die of
that disease, eh ?’

It is true, I am afraid,’ said
Coltsfoot,
eloquent look of pity.
is this? A child ?

Truly, his eyes had lighted ona
child, a baby of six months, who
was asleepin a corner of the room.
The baby was covered by a piece
of rough sacking.

¢Ah said a woman, this is
Dick—little Dick.’

Coltsfoot took the child in his
arms, who, for a wonder, was clean;
this was clearly to be seen, for
when Coltsfoot let the piece of
sacking fall to the ground, the
child was discovered to be perfectly
naked.

¢ Give him to me, said the wo-
man, and as she relieved Coltsfoot
of his burden, the baby opened his
eyes, and gazed upon the group,
and upon the body of his dead
mother lying on the ground.

‘Little Dick! exclaimed the
woman tenderly. ¢ Cunning little

Dick ! Tl take care of him to-
night, sic.
4 “'lt_h sad hearts, Coltsfoot and
Sassafras walked away from the fe-
‘ ¢ Cunning little Dick p Wised
LTl‘tsr‘;?t' ; Pgﬁl‘ naked little mor-
tal ! /ou :
when you) remr?:f;; tg e
what will he have gy;ol‘i,r;rai:;f
But I know—alas | T knoy.»
He would have beey filled even

Sassafras’s
¢ But what
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with a deeper sorrow had any fore-
shadowing fallen upon him of an-
other Christmas night in the years
to come, when he and Sassafras
and Cunning Little Dick met for
the second time, in another place,
and under other circumstances,
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Night stole upon them as they
walked.

¢Come,’ said Coltsfoot, with an
affectionate pressure of his com-
panion’s arm, ‘let us banish me-
lancholy thought. We are in a
purer air now.’

1V
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Tur heavens were full of stars,
which shone brightly through the
frosty air. Sounds of music fell up-
on their ears, and as their way lay
in that direction they walked to-
wards it.

“Can you guess who are play-
ing ?' asked Coltsfoot, with a bright
smile, stepping briskly along.

A little crowd of persons stood
around the players, and Sassafras,
peeping through, saw Iris and Lu-
cernewith their violinsat theirshoul-
ders. The little girls bore a great
resemblance to each other, but the
expressions on their faces were not
at all alike. The face of Iris was
grave, and she drew her bow across
the strings with a thoughtful and
serious air ; her little body moved
slowly and soberly in response to
the music. Lucerne’s face, on the
other hand, was full of smiles and
sparkles ; her eyes, her feet, her
body danced to the music, and
she swayed this way and that with
graceful joyous motion.

“You see,’ said Coltsfoot, in ex-
planation, ‘Iris has the cares of a
family upon her; responsibility
makes her serious and grave.’

The air being finished, the
children stood in quiet expect-

ation of reward. They were not

disappointed ; a good many gave,
the gifts being very small. One
woman, putting a halfpenny into
her baby’s hand, caused the little
one to bend over to Iris, and di-
rected the gift ; and when Iris kiss-
ed the baby, the woman herself
stooped down to the tiny bread-
winners, and kissed them in her
motherly way.

¢ A better scene than the last,
said Coltsfoot.

He did not make himself known
to the children, but he and Sassafras
followed them quietly out of the
street. When they reached a retired
spot, Iris paused, and tucking her
violin underherarm, proceeded with
a business air to count their gains.
She nodded and nodded again with
satisfaction, and then the two chil-
dren, with their arms round each
other’s necks, walked home singing
softly.

¢1 should like to say good-bye
to them,’ said Sassafras wistfully;
¢I may never see them again.’

‘Don’t say good-bye,’ replied
Coltsfoot, ‘it makes children sad.
Wish them a merry Christmas in-
stead. Besides, we shall see them
again. They are coming to the
cottage to-night.’

Sassafras ran after the children,
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and embraced them, and when he
went away left good wishes be-
hind him, and something more
tangible, which he slipped unob-
served into Iris’s pocket. As he
and Coltsfoot entered the lane in
which Ragged Robin and Blue-
bell lived, sounds of merriment
floated towards them. Ragged Ro-
bin's loud laugh could be plainly
heard, and when they were closer
to the house, Bluebell's sweeter
voice greeted them. She was sing-
g a simple song of the season,
and Sassafras and Coltsfoot listen-
ed outside until the last line was
sung, and then clapped their hands
in applause, and: cried, ¢ Bravo!
Bravo!” All the family rushed to
the door, and also some neighbours
who had been invited. ¢ Here they
are—here they are ! they shouted ;
and they had a scramble and a
race along the narrow lane after
Coltsfoot and Sassafras, who pre-
tended that they wanted to run
away. The wrens, in their warm
nests in the chimneys, must have
been astonished at the noise which
awoke them, and as they raised
their heads lazily from their beds
of brown moss must have looked
at each other with an air of *What'’s
all this about? The Christmas
party returned to the house in a
merry cluster, filling the air with
their laughter. Some of the older
wrens, who were well acquainted
with them, doubtless thought to
themselves, ‘Ah, that's Ragged
Robin’s Ho! ho! ho! harsh, and
wild, and unruly ; and that's his
fa:ther's creak, like a door with rusty
hinges; and that's his mothers
cackle, He! he! he! and that is
Bluebell's tender voice—her laugh

is like music—let us listen a lig
longer to it; and that's Coltsfogpy
Ha! ha! ha!—why, he laughslikey
boy to-night ; and that's Sassafrasy
voice, low and soft. What make
it so sad and pensive? He i
generally very merry. Ah, if they
knew what we know, they wouldt
make so free with him ' For theg
discreetold wrens had friendsandre
lations living in the warm chimneys
of the King's palace, and were inthe |
habit of visiting them very often—
being but flighty creatures, as you|
may guess ; and there they hat |
seen Myrtle in his proper form ol
Prince Sassafras, and consequentlj|
knew of the deception he was prac!
tising upon Robin, and Coltsfoot|
and Bluebell, and the rest. They
chattered about it among them
selves. ¢ What does he do it for?|
they asked of one another, withoil!
being able to furnish a sufficien
explanation. ‘It is perfectly inex
plicable,’ said one old wren, wha
had been born in the royal chim|
neys—indeed, in the very chimney
of the bedroom where Sassafras
slept—and whose courtly airs were
a sight to behold ; s/e never came
y Inexplicable! I|

; :
can’t make it out, A Prince, who

is in the enjoyment of every luxury, |
a‘nd who has his drawers filled with
51‘1k5 and laces ang firs
clate on terms of famil’
sucl

to asso-
iarity with
! COMMON persons as Ragged
Rob}n and his family] WithRagged |
Robin, who hasp't 4 second ngirl
.of breeches to—— “Hush | | pi G
interrupted a stajd old w;e];m‘:ﬂé

looked after the proprieties, <7, 1is
common legs,’ continueq g court

wren,inastately way, ‘andwith -
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son like that Coltsfoot, who teaches
abeto a lot of dirty ragged brats,
and gives medicine and trash to a
parcel of ald women ! Our Prince
10 associate with such-like! Idon't
But
an equally outspoken old wren, who
had been born in the cottage chim-
ney and who had lived a happy life
there, resented this with spirit.
“And pray, madam, she cried to
the court wren, ‘who are you that
you should think the Prince de-
means himself by coming to us for
1 few hours now and then? And
who are you that you should try to
take away the character of honest
Robin and our good Coltsfoot?
Let me tell you that the Prince is
never so happy as when he is with
us; I have heard him say so as
we were taking away our dinner
which he spread on the sill for us.’
The court wren cocked her head

know what we're coming to !

disdainfully, and looked straight
before her into vacancy, as though
there were no such bird in exist-
ence as the cottage wren. But the
cottage wren was not to be put
down in this way. ¢ You?! she con-
tinued, ‘with your stuck-up ways
and your grand airs | Who are you,
I should like to know ! Decause
you happen to be hatched in a
royal chimney, you think yourself
of more cousequence than your
betters!! In short, they had a
desperate quarrel, which was not
confined to themselves. All the
other birds joined in, and such a
chattering and a whistling were
heard in the royal chimneys, that
it was a mercy something dreadful
did not occur to the walls. The
upshot of it was that a breach oc-
curred in their friendship, and for

eight whole days the cottage wrens
and the court wrens were not on
speaking terms, It must be con-
fessed that when the quarrel was
patched up, itwas the cottage wrens
who had to eat humble pie ; they
could not resist the only oppor-
tunity they had of hearing the de-
licious bits of fashionable scandal
which the court wrens always had
on the tips of their tongues.

Well, these cottage wrens heard
Ragged Robin and the rest making
merry on this Christmas night, and
made their remarks on what was
going on. But they did not sce
everything. The best room in the
cottage was lighted up by means
of wooden hoops, which were sus-
pended flat from the ceiling, and
around the rims of which were
stuck Christmas candles of all
colours. There were holly and
mistletoe on the walls, and on the
mantelpiece, and over the door,
and in the passages, and hanging
everywhere from the ceiling, so
that there were plenty of oppor-
tunities. How many kisses were
given it would be impossible to
say, for nobody stood on cere-
mony, and least of all Bluebell,
who was fond of being kissed. So
the night passed merrily until it
was time for Sassafras to leave,
and ¢ good-bye’ had not been said.
Coltsfoot saw that Sassafras could
not say the word before strangers.

¢ Let us walk together down the
lane, he said. ¢Come, Bluebell,
take Myrtle’s hand ; come along,
Robin ; we four will be enough.’

Hewhispered to Sassafras that he
would tell the mother and father.
They walked down the lane, and
at the foot of it Sassafras bade
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good-bye—to Ragged Robin first,
who, when he understood that he
was about to lose his friend, fairly
blubbered, and ran off to hide his
grief.

* Going away! exclaimed Blue-
bell. “Where to?

It was a difficult matter to make
the little maid understand why it
was imperative that Sassafras should
go away to foreign countries ; she
thought one country was enough
to live in, she said. But the word
had to be spoken, despite her ig-
norance of necessary things,

‘I will never forget you, Blue-
bell,” said Sassafras, ‘and I want
you fo think a little of me when I
am away, and to love me a little.’

‘Tll love you always—always,’
said the little maid, her tears flow-
ing freely, for these young tender
hearts are easily touched, and suffer
more than we are aware, ‘and Tll
think of you day and night.’

¢ Here is a little present for you
that I want you to wear, so that
you can't forget me if you try to.’

He produced a very thin and
slender gold chain, of trifling value,

beckoning the Dead. ‘

at the end of which a small gold
heart was attached. He placed the |
chain round her neck, and keisse]
her; the picture of her pretty childy
fac‘e raised to his, with the teay |
swimming in her eyes, and her sof
red lips asking for another kiss, re
curred to him many and many,
time during the years of his travek,
and he loved to linger on the me
mory. The stars were glittering
above and around them, and inhis |
memory he never saw Bluebells |
face with the daylight shining on|
it, but always in a framework of|
stars on such a soft, clear, tende |
night as this was.

¢ And now, dear lad,’ said Colts: i
foqt, with a strong firm grasp of the |
Prince’s hand, ‘ good-bye, and God|
bless you !

¢ Good-bye, sobbed Sassafras|
‘ Inever shall forget what you havé
shown me this day.’ :

Heturnedtogo, andlingered still
and a few more words were s.poken’ |
Then Coltsfoot, witl .

‘ f 1 2 pain at his |
heart, left him swiftly and abruptly
:

and i
. a0 important chapter in the
rince’s life came to an eng

v,
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WHERE he travelled, and what
he saw, there is no room here to
dc_scribe. When the first pangs of
gr_lef were assuaged, he enjoyed
with keen pleasure the new scenes

through which he passed. New

. COLII]LUES, new C\]StOl’ﬂS, new coms-

tmunities, passed before him, as it
were, and he kept his eyes open,
But it was rarely that a prince
travelled as he travelled, with such

mr?dt‘S_ty and Unostentation
chief pleasure wag to ;
one place to angthe
tending way,

His
Wander from
Tin an unpre-
unknowy and unob-

o Monstrative,
“SEIVers ggaj
tl?cms‘:l\;cs that they Fj:vlld amol_}g
his travels were not do; €re afraid

good.  They tolq
% starjeg "
travels of other Princeg nnd"f l]u1
roya

-

Like white Fingers beckoning the Dead. 4 31

personages whose course \\';1;111ark.
ed by the most magnificent display.
'1‘11152 town was one blaze of light
when a certain prince entered it by
night ; the houses of that town
were festooned with flowers, which
hung from every roof and garlanded
the thoroughfares. Herea wonder-
ful entertainment was given In
honour of Prince So and-so, whom
the inhabitants had never seen
before and never would see again,
and for whom they did not care a
jot; there all the inhabitants had
journeyed out of the town to meet
Prince So-and-so, and meeting him
when he was within four miles of the
gates, ran before his carriage all the
way, filling the air with huzzas, and
bebaving as frantically as they
could have behaved if the greatest
and most precious blessings which
Heaven could bestow had fallen
upon them. How different 1t was
with Prince Sassafras! His most
earnest dssire was to be allowed to
ramble quietly through the strange
countries inwhich he was travelling,
and to avoid public display. Often
gs did

in his wanderings and musing
he see two tiny mites of children
playing the violin in the streets of
No-and, one with a grave and
thoughtful face, the other with a
face flushed with delight; often did
he conjure up a picture of the
woods round about his palace in
No-land, and see himsell and
Coltsfoot walking slowly through
them, as they had done on that
memorable Christmas-day, when
the beautiful white snow rimmed
every leafand branch with pure and
glistening lines ; often and often
did he see a sweet little face raised
to his, set in a framework of bright

stars, which were scarcely brighter
than the tears that shone in the
large blue eyes. He fed upon
these memories as he grew to man-
hood ; and monthsand years passed.
The seasons marched royally on-
wards; the primroses rose from
their beds; the violets opened
their eyes and peeped through the
hedges, making the air fragrant;
thebudslaughedinto blossoms; the
hills were crowned with flowers;
the golden corn grew gray as the
waves of the wind passed over it;
the vines were heavy; the leaves
grew old and died; the soft snow
fell and filled the churchyards with
white phantoms ; the icicles made
the valleys radiant with wondrous
beauty. Until one day a courier,
with his hair wildly blowing about
his face, rode into the midst of the
nobles of the suite and cried,

“The King of No-land is dead !’

When they recovered their breath,
they hastened to the Prince, and
found him lying idly by the side of
a laughing brook, to which he was
whispering soft and tender words.
They approached him humbly and
reverently.

¢Your Gracious Majesty,’ they
said, and knelt on one knee before
him.

He started to his feet and gazed
at them with wild eyes. He com-
prehended the meaning of their at-
titude, and he trembled with fear
and awe.

My father——'and he faltered.

They hung their heads, and one
or two contrived to squeeze a tear—
Heaven only knows how they man-
aged it—whichtheyallowed to hang
upon their eyelashes, so that their
new King might see and remember.
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i3ut he saw nothing real ; he stood
alone in the midst of tumultuous
clouds. He was not even aware
that he had waved his attendants
away,and thatthey had obeyed him.
His father was dead! He could
not recall one tender word or look
which had ever been bestowed
upon him by the dead King, whose
state and duties now develved on
himself. Notone. Love between
them had been a dead letter. He
had often watched the children
of peasants playing with their fa-
thers ; he had often seen common
men carrying their children on
their shoulders; he had heard
words from mother’s lips which had
thrilled him with tumultuous pain ;
he had listened to childish prattle
which had brought a strange yearn-
ing to his heart; he had peeped
into cottage windows and seen
happy family groups there, and
had heard them and
laughing together. Such a joy he
had never tasted. The image
of his father as he saw it was the
image of a man so gross and fat
that he almost groaned as he made
a step towards his carriage; a
man magnificently dressed, with
dozens of glittering orders upon
his breast. Orders bestowed upon
him because of his deeds in war,
of his achievements in art, of his
efforts in the cause of humanity?
No ; bestowed upon him because
he was a king, and which would
well have graced him had he been
worthy of his high position. A man
with purple face and hanging
cheeks, who drank of the best,
who ate of the best, and whose life
was one of splendid misery—truly,
a man to be sincerely pitied, and

singing

more to be pitied because of the i
splendid opportunities which wers |
his, and which had been so miser.
ably wasted. But this picture |
faded from the mind of Sassafras,
and raising in its stead am ideg

image of his father, he sank to the |
ground, and shed tears for his loss, |

Early the next day he and his reti-
nue turned their faces towards No-
land, and when they reached it they
found the nation in deep mourning
forthe bereavementithad sustained,
Sassafras felt a strange thrill as he
set foot ance more upon his native
land. He had left it a boy; he
returned to it a man.

yourself as you proceed. But that

it was stirred to tender emotion as |
he trod the steps of the palace in |

which his boyhood had
passed may at once be stated. It
was evening when he arrived, and

saying that he wished to be alone

for the night, he left his courtiers |

abruptly, and strolled out by him-
sell, wrapped in a cloak which
concealed him from head to foot.

Into the woods filled with sweet

memaories he strolled, and paused
before the old elm.tree which he
had climbed for the first time
many a year ago. How well he
remembered all the incidents of
that day : his meeting with R :
Robm,thechanging oftheirc]
the delicious minutes he 1, C—I
while sitting 4
there they we

agged
othes,

1 spent
. the branches—

th.e folding arms Waiting ¢ ;
him, and the fantagti, S l(l) Tecewve
of his name! Hg s:m: I:E initial
the tutors and limefserve;s S?:::\Ld\:zl

T —

Whether his |
heart was changed you will see for |

been |
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beneath the tree, while he, dressed
in Robin's ragged clothes, sat in
the branches above them ; he heard
the loud cry of the old courtier as
the marble dropped upon his bald
pate; he heard the Riot Act
read, with its mighty TEAbereas;
and then in memory he scram-
bled down the tree, and told again

the story of Pimpernel. Al
though it was winter, and a soft
snow was falling, he did not feel
cold. He made his way slowly to
the stream, so bright and beautiful
in the summer with its flowery and
mossy banks, so white and solemn
now ; then he walked in tender
thoughtful mood towards the vil-
D
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lage where Coltsfoot lived, He
did not intend to make himself
known ; he wished, for the present,
only to look on the cottage where
Bluebell and Ragged Robin lived,
and, if possible, to catch a glimpse
of the faces of thase dear friends.
He had to pass a churchyard on
his way, and as he approached
this place Ire heard music in the
air. It was night now, and hewalk-
ed along, satisfied that if he were
seen he would not be recognised.
The sounds of music grew louder
as he approached closer to the
churchyard, and when he was quite
up to it he was surprised to find
that the persons who were playing
were playing in that solemn place.
It must be so, for there were no
lights in the windows of the quaint
old church which overlooked the
graves. Sassafras peered into the
churchyard to discover the players,
but he could not at first distinguish
them from the tombstones. All
those tombstones were caovered
with soft snow, and some stood
firm and straight, like soldiers’ on
the watch, and some were bent
and decrepit, like old, old men
whose time had come. Three or
four trees were in the churchyard,
and their bare and naked branches
were like white fingers: beckoning
the dead. One tree, which was
branchless, and whose top was
slightly bowed to earth, looked like
a giant ghost in a white shroud.
And round about them all, and
among the trees and tombstones,
floated the strains of the music,
lingering tenderly here and there,
and gliding softly away like spirits.
Sassafras stepped quietly into the
churchyard, and the music came

to meet him, and conducted hin
to the spot where the players stood,
There were three of them, all gitls,
and they were standing round a
newly-made grave. A singular
sensation of faintness came upon
him as he recognised the children
Iris, Lucerne, and Daisy, and as
he remembered that Coltsfoot was
their best friend. Could it be Ais
grave that they were standing by?
Daisy, the youngest, was the image
of Iris, as he saw her last on
Christmas-day, and Iris herself,
a little woman twelve years of age
now, drew ler bow across the
strings with the same old grave
thoughtful air. They did not know
a stranger was near them until their
melody was finished. Then, seeing
a tall shadow close by, they start-
ed in alarm, and Iris, with a
rapid motion, drew Daisy to her
side.

‘Do not be frightened, said
Sassafras, disguising his voice; ¢ I
am a friend. I heard music as
passed, and I came closer to listen.
Your name is Iris.’

“Yes, sir.

¢ And you.are Lucerne.’

Lucerne curtsied,

‘DA1.1d this is little Daisy.’

aisy look
shad owywitgi)ltletc}ea‘:-ph Latk' ﬂzle t'ﬂ[ ‘
had reassured lhe,m : 11:1 g
held out a piece of mo. e rioes
but Iris shrank L i them,
3 nk back, and refused
the gift.  He understogd once
that they were engaged in a | DCL_
of love, and he put the dt.)om
oney into

his pocket again, T}
J en |
bered that when he o € remem-

their mother was {]j,
¢ Your mother is yel]
I hope, he said.

t saw them

and strong,
€ Was speak-
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ing to friends of yesterday ; it did
aot seem to him that years had
passed. :

¢ Mother is there, said Iris,
pointing to the grave; ©we are
playing to her. She likes to hear
us. Iris said this quite seriously.

The tears came into Sassafras's
eyes; this tribute of love for the
dead touched him deeply.

¢ Was this the last air you intend-
ed to play?’ he asked.

¢ No, sir; mother's favourite tune
is to come.’

¢Shall T disturb you if I remain ?
If I do, say so,and Iwill go away.’

In answer, Iris tapped gently on
her violin with her bow, and the
other little ones fell into position
immediately. They played for
half an hour, Sassafras standing
quietly by ; and then, as they walk-
ed side by side softly out of the
churchyard, hz inquired after his
friends. He found that there had
been other deaths during his ab-
sence. Bluebell's father and mother
were both gone, and she, Robin,
Coltsfoot, and his old mother all
lived together now in one cottage.
“We go there often, said TIris;
¢they were very good to poor
mother, who was bedridden for
years, and they are very good to
4s. We all love them dearly, don't
we, Lucerne—don’t we, Daisy ?'

¢ Ves, yes, they answered with
eager affection.

¢ Coltsfoot used to come, con-
tinued Iris, “and sit with mother
regularly, and Bluebell came often
too, and made nice things for
us. Lucerne and I know how to
read and write; Coltsfoot taught
us, and he is teaching Daisy now.
He will never take anything from

us. Before mother died, she kissed
him more than once,’and told us
he was the best man that ever
drew breath, Didn’t she say those
very words, Lucerne? The best
man that ever drew breath. And
he is. Then mother asked us to
come and play by her grave some-
times, and told us tokeep good,and
be kind to one another.’

To these and other outpourings
Sassafras listened with a full heart,
and when he wasabout toleave them
he asked whether they would let
him give them a kiss. They held up
their faces readily, and he kissed
them tenderly, and wished them
Goodmnight. ¢ Good-night, Good-
night,’ they said. But he had not
gone a dozen yards, whena thought
occwrred to him, and he turned
back. Hearing his steps, they
stopped and said, “Here is the
gentleman again.’

¢Some one told me, he said,
¢that Bluebell has a gold chain.
Is it true ?’

<0, yes,' replied Iris; ‘such a
beautiful one ! And she wears 1t
regularly every Sunday. And
there's a little gold heart at the
end of it. I know, because she
has shown me.’

¢ That's right,’ said Sassafras, in
a glad tone; ¢ good-night, children,
good-night.'

But, unseen by them, he followed
them to their humble home, taking
upon himself the office of protector
to these little ones. Even when
they were safely housed, he did not
depart, but lingered long about the
place, thinking of them with ten-
derness ; and an hour afterwards,
when the two younger children
were abed and asleep, he peeped
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through a chink in the shutters,
impelled to do so by the sound of
musical chords which came from
within the cottage. There he saw
Iris, partly undressed, tuning her

To grasp the jewelled Hand of Poverty. i

violin softly, and with a beauti[ully
pensive expression on her face,
‘God bless you, little one! he
murmured, and walked home to
his palace with a happy heart.

AL

TO GRASP THE JEWELLED HAND OF POVERTY.

Sassarraswas king,and theloyal
subjects of No-land threw up their
caps. Things went on as usual, and
notwithstanding the difference in
the character of the ruler who ruled
yesterday and the ruler who ruled
to-day, everything to-day was the
sameas it was yesterday. Thousands
of menwere butchered incold blood
in the name of civilisation, fortunes
were won and lost, swindlers made
millions by lies and trickery, and
strove to earn popularity by spend-
ing a little of their stolen money ina
publicway, and persons earned and
lost salvation according to circum-
stances.

Sassafras was king. Everybody
bowed and bent before him. His
nobles listened with fervour to every
breath he drew. Every beat of his
pulse, every look, every motion, was
indexed. When he went to bed and
when he rose—when he yawned and
when he sighed—how much he ate
and how much he drank—when he
sneezed and when he blew his royal
nose—every word he spoke and
ilsi inflection—every twinge, every
grimace, every start, every smile—
were recorded inthe royal books by
zealous servants for the enlighten-
ment of future generations,

‘ Dear, dear !’ he often exclaimed,
‘why don't you let me alone ?'

A pimple on his nose, a whitlow
on his finger, a corn that troubled
him a little, were national calami-
ties. Everybody talked of him, ‘
morning, noon, and night, and his
ears were continually buming. He l
was public property, and no rest
was given him. If he showed only |
the tip of his nose in the open air, | ¢
he was run after, and pointed at, ‘
and cheered and cheered again and
agam.

‘Dear, dear!' he cried, with his
fingers in his ears, ‘ what a noise!
Is this the normal state of things in
the public thoroughfares? Are my
subjects always screaming thus P’

And as he rode along he bowed,
as he had been taught, this way and
that, this way and that, this way and
that, until ericks came in his back
and he felt like a miserap]e dcrvisI;
who had condemneq himself to
bend and bow until the Jast breath
T i B el
; uch a length of
time together that he felt as if
his features were W
curves, and as if he should niever
be z_lble to get the Wrinkles
of his eyelids again, All thi O,Ut
very annoying and distaste}il‘qfs

him.  According o all hy 8
man

on, ght to
the happiest of the happyha;figzen
; ut
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an additional proof of the perverse-
pess of human na.ture——fa.lthough,
to be sure, not one more 13 needed
—that he was as :1isconlertted a
mortal as could be found in his own
kingdom of No-landl. g

He had wit, intelligence, 1magin-
ation, a good heart, and large sym-
pathies. But he had 10 time to
give practical shape to h}s best_ im-
pulses. The duties of his position
were so numerous and exacting
that he had scarcely a moment
he could call his own, unless he
stole it, and then he was told that
everything went wrong and was
turned topsy-turvy.

¢] am the pivot then, my Lqrd
Crabtree,” he said, ‘upon which
everything turns ?*

«Upon which everything turns,
your mostgracious Majesty, gravely
assented Lord Crabtree. ‘ You are
the sun of the nation, the source
of all light, honour, and happ-
ness.’

KingSassafras made a movement
of impatience. He had just break-
fasted, and Lord Crabtree, who
held the post of Principal am_i Con-
fidential Worryer, was attending on
his royal master. ¢

¢ My Lord Crabtree, it1s a lovely
morning.’ ;

«Your Majesty, it is king's wea-
ther. :

¢ fiven the weather, then, waits
upon me.’ :

Lord Crabtree moved his hands,
expressing, ¢ Who can doubt it

King Sassafras laughed lightly.

¢ King's weather | Nonsense il
is everybody's weather.’

¢ It is well known, your most gra-
cious Majesty, upon all important

: |
occasions, that——
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¢ That-that-that-that, and there’s
an end toit. Don't prose. I should
like to take a walk, and pay my re-
spects to Nature—unattended, my
Lord Crabtree, unattended. I can
speak to her more appropriately
when I am alone. I have been wo-
fully neglectful of the good mother,
but she will smile upon me, I have
no doubt.’ phin ¢

¢ Your Majesty, 1t 15 1mpossl-
ble.’

¢ Impossible, my lord!
speaking of a lady.’

¢Your Majesty, the lady must
wait. 5

¢ My Lord Crabtree, you are in-
sufferably rude.’

«What your most gracious Majes-
ty says cannot be disputed. But
your Majesty has forgotten. Inone
hour from this you have to lay th_e
foundation stone of the great insti-
tution for the perpetuation of pau-
perism. The ceremony is. most im-
portant ; it will be a gay Slgh_t. The
people are eager to see their mon-
arch ; all the bigwigs will !JE present;
eight thousand flags will wave a
welcome; two thousand and f_we
hundred charity children will sing
the national anthem

¢In the blessed hope that they
may one day find a shelter within
the walls which we commence to
raise this day. Good.

¢The golden trowel is ready; I
have seen it, your Majesty. It
is inlaid with jewels of the first
water.'

¢ How appropriate to the purpose
to which it is to be applied! To
grasp the jewelled hand of pover-
ty—— Well, as you say, my Lord
Crabtree, the lady must wait. But
1 can visit her in the afternoon.”

I am
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¢ Pardon me, your Majesty. This
afternoon you have to preside at a
meeting of the Oldfogyarians, to
hear the record of the precious dis-
covery made by the Royal Snuff-
takers concerning the exact date on
which the.death of King Musty
took place. y

‘King Musty, who reigned in
som&out-of-the-way placemore than
three thousand years ago! And
th!e Royal Snufftakers have been
!:hlrty years fixing the date ! Draw-
ing salaries all the time, and causing
snuff to rise in the market. Precious
d1.sc0very indeed! Worthy of my
reign | My Lord Crabtree, answer
me a question.’

‘I am all ears, your most gracious
Majesty.

¢¥You are not complimentary to
yourself, my lord. Do you think
that these thirty years of labour on
the part of the Royal Snufftakers
have been profitably spent? Now
doyou? Ordo you think, as I do
thatboth the time and money migh;
have been better applied ?*

Lord Crabtree fussed and fid-
geted, but could not find words to
shape a fitting reply. He made an
attempt to evade the subject.

; “Your most gracious Majesty, it
1s time to dress for the foundation
stone.’

* But answer me, my lord, I will
putit another way. Ismnot the well-
being of those who live to-day of
more importance than those who
lived three thousand years ago ?

Still Lord Crabtree could not
teply. He saw that the King was
in one of his strange humours, and
he was fearful of aggravating it.

_‘Nay, but my Lord Crabtree, I
will be answered in some way, ’or
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if you cannot answer, I will make
you ‘understand. Come to thi
window. What do you see?'

.‘ Your most gracious Majestys
private garden.’

‘ How does it look? TIs it fair
to the eye, is it pleasant to every
sense '

; ‘ Your Majesty, it is 2 most de-
lightful prospect.’

:  There are flowers there of every
kind, you see. It requires no grc?;t
stretch of the imagination, my Lord
Crabtree, to imagine that garden a
kingdom——"'

“ It 75 a kingdom, your Majesty,’
said Lord Crabtree, thinking that
an exhibition of enthusiasm would
please his royal master; ‘a king-
dom of beauty ¥

‘ You are right. Itis a kingdon
of beauty, and although there are
'fnn."nbers of the commonest flowers
in it, the eye dwells with pleasure
on them. It is as you see, my lord
peopled with grandees and cc:u‘ni
moners. All classes are represent-
ed. . Thc dainty maiden and the
flaunting madam, the prince and
the peasant are there, Some are
decked out in the most ggr«et <

geous

colours, some have but tw
modest tints,

lilacs are !

0 or three
HO]EIow sweet those
W 1

humble wallﬂower:?ﬂ';‘sf}:;:g i e
dgsFy, there is pride, lher: p TO.
mility, there is arrogance ke
_observe : modesty thrivel
is b.e:fmtil'ul; humhleness 5="

humiliated, Nothing is tlhdnm
down, or crushed inyq defom 'dC"
room and opportunity are |
them to grow up in heaglwen e
strength, and they all i an.(l
heads after their Varioyg t]& R
ments, and enjoy the bles:ii:gem_f
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life. They are Nature's children,
and Nature smiles on all alike.* Not
so very long ago, my Lord Crab-
tree, this that we see before us was
waste land ; now it is civilised, and
the living creatures of all grades
and degrees with which it is peo-
pled are bright and happy. What
makes them so, my lord t
Lord Crabtree pondered deeply,
and cocked his left eye towards the
darkest corner of the royal ceiling;
but intelligence did not dawn upon
him from that quarter, and he was
compelled to say,
‘1 do not know, your Majesty.’
¢1 will tell you. By the mercy
of the good God that reigns over
all—the King bowed his head re-
verently—¢ it is the gardeners who
fnake this kingdom fair to the eye,
and pleasant to every sense. It is
they who see that nothing is trod-
den down, and crushed into de-
formity ; it is they who see that
room and good opportunity are
given to all. They attend to their
kingdom regularly, devotedly, and
wisely every morning and evening.
And observe—it is the weakest
flowers that receive the greatest
care and tenderness. Under that
care, they grow strong; they thrive,
and their lives are pleasant to them-
selves and to those around them.
That garden represents the Pre-
sent ; and the gardeners Well,
if you have any understanding of
my parable, you need not me to

a9

tell you whom the gardener should
represent.’

Lord Crabtree, with owlish wis-
dom, blinked his eyes, and nodded
his head ; but having no compre-
hension of his royal master’s mean-
ing, discreetly spoke mot a word.
Presently King Sassafras resumed.

The meeting of the Oldfogy-
arians will be over at six o'diock,
will it not, my Lord Crabtree?

¢ At about that hour, your Ma-
jesty.’

«The evening will be pleasant.
I will visit my lady then.’

¢Has your most gracious Ma-
jesty forgotten that you have a
State dinner this evening '

¢Truly, sighed the King, ‘I had

forgotten.” And murmured, ‘No
rest; no peace! What are these
papers P’

¢ This is the speech which your
Majesty will read after laying the
foundation stone for the institution
for the perpetuation of pauperism.
This is the speech which your
Majesty will read at the meeting
of the Oldfogyarians when the
vote of thanks is passed to your
Majesty for presiding.’

¢ I see,’ observed the King, glanc-
ing over the papers, ‘ that in both
cases I speak from my heart.’

¢ Very much so, your Majesty.’

King Sassafras made a sour face
as if he were swallowing physic, and
retired to his private apartment to
prepare himself for the ceremonies.

WIS
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Bur, chafing as he did most bit-

was held, he contrived to steal a

terly at the bondage in which he few hours of privacy now and then.
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In a retired part of the grounds
around the Palace he ordered a
pretty lodge to be built; it was
small, and was comfortably fitted
up ; locks of an ingenious and pe-
culiar fashion were made, and as
no one possessed a key but him-
self, no other person could enter
the retreat. Ie caused it to be
distinctly understood that when he
went to the lodge he was not, un-
der any pretence whatever, to be
disturbed, and so absolute and de-
termined was he in this respect that
those about him were compelled to,
obey his command. ¢ Let me but
discover,’ he said, with stern em-
phasis, ¢ that I am watched or ob-
served, and I will take proper
means to punish the spy.’ They
knew, from his tone, that he was
not to be trifled with. There were
two entrances to the lodge, one in
front, one at the back. The trees
in front of the building were some-
what thinly scattered, but those at
the back were close and thick.
From a distance the King could
be seen entering the lodge by the
front entrance, but no person, un-
less he were set especially to watch,

could see him emerge from it by

the back door, which he generally
did a few minutes after entering the
lodge. Here, having provided him-
self with suitable clothes, he trans-
formed himself from 2 king into a
very common person, and in this
disguise he went wherever his fancy
took him, . It took him, soon after
he was crowned, to the school
which Coltsfoot kept in the vil-
lage. A hundred boys and girls
were busily employed in producing
that strange babel of sound, with-
out which common children can-

The three small Fiddlers,

Iris, Lucerne, and Daisy, |
not learn to spell r-a-t rat, c-a-t caf, |
and so on, when Sassafras Present-
ed himself at the door. The Sun-
light was streaming across the desk
by which Coltsfoot sat, serious and
thoughtful as usual. He started
up when he saw Sassafras, and ran
towards him with eager gladness.

‘Welcome ! Welcome ! he cried,
 How you have grown! Now you
will have plenty to tell me. Are
you going to stay at home? Are
your travels over ?’

‘Yes answered Sassafras, as
they stood with their hands upon
cach other’s $houlders, gazing af-
fectionately intg each other’s eyes;
‘and I will see you as often as I can.

Thus the old intercourse was
renewed, and the old friendship,
which had never been broken, came
into active play again. Sassafias
had taken the precaution to have
his clothes made of such material
as ordinary people use, and he
managed cleverly enough to tho-
roughly preserve his incegnito.
How he spent his sto
which w,

len hours,
€re not many, need not
here be set down in detail. He
went about with Coltsfoot, and
learnt many things, of which he
would have been entirely ignorant
had.he confined himself to the
routine of duties
which belonged to his kingly of-
ﬁcﬁ. He renewed his acquaintance-
ship with Ragged Robin, who ywas
2 woodman now, as hig father was
before him, with Coltsfopy's mothc;r
Dame Endive, ang with '
who had grown ing a
girl, bright, joyous, },
innocent as a bird., gfggye’daliibs}s
had become more than gye "y

. 2 Ever |
in the life of the Woods ; h:t?ue]j

and pleasures

e e

The three

shut his eyes, and show you -morct
marvels than you had ever dle?ml
of. With his father's axe he :S.(

inherited his fat11er'§ gr\e\.fan(:f:—-k
the sigh for two shillings 2 “th

more, Now, to speak the 11:u t,
and to state the case exaclly'.x.:?, l{,
stood, Robin really was re:;:m;\;lrz
precisely two shillings a \\reed n o
than his father had receive 5 e
this did not matter—it was \]\w
shillings a week more th;m]. :
wanted. Will this grievance, wu;e
has a general application, ever .
remedied, and will the world c;:e]
be set right in this respect? With

P .
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the three small fiddles, I-I’lS, CI;;:j
cerne, and Daisy, 'Sassaﬁ_as- ik

tracted a great fr}endslmlp, r)_r
did not recognise him as the pein
son who had addressed themd

the churchyard, for he had dis-
guised his voice on that oc:casmr:
and he was covered with his l.f;rgn
cloak from head to foot. W 1eld
thev saw him coming they would
cun to the door, and Daisy wou .
leap into his arms, and L{uciir:n
would take tight hold Olftle 5
of his coat, and woulan h.et E ;
and Iris would welcome him u;_ rl:
quieter fashion. These three httle
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maidens were deeply in love with
him, and it was arranged that when
Daisy and Lucerne grew up he
should marry them both, and set
the laws of Noand at defiance, If
I were to tell you that in his lodge
the King of No-land kept private
stores of sweetmeats, with which
he would eram his pockets when
he went to see these three small
children,whose boots were patched,
and whose socks and stockings
were damed and darned until they
had lost all likeness of their origi-
nal selves, you would scarcely be-
lieveitperhaps; butitis true, never-
theless, and true, also, that some
of the very pleasantest hours in his
life were passed in the society of
these humble litfle maidens, who,
at his bidding, would stand before
him and play their sweetest melo-
dies. Tt was a scene worth wit-
nessing, and had it become known
that Sassafras, King of No-land,
could be seen on certain occasions
sitting on a stool in the kitchen
listening to the fiddling of these
poor children, a large number of
persons would doubtless have as-
sembled outside the house.

Just about that time, the news.
papers of No-land were filled with
accounts of the approaching visit
of a barbarian king, who reigned
OVer an insignificant number of
persons in a far-distant land. This
king, who had never been out of
his own country, and wheo had the
miserable presumption to call him-
self the King of Kings, as though
he were Jemovam, was an arro-
gant, proud, and tyrannical ruler,
In whose presence his subjects
trembled as they would have trem.
bled before the might and ma-

jesty of God. He held their liyes
literally in the palm of his hand,
and his nod was sufficient to cayge
a thousand heads to be struck of
He had nothing to recommend
him ; he was sullen, narrow-minded,
insolent, and indescribably dirty in
his habits. Nevertheless, it was
deemed necessary for State reasons
to receive and entertain him, as
though in his person were to be
found the embodiment of all the
virtues and ithe personification of
all those great qualities by which
mankind is ennobled. Therefore,
this miserable King of Kings was
received and worshippedias though
he were truly a God, and ifhis pride
and arrogance needed strengthen-
ing, he could not have come to a
better place.  Guns_thundered,
music played, soldiers marched,
flags waved, and the streets were
crowded in his honour, and as the
barbarian was drawn in a stately
carriage here and there to grand
entertainments, heralded by trum-
Pets, surrounded by obsequious
magnificence, his handsome tawny
face, if it can be said to have had
any expression, bore on it an ex-
pression which said, ‘It is well:
all this flattery, all this bending
e
prool’,th’atl et nm€; 1f_I neef'led
am somethfng rxlgorc:atllltbmbﬂ“m)
anilifias o c:au human,
4 it beneath
my feet. There are iy me divine
8 the hordes of
common people whi assemble to
do me honour,
which blazed with pgqp, ¢ ® D2t
. 0stly diamonds
and other jewels, such as haq Mewer
before been seen Within gq small o

mn—

No Example of mine shall d.

hose men and wo-
mml')as;f:&crlldt who led the fashion
me:;l?:cnstituted ¢society’ gazed
al}th awe and worship upon the
gllittering mass, and many ﬂ.‘l'!}Ol{lg
ould have been glad of the
- fall down and kiss
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the dirty feet of him who wore
them. Not in the most so]emg
moments, nor on the most sacre
occasions of their li\'e.s, never in
their homes nor in their churchv:_ask;
had their minds been filled witl

such worshipping adoration.

gpportunity to

VIIL

XO EXAMPLE OF MINE SHALL ‘E\'El'l. :
EYES THE SANCTITY OF
TaE nation was in a stn.‘fe of ex-
treme dejection. King .bassafms
was indisposed, and an important
ceremonial had to be posipone:]v to
a future day. Bulletins were flying
all over Noland, and a humllre,d
editors were writing leading arfml‘is
upon the subject of the King's ill-
ness. Fresh editions of all the‘prmd—
cipal newspapers werc Pub'hSlI;‘
every hour, containing such mt:‘[ i-
gence as ‘ His most gmcu?liils 2 i!.‘
jestyremains inthe snmeconuupn,
‘The pain in his most gmmoluts
Majesty's head continues unz.xbi::
ed; ‘His most gracious Majesty
is no worse ; ¢ His most graclous
Majesty is no better ;' ‘No chft_ngz
to report; ¢His 31105} gl’:‘\!t.lo‘il]
Majesty has eaten his dinner. y ,tl,
this way the appetitekaml‘afmxft )S
of the subjects of King Sassaira
were in some measure :\Ppcasec?.
And all this while, King Sassa-
fras, quite unaware of the excite-
ment he was creating, was laughing
in his sleeve.
i3 ?{Z was shamming illness, not forf
the first time, for theApurposeHD
having a few hours' qulletude. a
caw no other way of being let alone
for a short while. There was not
the least cause for anxiety. He

WEAKEN OR DEGRADE IN

MY PEOPLE'S
B !
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was as well in health as you :mdtl
are, but he was wearied :11most. .:
death by the fétes ar}d cerefn?o;llz.[
given in honour .ot the hn;\_,h .
AK.i.T'IL‘:?, and in w_hmh he hac ;{c
to 1;1;\}' SO prommcnj[ a '[)3.1(: 4
had during all that time be‘urt hl 1
custed with himself for having ,acf
?o do this and that 1n the \wiJ 0
pumped-up hospimh.t)t to thils (:11[1;1
barian ; for, entertaining as (- B
a profound contempt for thy\s }Ee‘\;
and a profound horror of 1155;11] ‘e
and notions, Sassafras woylc 13“-
been inclined to teach hlm_:f.] oy
ferent lesson from th't1t wh_m 1 -
must have learned dl‘lrmg hl; \-is ié
However, on this point he had ilis
he wanted any peace, to k?ep e
opinion to himself, and 1;3 ri;n
heartily glad when the bar 3:11 .
ruler quitted the shores of No- am -
and the absurd and senseless pomp
v an end. .
2 a;—lttwas alone now in his pnvatz
apartment. Books and papers w;el:e .
scattered on the floor an‘d on o
sofa on which he was lying. ! e
had been reading for mll‘ylr “{3
hours, and his desire that he s 1§u <
be undisturbed had thus far e;e
obeyed. On his fea.tures, rz:ls “
read, were exhibited signs © oul
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and perplexity, and he was so deep-
ly interested in his pursuit as not
to hear a knock at the door, thrice
repeated.  Presently, with caution
and timidiry, the door was opened.

¢ Your most gracious Majesty—’

It was Lord Crabtree who spoke.
The King looked up and frowned.
Then he remembered that he was
sick, and he put his hand to his
head, and groaned. Lord Crab-
tree’s face assumed an expression
of most anxious sympathy.

‘Your Majesty still suffers, I re-
gret to see.”

King Sassafras groaned again,
and shifted his position fretfully.

“Will your most gracious Ma-
jesty see the royal physicians ?'

‘No, my lord. Repose is what
I require—perfect repose. Soli-
tude is the only medicine that can
do me good—with no one to worry
me—with no old chatterpate to set
my head a-singing.’

Lord Crabtree did not take the
hint—being too dull, perhaps, to
understand it.

‘ The royal physicians have held
2 consultation upon the state of
your Majesty’s health,’

‘ That is the fifth to-day. Dear!
dear! Why do they trouble them-
selves so much

“The trouble’s a pleasure,’ said
T-,ord Crabtree, quoting a common
form of politeness, and unaware of
its inappropriateness on the pre-
sent occasion, ¢ They say that your
gracious Majesty reads too much,’

* The royal physicians are 5 set
of—very worthy fellows. Dut tell
me, my Lord Crabtree, should not
a king make himself acquainted

with what goes on in hig king-
dom ¥

‘It is scarcely necessary, yoy
Majesty,” replied Lord Crabtree .
‘your Majesty is in the happ;-
position of being spared the trouble
of thinking. You are surrounded
by servants who joyfully take tha
labour upon themselves.’

‘Servants such as yourself, my
Lord Crabtree.’

‘Such as myself, your Majesty.’

¢ Servants who cut and measure
my life as a tailor cats and mea:
sures his cloth. But we live two
lives, my lord.’

‘I do not understand your gra-
cious Majesty.’

‘An outer and an inner life,
My outer life you may cut, and
measure, and snip ; but my inner
life —and King Sassafras touched
his head and his heart—¢is my
own, and no tape of yours shall
measure it.’

‘Lord Crabtree bowed, vainly
striving to banish the look of alarm
which had overspread his features
when King Sassafras had touched
his forehead,

: I‘(;I‘here_fore,' continued the King,
eem it necessary to learn what
Ty subjects are ‘doing—how arts
and learning Progress, or whether
they do progress— oy my subjects
amuse themselves—what changes
are being made in the social lifs—-
whether the people are contented
—and what views are held by dif-
fer.ent classes, oW am T to pai
this knowledge? But th o

5 Tough
medium that T ¢ g one
aper. B
gei—hereotlﬁ:y and NeWspapers.
looked round wearily,

ed, “Books ang NEWSpapers | Books

and newspapers | M
: Lo
tree, they are suﬁicie:t m“ig:ab—
e a

ek mind to idiocy. I};fwi Er:?ld
and read until T am fa‘lry i
: of this life 1s too
dered, The fever :

1 am racked with
much for me. & el

i torn to pieces DY
anxiety. Iam s
doubt. The past :}nd the' u i
weigh me down. What nﬂov- ;swm
present to me? Yesterc ayl 1;11
a monkey, ar_ld io-moErow sha
have no coals to burn !

Sassafras walked about the room
with a disturbed air ; hu:c present-
ly, seeing Lord Crabtree’s anmm,as
eyes watching him, he laughed mtgrf
rily, and clapping the old nobleman
on the shoulder, said in a gay tone,

«Never mind my wild \\-'ordf_:,
my lord ; kings must have their
humours.’

“Your Majesty's merry mood
delights me.’

¢ A true courtier’s speech. DBut
come, my lord, you had a motive
in intruding upon me.’ ’

‘Indeed, your Majesty, if I
might make so bold——

¢To the point, my lord; to the
point. Your motive.’

But it was impossible for L(_)rd
Crabtree to come to the pointkwnh—
out going round about. It is the
way of such. .

¢ If it might please your Majesty
to forgive your loyal servant and
subject—— i

¢ You are forgiven. ;

‘I would humbly crave an s}udl-
ence to speak with your M:qe_sty
privately upon a subject mostim-
portant to yourself and to tl?c na.;
tion—a vital subject, your Majesty, :

¢ Therefore an unpleasant one.

¢ Not at all, your Majesty,’ said
Lord Crabtree, with a giggle.
¢ Pleasant and joyful! Pleasant

and joyful !

Proceed.’

¢ Pleasant and joyful | name it..‘

With a preparatory smack of his
lips, Lord Crabtree replied,

¢ Marriage.’

King Sassafras looked thought-
fully and gravely at his Confiden-
tial Worryer. ;

¢ A pleasant and sacred subject,
my lord. I will listen to what you
have to say.’ ;

The King settled himself com-
fortably in an easy-chair.  Lord
Crabtree, thus encouraged, cleared
his throat and proceeded. i 41

¢ Your most gracious Majesty's
health is not good.’ 3

¢ Truly, my lord ; I suffer much.
What has that to do with the sub-
ject in hand ? )

¢ Your Majesty, marriage 1s good
for the health.” : .

¢Ah! and I am to take it as if
it were a pill. ot

«Your Majesty's wit 1s tran-
scendent. Will your I\iajestyz look-
ing upon me for the nonce In the

= £ . -
light of a physician—and I may

consider myself one on this sub-
ject, having lived matrimomnially for
seven-and-twenty years — conde—
scend to explain to me the ordin-
ary symptoms of your s1rkness?

¢ My symptoms ! Let me think.
First, mylord, a general weariness.

¢ Good—good. A disinclination
for society.’ A

¢ Especially for society that bo!'cs
me. A desire for solitude—a wish
that T could shut the door upon
the world, and be let alone. 'lhe.:n
an inclination to make myself dis-
agreeable, from which I am sure,
my lord, you have suffered much.

Then a general peevishness, and

a tendency to believe that most

things are wrong.’
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“As I expected, your Majesty.
A complete disorganisation of the
system.’

‘ Precisely. Leading me to take
distorted views of things. As, for
instance, that absurd comparison
of mine the other day concerning
the Garden and the Present. You
must have been much astonished,
my lord, at my wild words,’

‘I was, your Majesty, T was. I
have thought seriously and deeply
upon your Majesty's remarks about
that garden—have put all my mind
10 them—and I have been unable
to arrive at an understanding of
them,’

1 do not wonder at it, my lord.
Are my symptoms such as you im-
agined ?'

‘ Your Majesty, they tally exactly
with the diagnosis T have made of
your Majesty’s health. And the
royal physicians are with me.’

In this way Lord Crabtree placed
himself above the royal physicians,
“And you still preseribe——

 Marriage, your Majesty. The
pleasantest medicine »

‘ Have you found it 50, my Jord '

Lord Crabtree winced slightly,

¢ Lady Crabtree and I are of one
mind upon that, your Majesty,
Nothing could have been betler—
nothing could have been better.’
But his voice was not remarkable
for cheerfulness a5 Jhe made the
declaration.

‘I desire no greater
said King Sassafras,
tone, ‘than to mate
whom my

happiness,’
in a musing
with one to
heart is drawn, A part-
nership of hearts ang souls, my
lord, as well as of hands, Heaven
upon earth must be realised in the
perfect joy of such an union.’

rade

Lord Crabtree listened with g
light.

mingly.

e-
All was going on Swim

“ The wisest man, your Majesty,

that ever lived——

The fussy, fidgety manner of
Lord Crabtree changed the King’s
humour,

“Surely the man lives not in Ty
kingdom, my lord? Ilis name?

‘The great King Solomon, your
Majesty. - He, who knew how to
rightly estimate all things, spoke
in favour of matrimony.’

‘ Gave his vote for it. I cannot
call to mind the manner or the
matter of his testimony.’

‘Did he not say that a virtuous
woman was a crown of something
to her husband? I forget the pre-
cise words.’

‘ Something in the jewel way,
doubtless, as g woman was in
question.  He shoulq have known
the value of a wifs, He had a
thousand who ought to have stood
to him in that connection.’

‘Has your Majesty ever given
the matter g thought ' inquired
Lord Crabtree,

I have, my lord ;
Mmany a dream haye T
in, in which T have pict
pure delights which ywajy
love. Is it possible tha
Pmess can eyer 1,
rose and paced the
agitated ajr,

many and
indulged
ured the
on mutual
such hap-
€ mine? He

Toom with an
‘Can

» I ean see the

woman I woulq fain ¢ my

queen.’

‘See her,

your Ma; . ‘
Lord Crabtree louke_da']est)’I and

: = abol i
anxiously, in the fear tha:tsiziz

and, relieved of his fears,
;

!
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i () :
e will add honour and lustre even to
the House of Sassafras. A Princess
who——' ’
‘Stop, my lord. Of what lady
are you speaking ' s
‘}l‘hc Princess Calla, your M'a
jesty, whom you met, doubtless, 1n
our travels. A girl then; a wo-
. A Princess out of a
Happy,

v > shand
f 1 nyrnph was COl‘LCE‘.leLd b(,h
ar :

thi Cmt?u}ife my lord,’ said King
450 tou)ching his forehead,
Lord
A
Crabtree gave a sigh of rTlmim Iitf
one could find her now ! 1' 5
there was no obstacle in the ua)b
He paused before I.o.rd (f].im
tree, and the old courtier ({. -
forward, and rubbed his ]:anhhj(;ki
and fro upon his knees, and ¢
ike an old hen. i
fd‘l‘::;; obstacle can there b\cvl mL
the way, youTe 1\‘I;\j t:sty? 1d\ C‘;an
other gentleman in the v.c.r1 “
choose as your Majesty can c_1cio=(.1;
with the certainty of being blesse 1
Not that but the lady will be mumy
more blessed. A happy, happy

assafras,

man now. : :
thousand, your Majesty !
happy day ! e
1‘}1}1) no more, my lord, cried
Sa : 1
the King haughtily. ‘.SO ! youf
have measured even Fh].s part‘o
my life for me. This is the union
of hearts and souls that you p.ro-
pose to me. Why, my lord, you
2t, OF
must think me a very pupp(;.t, c:o
something worse ! The la ly ;
whom you refer I never met in m}
5: she never saw me, nor
. whom all will travels; she ?uerofwmse ,as ke
lady! A queE‘d Crabtree rubbed . her. I know mr'l i h,ter e
e »'lra ously upon all the world, as the td.sgau o
his hands more vigor g dthaf : 1m_guage
5 P KNEECS. : o g s :
iy E%mk)g?iiéas gazed upon him speaks not 3.(:1“(;E i ¥ i
o aASSs 3 . A, . -
'hmb ici ¢1 do not under- mnor I a wo e
e different circumstan s -
‘ 1 tures
o ;' from the opposite na
N her now! ; ’ e
g cmﬂ(} ﬁl_antd‘ec ‘If one peoplesover \\l}on'i ]1;§trioriposﬂblc
Tk ign, 1 m
chuckled Lord Ln}l e i L s mpositle
could find her ﬂ.‘ﬁl\‘- ‘HE | he! he ! that we can hawf or; B e
adery S ur law:
e T:a:] his wheezy old commof. [iocl')ls are different; ourre-
av. o
And having -d Crabtree whispered ~ourinstitu A
laugh out, Lord i Majesty, we ligions are diffe .,] gl
confidentially, ‘Your ] ) e LIRS c,l a o from
: \ it see ne .
R e c his them asit seems tom : e
The King started back, and el [.)utdiorf ;?LE‘_
: s to be deprived o
e ot e s d the misfortune to be
Loxd Crbie A oo ? 1If I met with one
B ee was il
I'Jordl("l;i:?pose b b?m acﬁ:l:;eoplu in whose breast
astic 1n his / s . :
royal ) -
observe the expression on his 10y pil ik L purehand i?odllleart
) i : i
master's Coun}ena(&c;er o S e andhtc: . Cc;t Segﬁmem
' 5 i i sw
e ha‘e' m:ess in “;hose veins 15 <_irawn by t' as ot -
frd, & mez { half a hundred which humanise
lood o
Tuns the b

te with her ¥
i i (] should I not ma

i A Princess whose lmeag

kmgs. P
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Lord Crabtree clasped his hands,
with a cry of dismay which he could
not check, and the King, whose
last words had been addressed to
his own soul as it were, said sternly,

¢ Mark me, mylord. This part of
my life shall not be measured for
me. When I marry, I choose for
myself !

‘It is against all precedent, your
Majesty,” whimpered Lord Crab-
tree, in anguish. ‘I beg, I im-
plore your Majesty to reflect

‘ Noreflection is necessary. Why
should I be deprived of a man’s
dearest privilege? My lord, T will
dispense with your farther attend-
ance to-day.’

‘I entreat your most gracious
Majesty to allow me one more
word.’

¢ Quickly, then,’

‘If any lady has been happy
enough to attract your Majesty’s
notice,’ said Lord Crabtree, his

head wagging from one side to the -

other, in deep distress ; “if your
Majesty's eye has been captivated
by beauty—we old men know from
experience how hard it is to re.
strain young blood'—(the King
stamped his foot impatiently)—¢ if
your Majesty has any private at-
tachment—

‘Well, my lord! What then 7'

Lord Crabtree was in agony.
The King’s last words seemed to
admit of the existence of a private
attachment. The old Jorq had a
thought to express, but he did not
know how to shape it in words,

‘Your Majesty, consider, T im-
plore you. Do not commit your-
self. Do nothing rash,’

‘ Speak Plainly, my lord, Say
that I have a private attachment,

Say that I have met a lady
I love. Well?

‘ Your Majesty,’ said Lord Crab.
tree, with tears in his eyes, ¢ woulq
not surely think—think of—of—_+

€Of what, mylord? Speak out,
like a man.’

‘Of marrying, your Majesty ?
Your Majesty would not surely
think of that ?

The King's eyes glittered. ‘What
else should T think of with refer
ence to a woman whom I love?

‘ Anything, your Majesty,’ cried
Lord Crabtree, wringing his hands,
‘ Anything—anything! Women are
easily satisfied. What would a
Wwoman not give for a king’s smile,
for a king’s embrace! Your Ma-
jesty does not know—the honour of
the royal notice—even, if the worst
came to the worst, a morganatic
marriage — easily managed, your
Majesty, easily— ButLord Crab-
treewas obliged to pausein his lgun-
dering speech. The King's strong
hand had grasped his shoulders so
firmly that he winceq with pain.

‘ Enough, my lord,” said Sassa-
fras, in clear scornfy] tones. Al
forbid you to speak another word.
Leave me ; and take with you this
assurance, Noexampleofmineshal[
ever weaken or degrade jp, my peo-
Plcs eyes the sanctity of the mar-
rage bond. I am by, man, and
In this am no better fhay the hum-

E]eSt 9f my su‘tl:jects. What would
€ crime in him jg crime in me

nt winking of the eyes

B
can make it oth %1181 Zﬁ:fl:‘
Marriage gh, ;

Test upon my name, ern Plila:rort
I marry with my right hand, A £
my heart shall be ip ity g

whom

-

The Quanoclits and the Whartleberrics.
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THE QUAMOCLITS AND THE

Frou the date of this conversa-
tion, Sassafras spent more tum;
than ever in his private lodge, and
it was quite a common lAhmg for
the lords-in-waiting to be informed
three and four times a we:ek th:L‘t
his Majesty had gone to his lodge,
and had given orders that he was
not to be disturbed. The lodgn;
began to be talked about, anc
queer things were said coa1cefpllm;g
it. With reference to the llxmgs
conduct and his growing'dteslre fulr
seclusion, the lords-in-waiting, \&at h
Lord Crabtree at their head, eI-
cided in consultation that although
matters were not as they should be,
their wisest course at l)resen!: was
to humour his eccentric Majesty.
When the Court Newsman asked
Lord Crabtree what he should say

49

WHORTLEBERRIES.
in his daily report concerning the
movements of the King, he wats
told to write: ¢ His I\lajest),’ walk-
ed in the royal grounds’ But
this line was repeated so many
times when Sassafras was not seen
in the royal grounds, that it slet
tongues a-wagging even among the
attendants, and it began to be a
saying, when any one was on a s}y
expedition, that he was_walkmg in
the royal grounds. A bit of gossip,
with the flavour of scandal 1n 1t, 15
as delightful to a duchess as to a
washerwoman. Some of them even
went so far as to wink at cac.h othe!',
and to touch their noses with their
fingers.

for];.ut %hesc Palace tongues wagged
discreetly, and a sort of freema-

; A et
sonry was established in tl;e win!
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ing of eyes and the touching of
noses, to which only the select
were admitted. Outside the Palace,
tongues, eyes, and noses were not
so discreet. Numbers of people
were busy putting two and two to-
gether, as the saying is. The say-
ing was not sufficiently explicit in
this instance, for instead of putting
two and two, the gossipers and
tittle-tattlers were busy putting one
and one together. And one was
Sassafras and one was a lady. The
presence of Sassafras was always
necessary for the correct doing of
the sum ; the lady was sometimes
changed. The misfortune was that
all sorts of things got mixed up
together, in consequence. One
thing leads to another, it is true,
but there is often not the slightest
relationship between one and an-
other. :

It had been intended that the
proposed matrimonial alliance be-
tween King Sassafras and the Prin-
cess Calla should be kept a pro-
found secret ; but somehow or other
the news leaked out, and it was
spread abroad that his Majesty de-
clined to entertain the proposal.
The newspapers of good repute
saiq as little about it as possible, for
political reasons, but the matter was
not allowed to die out because they
were silent,

There resided in No-land a very
prolific tribe, whose family name
was Quamoclit. Great numbers of
the members of this family were to
be found in every town, city, and
hamlet of the kingdom. The small-
est villages were not free from
them. Their prying eyes were in

every street, and so powerful were
those eyes that they could Dpierce

stone walls, and see what wag going
on inside ; their tongues wagged at
every corner; they stopped at every
convenient post, and touched nnse.;,
with a knowing air. These Quamo-
clits made grand use of their noses,
for they poked them everywhere, es-
pecially in those places where they
were leastwanted. Theyscented the
news of the King’s refusal to con-
tract an alliance with the Princess
Calla as bees scent honey, and the
owners of these clever features went
round and about whispering to each
other, and making friends of each
other’s buttons, which they contem-
platedwith pensive affection as they
tittle-tattled. So the King would
not marry ! they said to one an-
other. Strange ! was it not? (Here
they winked.) There must be a
reason for it. O, yes; there must
be a reason forit. Do you know?
Hm! Do you? (Here they touch-
ed their noses.) Well, we have
beard something. Indeed! But
1t must not be repeated—no, not for
the world, It zuias strange, and the
more one thought of it the stranger
it was. His Majesty was often ab-
sent from the Palace noy | (Here
they looked mysteriously at one
;T;iilezgnﬂlhrml-eed? 0O, yes; for
. gether,
in the Palace all the while !
Curious ! wasitnzl;}; g dm.l':.
that Toilge sl T.lwn there is
; € will allow no
one but himself tq enter. What
tales those walls coy]q tell if th o
could speak | BTy myster: oy
very, A lady i ysterious :
Yo & lady in the cage, (Here
they winked, ang touched thej
noses, and looked Nowing] 11:11:
another, all at gpe tim e e
&) Hush-

|

Perhaps he was

Per-
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chsh! How caz you? Well, wﬁ1
Jid hear yesterday that hm ! th.L
hm! You won't tell anybody, will
you? I had it from—hm! hm !
In strict confidence, you 1(1::0\\",

Thus they talked and \\-"hlS[‘}El’C.d,
and, as our ingenious brethren n
the West would doubtless say, 1n-
nuendoed. For our Western bre-
thren—who also have their Quamo-
clits—are great at the turning of
nouns into verbs.

But these Quamoclits did still
greater mischief. Some of them
had newspapers of their own, or
were employed upon newspapers,
and the King’s refusal of the hand
of the Princess Calla was a pet
theme in their leading articles and
special correspondence.  They
stretched it wantonly as they
would a piece of india-rubber, un-
til they made rents and holes in it.
In a very short time it was twisted
out of all resemblance to itself.

There was another tribe in No-
land to whom this dish was like
the spice of Arabia. Whortleberry
was the name of this tribe. These
Whortleberries also possessed a
newspaper or two, and in the
columns oftheir papers the dishwas
served up in a hundred ways, with
the very hottest seasoning. _

Some of these papers fell into
the hands of King Sassafras. Some
of the remarks which were made
concerning him came to his know-
ledge. :

“Good God?! he cried. ‘Is 1t
possible that I can be such a mon-
ster ¥’

Stung in the tenderest part of
'nim——hismanhoad—he‘threwasld_e
all counsel, and in direct opposi-
tion to the advice of his Confiden-

tial Worryers, he read and studied
what was written about him. Tbe
tmore he read the more he was dis-
tressed. The more he heard th‘e
more he grieved. Had he, in !ns
royal station, possessed a friend like
Coltsfoot, he might have tumled
some of the experience he was gain-
ing to good account; but he was
surrounded by flatterers and fawn-
ers and court-parasites, who wou_ld
have been well content to see him
spend his life as his father had
done. He blushed when he was
told that his person was sacred,
that he, above all other men, was
watched over by a special Provi-
dence, and that he was hedged
round by divinity.

¢If this be true,’ he mused, ‘I
am something more than lmmz_u'f.’

He trembled from sensitive
shame, for he knew that it was
false. g

¢ And yet,’ he thought, pursuing
his reflections, ¢did not the barba-
rian ruler who lately visited No-
land arrogate to himself th:? awful
title of King of Kings? Itismon-
strous — monstrous and wicked !
Surely that title can only be lzgld
by the Great and Merciful King
who rules over all !

But if he mentally protested
againstbeing held up as a kind of sa-
cred symbol—if he set aside (as hlc
did, with scorn) the idea that his
rights were more divine thar_m th.ose
of other men, he was filled with just
indignation by what he read con-
cerning himselfin the papers own'ed
by the Whortleberries. A.ccordmg
to these orgaus, he was either the
feeblest fool that ever brea.thecll,
with soul so warped by the pursuit
of sensual and sensuous pleasure
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as to be deaf and blind to the
;msery wh%ch surrounded him, or
he was directly responsible and
acc_ou.mable for all the evil and
suffering which existed in the
land.
“If either of these be true,’ he
l'nuserl with troubled soul, ‘I am
111(:}&&(1 less than human— more
akin to brute than man.’
He said to Coltsfoot,
‘What is your opini i
. inion of k
Coltsfoot ! ; o
It was rarely that Coltsfoot was
10 a light humour, but he happened
to be so upon this occasion
& ‘ 1 ]
; Imly,self,’ he said with a light
aughz happened to put that very
rgestmn once to an amiable cynic

€ answered that the :
cessary evils,' Lt
. Every nerve in Sassafras's body
t:;lgled, quivered with pain. Al-
though Coltsfoot had but repeated
tle;]words of another man, and
za‘.llt ough he had spoken lightly, a
slight c.lash of scorn in the speakc’r’s
tone tinged them with a personal
bitterness. o

fOf our Kin i
‘ g, now,” continued
‘Sgssafras, controlling his agitation

assafras 7 What do you thi :
of him ? i

‘I have never seen him.'

“But? inei
ut,’ insisted Sassafras,

hav e

€ your idea concerni i
ning h
’Wi;l;ftdt;you think of him ?:% a
the best,’ replied C
. : plied Coltsf
sh'ruggmg his shoulders, ‘he issoot,
th}gg more than a Puppet go;
i . Se
ide the pomp and glitter whicl
surround him, and he -
‘hllms.,elf and by himse
significant,’

thi'sl“he' t:?nc of indifference in which
Was uttered stung Sassafra
]

becomes, in
If, utterly in-

morg deeply even than Coltsfoot!
previous utterance. -S
: g
aSk:;‘ your opinion general? he
‘No; some few would express
themselves in similar terms: g
larga: number would be more :rio—
lent in the same direction. On
the other hand, there are many
thousands who regard King Sasss-
fras 1\]‘ilh an admiration which ap-
proaches id el re ladi
in the fashi;llittjl}c: \»'E)l:li{f\j e
the 10 would
think it no extravagance to kiss the
grot!ntl he walks upon, and who
see in him qualities so transcend-
ent as to seriously warp therr
m'oml sense. To their minds, a
king sanctifies whatever he toucl;es.
Let me tell you a story that is cur-
;c:ni.h Some years since a prince of
vnlot. er land was sent upon his tra-
f;sg,olz; 1\]!115: person distinguished
il nour and amiability of
an(]]) on. Hc travelled the world,
- oppertunities were given tohim
se:].ec_mg w]‘mtvno other man had
¢n n a lifetime, and he was re-
ceived everywhere with gmn:l de-
monstrations, and was cordially

welcomed. T
A - Inacertaj ishi
el ain flourishing

R E:nc%ency of the empire
e Was a representative

shionable men an( v i
especially the Jatter—. g
m:}d in the ecsta, i
ation.
hands

ent almost
i Sy of their admir-
&ls that he wiped his

upon were i
ments, and B oo frag:

£l
home by th & I e taken
relics ; the

were picked y he smoked
P as h :

away, and religious]y erﬂl"‘-“’ them

would be the DPreserved, It

with our own K-same! I doubt not
f0 them a vislpe g orolas. Hels
ble god, whop they

. -
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worship, not with indiﬂ‘crcncelagd
languor, 25 most of them worship 10
{he churches, but with an enthu-
siagm which is as lamentable as it
is extravagant.’ Coltsfoot paused
for a few moments; his light mood
had passed away and he was now
serious and thoughtful: ¢It may
be said by many nnprejudiced
lookers-on that these are harmless
follies ; I differ from them. The
persons who practise them are se-
riously in earnest, and they belong
to the classes which set the fashions
for the people—the fashions in con-
duct and behaviour at home and
in the streets—the fashions in dress
(in itself an educator), and even in
morals, a convertible word, unfortu-
nately, nowadays. The lowly are
taught always to aspire, t0 look
up, and they look up to these per-
sons and aspire to their follies. I
would promote mirth, pleasure, and
rational enjoyment by every means
in my power ; but I would set my
heel upon these sinful extrava-
gances, which are practiscd by per-
sons whose education and position
should teach them how to make
better use of the advantages they
enjoy. There are in life sweeter
fashions than these to follow.’

‘s the King to blame for all
these things?' said Sassafras with
downcast looks.

¢He is but a young man,’ replied
Coltsfoot ; ‘it would be most un-
just to say that he is responsible
for the bad systems which have
grown out of the lust for pleasure
and ease. Heis much tobe pitied.”

« Truly, said Sassafras gravely.
¢1 think so too. See here what
they say about him.’

P .

Coltsfoot read the slanders in
the paper which Sassafras handed
to him and said,

¢ This is one of the reasons why
I think the King is to be pitied. il
have often seen the person who
edits this paper.’

¢Is he in earnest?
cere? inquired Sassafras anxiously.

¢ should be sorry to shake hands
with him, replied Coltsfoot. He
does what pays him best. Before
he became a paper politician he
gained a mname among the poor

and ignorant by writing lewd stories
__stories which strike at the very
foundation of morality, and which
are a disgrace to the literature of
Noland. But the people have
worthier champions than he, and
some of their cheap weekly papers
which I could name, and which
circulate largely among them, are
doing honest and wholesome work,
which is bearing good fruit to-day,.
and will bear better by and by-

But enough of this. Letusgo and

see our little fiddlers’

* * #* *

Turn we from these troublous
matters. A quieter sweeter theme
invites us. While the wild winds
areragingin one place,light breezes
float in another, where the storm-
tossed soul can find repose. Cast
your eyes OVer the world, and you
will see in the same moment the
white snow falling and the Dbright
rose unfoldingitsleaves—the brown
leaves fluttering to the ground in
the sad pensive light ofan evening
in autumn, and the green branches,
with the dew glistening upon them,
laughing into bud in the light of a
sweet fresh morning in spring.

Is he sin-
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X
SWEET IS THE AIR NOW AND FOR EVER ; HEART WHISPERS Low,

CHANGE
WILL COME NEVER |

THE old country lane is sweet
with the fragrance of a bright mid-
summer. The hedgerowsare beauti-
ful in their luxuriance of wild rose,
bluebell, and honeysuckle, Myriad
tiny blossoms, with eyes of scarlet
and purple and gold, are peeping
out beneath the richly-laden thick-
€ts, and smiling in the face of the

ing plants bend about her and
above her waoingly. She is as fair
as the summer day, as sweet ag the
air which steals through the porch
to kiss her, and then wanders on
Tejoicing,

Her pretty lips are parted, so that
you may catch a glimpse of her

drowsy clouds.

Here and there are clusters of

tiny silver eyes, Ata little distance
they look like pure white tears,
They might be, for before the sun
Tose this morning the yajp fell.
And as it fell it stirred everything
into life, and brought out the most
Precious odours of all the sweet-
swelling plants, When th
air, on its way to the clouds, reach-
ed the nests of the waking birds,
they stretched their wings and
bathed in it, Piping their blithest
notes,
In a very sma) and very old
Cottage, so covered with ivy and
Moss as to warrant the fancy that
it must haye grown out of the
earth as the flowers and trees do,
Sits an old woman shelling peas,
Every now ang then she Jooks out
of window. A yellow basin is i
and the freshly-gathered
YOUDg peas are in a wicker basket
Ly her side; her brown bony fingers
Dever cease from thejr task.
window by which she is sitting is
and she is almogt within
reach of g Young girl, who sjts
Cottage porch jp 5 frameyy
Creeping honeysuckle,

€ fragrant

arm’s
in the
ork of
The twin-

pearly teeth ; the light in her soft
and luminous eyes seems to be
turned inwards, as though she is
looking on her soul ; a happy sigh
€scapes her bosom now and then,
She is day-dreaming, but it would
not be possible to picture her
dreams. Say that they are com-
Posed of sweet warm colour, which
makes the present ang the future
beautiful and Peaceful ; say that
summer is in her soul, and all is
said that can pe said.
Her name is Bluebell,
Endive is the
Woman,

Dame
name of the old

In this rustjc Cottage dwell four
Persons : Spring and Winter in tl
Persons of Bluehe]]
dive ; Co]tsfoot,
son; apgd Ragge
bell’s brother,

There are four
tage—two above
room above the
of which, with

he
and Dame En-
Dame Endive’s
d Robin, Blue-

Tooms i the cot-
» two beloy. The
Poreh, the wipdow
15 closely.latticed

e ey

A

UELIC LIER?

-

H ri whi P( Ty oW H}lgf wl!z come HEVEr.
J " [ L4 Cb - I
ea i 3

Rageed Robin. Coltsfoot sleeps
'Of iﬁge room behind his school-
ll?oisc, which is not at a great
distance from the 'wmch 6

Bluebell is makmg_ baske a! .
clender reeds and willows .'11‘.1; -L 5
ferently-coloured grassr:-s, .su.thc
yery cunning and clever utlo 55
weaving of them, and seems irts
vest them with something 1of -
own grace and beauty and : re.nd
ness. They are very fragile, 3“3\,
require delicate handling; b;l-"[ e
are so pretty that _L):Lme L 5
finds a ready sale for them 1}1_1}1\;
market that is held once a w ef{.)
about two miles distant from tll‘{
cottage. Ladies buy them Z.ls W c‘)
as country-women, and theyl gra(.;_
manya drawing-room round &??L-ll._
Dame Endive, who h;is_ %cd a 1.?1; ‘
working industrious l}tc, is ;u;l)l
happy to have someﬂ:m)g to ¢ Oh. t
her old age—something, too, t .l
brings in money towards 1herr-.l.1\c
penses of the household. o

baskets are light, and easy to car r)]i
and on the market-day Bluclb‘.‘

hangs them about the old wc;\u;;i
breast and shouldcrs3 and g
starts in the early morning, a l1lxmc,
network of bright moving c? our;

The baskets are of various :13}1

—very fantastic some of tlemvcs

and as the old woman mmd)_

slowly along, assisted .by her ():ircum.

stick, she makes quile aﬂ!. i

When she stops to rgsi’on:; 77
R e fl:n‘?!:;lli? with her are

have grown the

bold enough to perch IUPOII]d .
Dbaskets that hang ﬁ:om t1gd0 i
- back, and enjoy a Tide W
/ing for it.
OUE 'lf;)el]:ig1yuis beautiful, my dear,
inesDameEndivefrom herwindow.
P :

man’s

o

Bluebell awakes from her dr.eam,
and nods and smiles. She is as
beautiful and as happy as the da',}{.
She wears a light cotton dFess, with
a small lilac sprig ; her hair has cs(i
caped from its confinement, an
oarlands her neck. Dame an-
Ei\-e’s cotton dress is_ clufs. darke;
hue, and her white hmrlxs cnclossl
in a cap as white. This, nlli-m.ubl
it is the middle of the week,Blls a
galaday. Eighteen yearsago blue-

ell was born. ]
bhllc\jtsfoot will give his school-
children a lmlf—holiday,’.says Dame
Endive, in her shrill voice. .

‘How do you know, motherpv
asks Bluebell. ¢ Did he t::il you?

‘ No, my dear; but he'll do it.
I don't need my son tlo tell 111;3
things. I can read Zim though
I can't read print, and though ]my
old eyes are not as good as they

h

4 L;ir old eyes are now, in fact,
peering down the road for “1;3(1;
son, who is not due for a long .
yet. It wants an hour to noot, an :
half an hour after noon the dm:lzf

will be ready, and thc_n the_ rels;1 g

the day will be spent in qullet bcﬁ

day fashion in honour o.f B uc' erk.

Soon Bluebell gathers up her \\-10 1;

and goes into the cottage to o?ts

after the dinner. Before she qu;1
the porch, she also looks down the

lM‘Ll')o you see him coming, my

dear ?' asks the old woman. A

Bluebell Dlushes, and _shaLes
her head. When Sh.e is inside the
cottage, Dame Endive grows gar-_
rulous over the virtues an accom
plishments of her son, and dllat;s
with pardonable pride ‘upondtbe
estimation in which he is held by
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all who know him. Bluebell listens,
and says * Yes, yes,’ to everything
the old woman advances,and Dame
Endive gazes on her with secret
delight and pleasure,

Coltsfoot and Robin come, Each
has flowers for Bluebell.  She se-
lects two of the prettiest, one from
each bunch, and twines them in
hierhoiv . Robin s a strong sun-
burnt man now. Woodman as he 1s,
he belongs to the thinking classes,
for he has his grievance—that tyo
shillings a week more,
to set everything right,
Bluebell a sounding kiss, angd wipes
his lips afterwards, A strong yearn-
ing comes into Coltsfoot’s face a5
he takes Bluebell’s hand in his, and
wishes her Joy. As he stands thus,
his old mother calls out,

“What! and ng
a day as thig?
man !’

Whereupon Bluebell
her face, and he
with his lips.
cackles and laughs,

‘ May your life
brightness, Bluebel
tenderly,

She angwe;
about to

which is
He gives

tkiss her on such

Well, if T wagq a

holds up
touches her cheek

contain mych
1! says Coltsfoot

Joy and

nature sinks intq

breathes Peace intg
with a sfise of relief,
that he jg here, unkng
away from the cares

Which weigh s, heavily upon him,

Sweet is the Air now and Jor ever ;

‘Has any other man,’ he murmyrs,
‘ever so fully appreciated the ples.
sures of obscurity » The reflection
inspires the shadow of serious
thought. He shakes it off, ¢Thapy
God,” he says, ¢ to-day I am not 5
king r
He approaches nearer to the cot-
tage; enters the porch, They with-
in see his face at the window, and
they all smile o welcome,  Blye.
bell runs to open the door for him.
He also has a flower for her; itis
a rosebud with a small
Tosemary attached. She places it
in her bosom, and in a fey mo-
ments they are a]] sitting down to
dinner, and Sassafras js declaring
that the peas are the sweetest that
he has ever tasteq,

piece of

‘And Il wager," he says,  that
I know who gathered them,’

‘ Yes, yes,’ cackles the old wo-
man, ¢ Bluebell gatheregd them. My

old joints are stiff. T can’t stoop
as I used 1o,

Rabin is g
interests him
time Dast there
that thelabourer
Who tilleq and p)
Coming dissatisf

L of a subject which
hugely. For some
had been rumours
SinNo-land—those
loughed—yere be-
! ed with their con-
dition, and thyt Very week news
a_d come that jp, avillage hard by

thirty of them hag Tefused to do
Inasters,
EHRthey had two
more.  Robin

0 be quite 5 poli-

like to be a wood

man,
€yes sparkle,

i

: 7
; ¢ never. L
SRR ige wwill com
. ers [0“)5 Char
Heart whisp

1 our
“Eh, says Robin, ‘but yo
. ]
hands are too soft. e
hard
¢ They would soon grow §
replies Sassafras. o
pThen Robin recalls the iat)eus
which they had first m.ct, amrhat :;
for the hundredth tm‘lt?,c.:\\qsﬂfmS
queer chap he thought Sas
B ! cries
‘He didn't know nml.gh;,n:crs :
3
Robin, with a snap ofhlls X Ll
* he was the ignorantest chap
1’
clapped eyes on! oo
F\Ii)'ter q)iinner they sat 111;%terls
;‘ch talking. Sassafras .ncn
e 1 1ts
Lnd il I_gflr:l is suffi-
ke e thl’i‘;{:re is to him
ie appiness. s
s tlljisg sacred in the very t?:nd
S(;Hl]? oung girl's cottondretis, e
this 23 A
?f r.he:iry fingers meet p :»: e );ﬁm
ometimes—every Ie
5

thrills. Robin succeeds uﬁijr:l;:t
ing Coltsfoot out upmllmows .
thhcmc. Coltsfoot,‘ who‘ e’
exact state of aﬂ'alr:f., sy nt}l?at o
\\;it1l the men, andd\:i:gsbeen s
- an

r;:jg n“l};:: dE’]‘Ir'Eeir condition he de-
Iﬁcribes as lamentable.

ing w

‘They are \\-’akl]‘lc Ul-) no

though,’ shouts Robin tnum[ﬂ
5
aUlly.

‘But not\vithsmndi?g that :;111;{
have reason and jusncei in iy
side,’ observes Coltsfoot,j t] _e‘};ue -~
a hard battle to fight. The 1;1 .
the end cannot bc‘ doubotr, ,does
they will have to suffer. fn:; -
not need mucl} for com?‘aman
happiness in this world, 13:12{]3 e
can do very well on a little; s
these men certgmly havzst s
enough, and certainly are m
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fairly paid for their labour, We'll

S4y mo more on the subject ; this

is ?ot the day for its discussion.’

. n the afternoon they stroll
rough the fields and the woods

and Robin and Bluebel] point out,

:1anthonders by the way. They
Te the happiest of :

' the ha
i(r:;:ltsfo?t susually graveface brgal.){q‘
“ 0 smiles, and he joins in the in:

OCent merriment with the 1
SPIrits of a boy, 4
‘T know where ther
says Sassafras,
‘ Let us i
_ g0 there,” crj :
C]ﬂ%plng et es Bluebell,
o :163: make their way througl
i gle brus,hwood, Sassafras le. adl
B Now and they he ¢ ot

:_a,ssists Bluebel] o
in his he helps. h““th g

g Er to OVErcome

+* Eternity mys¢
such days g5

€ 1san echo,’

ist be filled wj
Bluebel] his) he says, o8
Now and tlﬁleihssa s
he}p Dame Endiv:‘.SSé'fra‘!i i
i :I‘hank you,m
1t is fit that
the old.’

Coltsfoot h Y
; ears thi “You a
right, . 2
.g _.tmother, he says; ‘apd tlre
rich, the Poor ; 'l o
. ; the wise, the ig,

y dear,’ she sa
] S
the young shoylg hZIDJ

€
Too much w

7 isdom
; is
thlng, o a dangerous

Sa
g Ssafras, He js 1
ND:“:;;;;O say any daring 'chlisnl:{rl
: are standj '
;l;fgt elevation, A&fl::imﬁ’ o,
s 5 daway, where the lamdugdre{i
ards a wood, rich with th: ?P;S
rich-

y lies
they walk

weet is the Air now and Jor

ever !
5 ¢

Hush ! calls oy

assumed solemnity,

‘Hush ! resp
solemnly, b o

They gather

t S:;tssafrasJ with

about Sassag;
; al _ assaltas,
Coltsfoot regards him and L‘luebﬁ]

a ively: B
n;tcztn c;}) Bluebell hag eyes for
ne but him: D: i
e ; Dame Endiye
€aning on her crutch-stick peersJ
: 3
zlp ]at him from beneath her Spec
acles ; Robin w i -
. 5 waves his arms
1s about to utter 1 e
er some wild word
W o i - i
]:{lslell? Sassafras, with his fingers un,
: Slps, ia}'s almost in a whisper,
peak low, or th ’
: e
will hear ynu.’, s
‘ What old £
. ellow? ask i
with a laugh, e
i
bEh'_I he old fellow who is hiding
. Ilnd that clump of trees beyond
usli y}ciu Dot hear him call out to
Beczu ush ! You look incredulous,
i tS]e you do not see him, you
el E:cre 15 no old fellow there.
o leclare he is there—an old
L5 aa}nred man, with serious eyes
Hmhrbong beard. He bade us
e h;‘ €cause we were too merry.
hundresdsbeen there ever so mal;r
g agf('l y?ars. The wood is
o] = the old graybeard is
ol retreat? great army of spirits
nto the hollows at the
man footsteps. Ais
“:nd strong, but he
105e softer voices

mock the gig}: :
Past tk'ienf:_']ghlng wind as it glides
1]
A Pretty fﬂ-ncy s
E]

Jt'egarding Sassafrgg JR oltstoot,
erest hig 7
o , and yeq il tender in-
ALure of seriougn e, e
- solemn log) -
Yes as §
echo-kj T, Sscrib
-kin, .
thin bre;i, .?nd Snssa.ﬁ-as €5 %hc
s intoq laugh ths_eemg
» Which js

1S in Bluebell’s

i
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50 contagious that, like magic, the
hollow is filled with merry sound.

¢Hark ! he cries, holding up
again a warning finger. ¢ Thoseare
the young spirits who are laughing.
There are meIry ONEs, and old
ones, if we could only see them.”

¢What are they like? asks
Bluebell, bending towards him, her
face flushed with excitement. ‘What
are they like ?’

‘Some of them are almost as
pretty as Bluebell here. They have
sparkling eyes, and in the golden
hair which floats down to their
feet sun-sparkles chase each other.
In the summer they sing with the
birds, It is they who drink the
dew from the leaves.

¢ And in the winter?’

¢ They bind their hair with gar-
lands of holly and laurel, and en-
chant into beautiful devices the
hoar-frost on the branches of the
trees. They peep into the icicles,
and melt them with the fire of
their eyes. If they hear any one
laugh, they laugh and are happy-
Then the old fellow with the long
beard shivers and grunts and

stamps his feet and blows upon
his fingers. I like best to hear
the young spirits. One night we
will come here and watch them
when they do not think we are
looking.’

Then Sassafras turns to Blue-
bell, and asks in a tender tone if
she will sing a song, and Bluebell
in a sweet voice sings, and the
hollow echoes her song, but not

so sweetly :
¢ All things are fair ;
Nature rejoices ;
Valley and hill
“Thrill with sweet voices —
All things are fair.

Sweet is the air
Now and for ever ;
Heart whispers low,
Change will come never —
All things are fair.
Look where I will
Sunlight's bright glances
Fill me with joy.
How my heart dances!
All things are fair.’

¢ That is my son's song,' says
Dame Endive to Sassafras, with a
proud look at Coltsfoot ; ¢ he wrote
it for Bluebell.’
¢ Your son is a poet.
¢He is anything he likes, re-
sponds the fond mother; * he knows
a mighty deal. He's a man; there
isn’t a cleverer in No-land. Where
he got all his learning from, graci-
ous only knows, for I'm no scholar.
But knowledge comes to him as
secks, I suppose.  Ah, the nights
he sat up when he was a boy !
¢ You must not credit all thatmy
mother says about me,’ says Colts-
foot, joining them. ‘Mothers are
over-fond. I guess she is speaking
of me.

©'Tisn’t me, my son,’ says Dame
Endive ; ¢'tis him. He says you're
a poet, and he says right. He's a
lad of sense.’

Coltsfoot shakes his head.

¢ Because of my simple lines?
Nay, if there is a poet among us, it
is our dear friend here, who has
just woven such pretty fancies out
of the echoes. There is nothing
fanciful in my verses. They fit
Bluebell. All things are fair to
her. I wrote them when I was in
a happy, hopeful mood.’

He utters these last words in a
saddened tone, which, as the breeze
awakes the lyre, stirs the mother's
Leart, and causes her to look with




6o Sweet is the Air now and for ever ;
sudden apprehension into the face
of her son ; from his face her eyes
wander to the face of Sassafras, and
a frowning light shines in them,
Coltsfoot, self-engrossed in painful
t!mught, does not observe these
signs.  ‘ Come, mother,’ he says,
! ' )
you and I will stroll quietly to
some shady nook, and sit there ;
I want ‘co1 talk to you where there If we could
are no echoes.’ i o
o . ¢ remain thus for ever! How fair
derlyya’mdy iST;OTI, she ‘rephes, ten-  how beantiful is the world ! ,
7ok l;ailt‘(;l(ljll):; a mother's Bluebell looks upwards.
. kS 1 1
b S ' There is a fairer world even
iy wzzﬁdler?gg l;w.}k. a\vajlg,- than this,’ she says softly,
hi
o ey y himself in ‘I could kneel at your feet, and

Sassafras and B ;
are left alone, "d Bluebell pray.

< L

This sweetest of days,” mur-
murs Sassafras, in gz tone which
trembles from

€xcess of feelin
“has filled my life y; g,
mories,’ ¥ e with tender me-

nestly and tenderly into hers that
4 new-born joy awakes in her llaeurr
and her gentle breast is stirred b;
an emotion so exquisitely sweet a5
to border almost upon pain,

CIf it wwere so, Bluebell,’ whis-
Pers Sassafras, *if it were so | Now
and for ever, heart whispers low
change will come never ! If t,hanwL:
would never come ! I

He does kneel at her feet, and
CI?lSPS her hands, which she yields
willingly to him,

A4 dur_ing the moments that are
HOW passmg we ourselves should
an’é hﬁ’{uwiuifl”w”” asin a dream, E:S;:;\i)f:l l]:l:r:n death would surely

€bell presently seats 1 ;
self upon the m ! a0 ‘Why speak of P 5
Ty grangsseig Outspreading  Blyepey :e;\:h Wist dl?atl} ¢ 51]‘5
. ‘ old trec; Sassa. e Yy wish for 1t? The
ras lies on the i world is very good.

. nd at her f; :
A spiritual beauty dwells in TB;E::: 1t was s’

E:]ls face ; her soul is in petfect S‘?liy fall into silence again for

Imo i T, 3 3

day. Iljlir;‘lllthd i bezu_:ty of the Shads‘,\r:pa(;e’ i the lengthening

i :.n $ a1e resting on her fras tl of the trees w.

bea;ing h&;a I?Si tmidly and ity e r.zti:t tl]“f)’ i 10

art, lays his €s himse]

fers, and softly i“Prisol:lznicr! ugon ell, and inyiteg Efnz(:rlct)S

trembles and 1ok down, b.ut :e Peep of sunlight ip t}” st;oll L

does not shrink S !0 the distance.
from hj ¥ walk hand j

pure soul trusts in hir::l. ; Her small glade thetr; hand tF)\\':chls a

Thus they sit in silence f.;lr t}ar]liy' asemi-circle, throwees’ Which form
: u uaint s 2

?a}f an hour, which By o i on the groypg. quaint shadows

EW moments, the time ¥ © One can 1,

God saw that

arn Sassa-
on depart.
er to Blue-

4 i ancy t} . e
s d , ¥ the echo-spirits
wiftly, But. when a falling leas ancing _hem’ A58 Sage. . 0 Sliu-lt:
or the ﬂuttcrmg Al 4 moonlight night afras, ¢ QOn
disturbs the fine ® WIDES,  the trees moyiy the shadows of
waking dream Bl;:l:r?? ® of her presen 4 strafgln the wing woyl

’ ell § -] - i
€yes of Sassafrag Eazing zgs et:‘rc appearance, Blue,:“ weird-like

day. Ido sonow, dear. May they
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an orange-tree in the little garden ;
eyes of pale golden light gleamed
among the branches. :
¢ You must go, you must go,
Bluebell whispered, and still she
clung to him. '
At length she turned from him

all be as happy as this has been !’

ghe thanks him sweetly, and
says that it is not 10 be expected.
Life has its duties and cares; Sh?
knows this, not from h.er own e;(—l

: R

penen‘ce,lfoi e:’?c:i:ifﬁ;: \é]ghzfoot with lingerilng steps.
tID htil’d Luer ¢ Good-night, she said.
has :

i i - ‘night, darling! God pro-
+Ves! he says, ‘life has its cares Good-nig t, gl
v it ] tect you! You are mine NOW,
But if love sweetens ct you!
mine !' ;
¢Ves, T am yours,’ she sighed,

and duties.
them——' .
What words are spoken imme-

i g fthem happily. '
diately after these, neither o : At e
ct'crrimcmbers, except thathe tells He bent his head, and they

1 .n Bluebell glided swiftly
e hat she, in ed.” Then i
her he loves her, and t 5 o T
arfect innocence and trustfulness, from his Lllﬂll‘:lé.ef 1;1:5 oot
o o5 herself up to him ; then, with the house, and Sassafras, Bl
o P 1. he into the light, saw Dame Endive
his arms around her dear form, s o i
1 ‘st ti ratching him. & S
kisses her lips for the first tllme, :nlul \; - l;\(‘es byl
1o »wards to the 38 y paces away, an
: walk slowly homeswards to the : ) o
S:)?cage with 3 heaven of happl- trouble in ?er eyes. tb;ss;irﬁc e
B i oi ncertain how to act, bul
ness in their hearts. The changing ut o
colour of the clouds, the cooing of CK‘EC oy imlo e
the birds, the worshipful swaying Olilu‘ e
and murmuring of the branches, the the 1Ot [“ 015113]{ n0~t b
1 .y so that she i
fluttering ofthe leaves,and the other PR 45
beautiful evidences of a beneficent : e fol e L e SRR
Creator which proclaim themselves ll-lltl-hCﬂ,tﬂl-“ et U
- < her crutch ;
rherev - lovers look or tread, e ; -
k- th‘jl unon them, to be with face averted from him. ! }?en
% & g :
SLGT tfo S:ll: m qu they wander she turned, luehsat tears running
made for them. S : o
sk e 5-’15155; do‘“'llzlji]:is the first time, dame,’ he
i rer tangle ;
ras leading Bluebell over gl o : Weemghers -
lr;i?shwaodc and beneath bending saul,l‘ Ildld Eolllél,m\\ u ¥y
i she love i
i i ;oung  that
2 »s which cling to the yo ; ¥ ' e
b?"u‘ndlu 5 though they are loth Dame Endive swayed T.obl P
e in deep distress, and a feeble wal
o leges escaped from her. '
€0, my son! my son! she
moaned. 2
Sassafras knew immediately the

Later in the evcnin_g, BIue‘b.ell
and Sassafras stood side by side

hin the sh dow of the cottage )
wit k ha ; .
: l: It was time for them to cause of her grlef, and in the midst
I)OFC .

3 7 § f i
part and still they tarried, saying  of his own happiness his hean
hart, @ y

.t asain and again. The grew heavy. g it
good‘mgl;;;g;:; and s%mne upon ¢ 7 loved her ' she said, in a
moon g
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j g n.
‘NDLU, (If' € mng, ‘as MCHZ fo Ma
S '_f / A 0w a}(fﬁ re, !

a good woman, whom he will soon
SuPpressed tone, with jealous fierce-

. it is a % his wife, and to
d woman ; 1 . his heart as his )
old men, we shall perhaps babie love of a lgo;:iceless blessing. I talkenic’h; will be faithful until death
ness. ‘And you kpew it—you indiscreet]y. And then, dearﬁ‘iend' sacre(: ;;“YOL as my friend ; shall ‘S\e;;rates them.' S,
knew it a mother does not reason.’ have he a1 I have wooed Blue-
i . rou so still? ¢Inthat way I ha
‘Nay, dame,’ he answered, with ‘Why was I fateq to bring yp. I hold }ou;’c! qus God is my Judge !
4 spasm in hig throat, “I did not happinessinto the life of my frieng ‘1’1'0_we 1 Y;}“ have told Bluebell bc‘.ﬂ(auk God! You are more
know it, Alas | my best and only  cried Sassafras mournfully ; g, el love her, and you have (s ,11), frie-ndf—-)'ou are my bro-
friend 1’ the life of the man whom I loy |  that you ession of love from  tha T s hand, and do not
“You are no friend of his,” hissed and honour more than all otherg I reCELVEd ;;fnff;;urc me that you ;hcrr‘ lo’l";h:t n:n}e. 1 :_xm bear 1121}:
Dame Endive, ‘You are a thief in the world ' i car DS, von her in full fea asily now. Dear lad!
and you have stolep his happiness; ‘It is pleasant to me fo her | have wooed and 3 s
She would haye loved him Lyt for

1 ] and
and earnest sincerity of henrlt .7in5
;nind—as true man woos and W

those words,

We cannot contrg]
circumstan ces.

I have indulged 5

hope, and it 15 not to be realised ;
And if yoy te]] but, thank God, she

v
you are worthy of her love !

you—T hate you )

: : doesnotknow? XL {ER : ©AS MAN

him Lsaid so, g die, and curse  Ho Put this in the form of 5 ques- ., STEPPING CLOSE TO THE PRISONER ; ©AS

you with my dying breath p tion which Sassafras might be able €NOW, SATD THE KING, S TO MAN !’ ; £
iy tell him,” said Sassafras to fIswer, uence was that a thimbleful o

iy & v | = - i s€ 1 1
tgheif;tli}’:nipgmgfly; r'blit do not ‘I think she does not know,’ said . AT about this period signs of po Co?nmoh sense was hidden in a
0 hardly of me, vV i 2 | =
Cgne y here is Sassafras sadly.

scoming

i litical disturbance were bc'co):lt -
1 7 T 1

somewhat alarmingly p_lomlm.k_n ‘

Noland. There werein the king

‘That is well, Tell

me. She loves
you? Your silence

gallon of bubble and froth. The
is a sufficient

| ne great institution, of course,
i b me see yoy before one g

you left, pfe wishes to Speak to

ject of general at-
; /ho were con-  which was the object o of Ro ralty.
you. You wip find him at the ;i:‘:'et i . T do.m (_:ertanj PE:Z;Z[‘{!E’ \::;.1]1 the EaCk “‘ith‘iilt?] SE;E;OZMI quz:ens,’
bo(ttom.of the lane. ‘With al my soul,’ replied Sassa- e ocely -<_-Er1;n;0ht under which D; C;l‘:;yac'imtors; ¢ destroy the
. \:nll = Bim, GOOd‘night: fras; ‘hut ou:;1 e a [ claim—' | i -Of e 1 under which theyun-  sal = theor 'Dthat because a man is
dame, z "\Ta ; you have a prior cla ! they lived, and u false theory
EBut she waved him ﬁerce!yaw e Coltig

anvadvantages : Lovalty it is imperative
dou‘btt‘dlycujoycdleh) advantag T Ghints I\G)U-]t} 1t 1s 1My
and as he Jeft g, 2, gently ; ‘there §s pyut

ations e maintained in costly
e of which the pt’olﬂeomhr;; ﬂse Re- he should be ln.mntmby a down-
i gj i Y > . Z ssession. 1€! . xuriance L
heard her moan, « (), 0 ) ideration for us—her h.‘!pmeS.S. ‘ were not in possession and 1dle lux
son P ey you were tq desert her now, it |

Coltsfont was
fras, The twg
other wiy earn

formers, as they styled thcmsell-\-ﬁs;
a ¢ ks of th

sprang chiefly from the ranlf.sthe P

people, and were proud 0

iser
trodden people, and thf.: n-'lh m{
d distress which now overw ek
an whic i
the nation will disappear, as smo.

il Would hreg) her heart, I haye
Wait i l

Risi :-:gafé:; Sagsa. !{nfown and watcheg her from her
est looks, Neither o 2ncy, and can be, as I have

: : om vind.”  Every-
ociation of a few fine lfunds fI\T'ot- does before the \\]nd._ e agi-
Strove to hide hig though Sver been, 5 brother to her. Dear - .Iiaher classes of society. hey thing seemed to favour had
the other B Oughts fron, luehel] | dear sigpar) 4 th.c e their opinions, they rs. The value of money
More cheep L. COlsfoOt was e  ming, , ¥, & b purer withstanding their they were hard-  tators.
Oré cheerfy] o the two. B t,' Weeter heart, does not were good citizens; Y
‘Ah,’ he said, ¢ xist,

my mother has
message,’ s S Mgl

'3

decreased in No-land, and all(ﬁ}e
necessaries of life were ste;’rty
rising in price, so that it tOOktv lnty
shillings to buy to-day wh:s.th t:ed );
shillings would have pure a:;{ 2
dozen years ago. The wo

. le lives,
or f Paused for , moment workers, they led pcac.enl;or Vit
one “‘?l;o it 1';1,\! e cause of and reasoned out mm}tdﬁ lights, in
m I Jgg Upon ding to their
as a sa- res, according
She told me You wished ¢, cred trust, gng thr fElyee; d sensible manner.
i s AR AN telyf’crtheir cause,
tuna
But, unfor

me,
‘She tolq you

becomes .
Something more » o iy

(Crescences sequence, ask-
- i Use the it was surrounded by ]e;]ffon]e ap- men, asa natural con;l:)cillcll: in :eveTY
hsafraswas silent, ‘Well, 1 Wwould By it is unforgy to speak. which gave it an unw ‘noclits and ed for higher wages, w
rather she. had not spoken ; byt you the fashion of hna.tn_al g nuing s of No.
must forgive the mother, () o

ah?
: sed to them. ‘Ah,
N pearance. of No-land fasten- instancewas refu
d8ge many 5 pure and saepey 'O, hold ies

moclits and Whor-
, hol Whortleberr to it, and the con- groaned the Qua
we are light est th ed themselves 4

has its weaknesges, When

e ey J



———i
1R YA R

R

e

P

ks

64 ' Now,” said the King, Stepping close 1y

tleberries, ‘ crushed, oppressed,
ground down agam ! Poor, suffer-
Ing masses, when wil] you obtain
your rights? ¢ We'll work no
longer,’ cried the working men,
‘until we are fairly paid for our
work ' The masters still resisted,
and the men left the workshops,
Convinced that thejr demands were
fair and reasonable, the hearts of
these men turned bitter towards
those of the higher orders who em-
Ployed them, anq they were, in 2
measure, driven intg g emagoguism,
In this way the Quamoclits and
Whortleberries gained many re-
croits.  Qther strikes in gther parts
of the country occurred,
agricultura] labourers rose, and de-
manded their tights as mep, A
disclosure of the circumstances of
their lives from thejy cradles to theiy
graves showed 3 miserable state of
things they were ignorant, muddle-
headed, underpaid, anq they lived
through aj) their lives in the worst
form of slavery which

to be written by a co
impartial Person (
written in any but
the condition of
No~land, 50 far a5
matters, wil] he mo
upon ; in the meg;

mpetent ang
if History eyer is
4 partisan Spirit)
the kingdom, of
concerns thege
re fully dilated
N time the few

Vet they were not entirely

indifferent to the Signs of the times

‘ Measures must he adopted,’ they
said to one another, ¢ o Counterge
the influence of these smal] agits.
tors. The sentiment Dfloyaltymun
be stirred into active life ip the
breasts of the people,
must go about more thay he does.

Sassafras submitted to them; pe
went about more ;

his soul’ ws
wearied

with pageants: and one
day, as he sat in his carriage, he
was shot at, The bullet missed
him; but his heart was sorely
wounded. ¢ Hoy my people must
hate me ! he thought, with bitter-
ness.” The loyal papers bristled
with indignation, and with expres-
sions of love and devotion for his
Person; they denounced the would-
be assassin a5 a monster, whose
name would he Infamous through
all time ; and as ygyal they went to
violent extreme. Sassafras read
all these Papers, and even insisted
UPon privately seeing the monster
who hag attempted his life.

‘Your Majesty,” implored Tord
Crabtree 5 ‘such a thing was never
heard of j,, history

Is there gyep o thing as the
history of the human hLeart »' de-
Mmanded Sassafrag bitterly. I de-
cline any longer g be guided by
Precedents of which neither my

¢art nor Conscience can ap-
Prove, L will gee this man,’

€15 a mongte, of the deepest

E rd Crabtree, in

ANguage ; « nay, per-
Mman—__»
said S?ls:;.(f)rr;s 1; heI > I‘)e fiiiedy
monstranceg :grerﬁ;yl' favis e
I will see him? €588 my lord.

But king a5 he Wag, he would

E—

The King |

!!
> ik an to Man!
the Prisoner ; * as M.

. 'y out his

have been unable to cart i:; o
design had he not prom .thc ol
Lie would not dle:lOSl‘.: 1tlo's o3
that he was the King. Thi tic i
ave—and broke. At e

h? ﬁ;e cell he halted, and Wc;ter
; t allow a single person to 3 i
o Ihhim. When he closed the Ob]é
‘}:’“;w hefore him, seated by a t;tnd

w?uint:h was fastened to the ground,

e

: e d
ags, with a wild an
her =)

a man in T

ard face. B s
ha‘git;)o you know me? asked S

afras.
: ¢ No, was the reply.
] L

‘I am the King.

Tlhg man looked at F?as;af::as
teadily, with a frown on lust l:]c 3
. Lo :111,1 sorry for you, fI;Ie said.

¢ And not for yoursel :




66 ’
‘ Now,’ said the King, stepping close tg

‘No ; I have nothi
i Ing to
myself with.' i
“Not for attempting the life of
oue whose face you do not know
wheln you look upon it?'
‘I did not shoot a
i t the man ;
shot at the King. IfT had succeédf-
ed, therg would have been a kin
the less in the world,’ '
“You hate kings »
‘I hate them.’
“They Say you are mad.’
i So I have heard :
q:i:ugh.t—by and by ; they are not
¥ e right at present’ He pressed
is hand upon his 2

‘ Look you!" h 1
. * he said, fiercely
battling down his agitation : e
destroy my G ;
I shall go

: _ “ifyou
n(].Zl(‘]lS\']Z!l’)fUSHCSS of right,
ad before y 7
Come closer to me ; ;iioyz];: ke!ﬂl
\vhat‘I am about to say, but tln?w
are listeners outside Ih&t, door, ]:nrg
I do not choose that they ;{1311

hear me. O, do not fear!

I can-
not harm you. See; they have

chained me to the leg of the table
?[nd I cannot move six inches fror;,
f;;:es;g;. -It was done an hour he-

: came, for your Protection,
a8 L now can understand. At other

orehead i 3
though S s b , 48 times my limbs are free. M ¢ hand
also are handenffed Mo

‘I am tryi
i ou ‘can ap-
3 B ey lone 3¢ 8 :3313 my Pr(;ach me with safet;r.’y e
o Sassafras went t

eechszigtes} L ey O(I)J';he door of the
! 3 ; : 5 T).
WIes were firm-get; itS s My interview is not yet
cvident that it wag op was  end he said 1o o
strongest effort of wiy) nhY by the Where s the b,
B e t;}t here- that mays Cha_g"-‘.Oler.‘i Remove
man of forty years of f;ge i - o

m of hands,’
Itis a great honour’

they might

dering in his Sp

The i
A ¥ hesitated to obey him; but

with a 5Ol ould no
rnfal smj
Teceive a visit f.mtmle, “for me to p:risoneur}r li bt e e
- b 5 Ilmbs w ap
g mt a ]r]g M B £ the “ €re set frae, the
&Ek?' or wha Purpose ) o0r of the ce was closed again,

and onl
! y the two w - B
To appeal to )’OU,’ answered f()l.ll’ walls, Y [ Ty

Carnestly . ¢t Now i
;01.1 ]:'rDIng I have,rlor?e ?’Sok }LOU close to thsslsl_Sassal‘ras, Plepping
should at(en, u that mapp soner, as man to
: : e » @8 man to
otk Pt my life,
NOW 30U ; I have n il D
your face hefor €Ver seen  white, g tmed deathly

. eto-day  &nd hi

15 8 Q

s strange to me, Y ; your name he stood b;sf i £ hled ; thus
" H

Tell i
i L me in w] : beH
'{-hur ave wronged yq hat  tajp how to a.l:te baSS&fFM’ D
e was 3 ) say, P ROGerta;
i y. amn what
momentﬁ’L‘lLlra.tionE % tdaw ‘Have ¥
‘You ¢ : vy
Oome to safra ot o k J
then saj to appeal to mer 4 -
‘Yo ld the prisoner, « You ' i The Prisoner
85 as man to map, ¥ modic cry, ¢y puPpressed 2 Spas-

ad

A laugh thy
T thank (5
escaped from the P Jdrme

‘Childrenp'
ask
soft and pitying t;:esiissafras, in a

- 3 8 154
s like 5 groan - vl i
Tisoner's lips

.y
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¢] had one—he 1s dead, thank

God !

‘Vou thank God for those afflic-
tions 7’

¢Ay, most sincerely!
peal to me, as man to man.
want me to tell you what wrong
you have donc me. Be it so. I
will tell you. Not long since I was
a married man, with a wife whom
I loved, and who, 1 believe, loved
me. Two years after our marriage
she bore a child. I was a workman
on the estate of a certain noble-
man whose name would blister my
tongue, were 1 to utter it ; if you
ask the police—to whom T am well
known—theywill tell you his name.
He holds high rank in your court;
his name is mentioned in the papers
frequently with credit. What won-
der? he is a nobleman, His son
came of : there were great
feasts on the estate. My wife and
I were present, with every other
person who was connected in any
way with this nobleman’s property.
My wife was a pretty woman. I
have never seen a prettier. This
nobleman’s son spoke to me, to
her—he did us greater honour; he
danced with her in the evening
at the ball given to the tenants and
i See you NOwW;

You ap-
You

the work-people.
no word of sentiment or passion
shall pass my lips; I will tell you
my story reasonably and coldly.
It is fair that I should say that I
never cared for kings and queens ;
but having my work to do, and
being fairly happy, 1 did not en-
ter deeply into the question ; it
is no business of mine, thought T.
Well, then, so it was, until this
young cub came of age,and courted
my wife Dby stealth, and turned her

e

head. At the end of twelve months
she left me, secretly; I was
not allowed to remain long in
doubt as to the man. I wentto
the father ; he received me civilly
enough, “ What do you want 7" he
asked, when he had heard my
complaint. ¢ Justice,” 1 replied.
What other reply could T give? I
can see now that it was nota prac-
tical demand ; but T was blind at
that time. I asked him to tell me
where T could find his son ; he re-
fused. I spoke hotly, and he, not
recognising that I had justification
for my passion in the wrong his son
had inflicted upon me, turned me
from his doors. I forget nowwhether
I threatened him; I think I must
have done so, for not only was I
dismissed from 111}:‘c111p10yment,
but from that day I was conscious
that I was being watched by the
police as a dangerous person. K
had saved a little money, and 1
went to the lawyers for justice.
What kind of justice? Well, I
could expose this viper, and dis-
grace him. Iwas mistaken. Where
[ spent one pound, the other side
spent a hundred. Where I had
one lawyer, they had ten. You
couldn't see justice through their
black gowns. My money was so0n,
spent, and my lawyer said he could
not proceed without means. Idon't
blame the lawyer; I blame the
machinery. And yet the lawyers
are the manufacturers. The road
to justice should be smooth to rich
and poor alike. Itis not. Itisa
rocky road, and a rich man can
pay for the removal or the placing
of obstacles, while a poor man’s
heart is broken before he walks a
dozen yards towards the Shadow




68 ‘ Now, said the King, stepping close t
of Justice that stands in the dis-
tance. “Fight for me,” says this
shadow. But the odds should be
equal. What occurs when twelve
armed men fight one ? I wrote to
;he papers ; they took no notice

WIOte to persons in authority ; I
received no answer. My heart \:'as

purse; he showed me how, af
case appeared to be sett i
dec1_51on was given, rules for ne
motions, new trials, injunctiong aw
guments, and God knows what‘al;-
were set in motion, until the \\'mk’
est went to the wall !  « Apq c‘)b'
| ob-

led and 2

turni i
ming bitter, and I was begin-

ning to starve, for I could ¢btajn
giizmplloyment. While in this con-
cition Lmet the young viper, smj]
mng, well dressed, enjoyinﬂ]iﬂ; b
iizlr;med—-]gst]y inﬂamedil s:cm]gc‘
i g 1:;.t lightly. T was dragged to
o t}lljr 1ce-court, and imprisoned
oy €€ months. I saw the case
G p?pers afterwards, with the

Ing, “Savage

a
gentleman,” = i e

I came out of pri
g pris:
O?Ail.lﬂzade I‘;he acquaintancé 01’0;7;
e 12 epublu“ar:. Still did 1
]aughEdmlght obtain justice,
il ;t me, and taunted e
i oles in my pockets, “pe
: rel and rich,” he said, “ J:
z;’.)u shall eat of the best, } ‘Zml
]ivoeuzdrel Iand Poor, and you shalai
o 821 pnson fare.” [ yag now g
thep ;Fd Person. The eyes of
¢ d}); 1Ce were never off me - yet
Fiiry anoF relax my efforts.} I
= 1aw_0§',m and again to judges
i CETS, to noblemen, asskj
. E]jlusuf:e, asking that the man
a 9],-;1:&(1 me should he pun-
ki nce was
ﬁil\:él }:?11 never beiieve,j’r’ :;;‘V;r-
i c; that there is one law fo};
. Nl:,.Ic: (alnn,:} flnDther for the rich
e n P Then he showeq meJ
maChinn Print, how the comple;
e ery _of the law was made to
o o _]bustlce when two mep ap-
z . efore the tribupal one it
ull, the other with : .

an empty fajr g¢

_Ser\je," he said, * these obstacles to
Justice are not open to the poor
man, for they are so bcnutiﬁll
framed as to cost much Imone "C
He showed me more than this '}I:e
showed how the judges in one C(;urt
upset the decisions of the judges
m another; how they all sat tO”E;—
ther :.lgn.in,amd agreed upon a :e-
CUIT'd_]'lldg’lhEI]t sand how a judge in
a higher court reversed their iTld"-
:1;;11,' .:m(_{ so complicated the. ClL;’..’
It would cost thousands of
Pounds before the matter could be
g]'%?]tt :[Ol\l:r:e-:){ its dcsp‘emic tangle.
i “(r]y mrysclf with these de-
= 51(;]{).( 1eart was sore ; my soul
s Wam, m;f b'od_\-' was enfeebled
police-court av\fliis fb:‘nug'h't ol
B _,t] n U? writing what
o ireatening  letters.
s s .il-cl'ﬁte_ pajd me a compli-
& '}s:ud, ‘I am somry to
T con‘:;{ 10 €an express himself
0. 1 uct himse
5 but so
tected—¢}

: Ifso disgrace-
ree :;Ztyﬂ mHSt LA
what 3 mist’ortunenit .
™My parents hag
cation,

point of

You see
1L Was to me that
Can yﬂr‘:i_{:vlen me an edu-
g ell me, up to this
T€er, of what crime
ot W!mt will you
end of the three B ot the
. “There
I answered ; « g wi 8 fonow,”
head of a]] . i
King." 1

the Prisoner; ‘as

it to the King of No-land. Silence.
I wrote again. Silence. Again,
again, again! Silence, silence, si-
jence! I mightas well have asked
the stars to answer me. The King
was as far removed from his people
a5 theyare. “Well?” said myfriend.
1 could not answer him ; I was al-
most choked with rage. So,” he
said scornfully, you appealed
to the King in the cause of virtue
and morality ! You thought that
in that gemeral cause he would
take up your case. You fool! Do
you think 7% is a Tespecter of
women ?” And then he related inci-
dents in the King's licentious life,
which proved to me how vain it
was for me to appeal for justice
there. My friend worked upon this
theme until, looking upon the King
as the head of these evils, I grew

to hate him with a deep unquench-
able hate. My child died literally
I thanked the King
for it. My wife died. I thanked
Want was my
portion ; sleep deserted me. I
thanked the King for it. Shall I
die,” I asked of myself, and end
my pain?’ Ves, I decided that I
would. But I would first rid the
world of a monster, and avenge
attempt,
and failed; I am more than sa-
tished now to say Good-bye to
the world and its monstrous cruel-
And if there be a Judgment
Seat in the Hereafter, I will ap-
pear before it, and tell my story

of starvation.

the King for it.

myself. I made the

ties.

there.’

He ceased, and silence reigned
for many moments ; the hearts of

Man to Man” o

both these men were sorely agi-
tated—one with passion and de-
spair, the other with grief and com-
miseration.
¢The stories you heard about
me are false, said Sassafras, very
sadly, when he was able to control
his emotion ; ¢ I never saw one of
your letters. 1 pity you from my
heart.’
The man turned his face dog-
gedly to the wall, and rested his
head upon his arm. Sassafras
waited for the man to speak, but
he waited in vain. He continued
then, scarce knowing what he said,
but his words were very gentle,
and were such as one might have
spoken to a brother. Still the man
remained obdurate, and hid his
face.
¢ Can1do nothing for you? asked
Sassafras.
¢ You can, then replied the man,
turning his haggard face to the
King ; “‘two things.’
¢ Tell me what they are.’
«You will do them #’
¢ If it is in my power.’
¢t 75 in your pOWerL First—
let the judges condemn me 0 in-
stant death. I want to die. Let
no false clemency be shown to mé,
and do not allow me in my condi-
tion to be condemned to a worse
torture than death—to a life-impri-
sonment, where [ may eat my heart
away. 1 am not mad—1 am sane
as you or they are. Second—re-
move yourself from my presence,
and mock me no longer with your
pitying words. They come too
late!
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CIN e
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THE

AFTER this interview, so deep a
melancholy took possession of delif
safras as to augur the most serioﬁs
results if measures were not adopted
to counteract it. He wandered
aboutlthe Palace, pale, dejected, and
suffering, He was at war with ’hinv
self and the world, His counsell
cudgelled their brains to provii{:
EESEFI]?FM for him which would

is Tmnd from melanchel

but all their efforts 1o woo hi .
cl:':_eer_fulness were vainly madem i(;
;:3 is time theytbemselves bes;:;n ‘to
ine alittle disturbed bythe pr:)ceed-
. ég;efrfi éhe Quamoclits ang Whor-
therews,band they decided that
ek }al.s ut On€ means by which
S in;dl}slaffectlon might be oyer.
. the Personal condition of
s Teignimproved : the King
marry. The rejoicings altend‘%—

han Occasion would be

e the fading |
:lfl t:alf People. They madﬁga tl)i!i:t‘Ity
 the available foreign princfesseOf

G s,

tincess That, Priy.
They selected one

cil, at whicy
th i
ax.'esent, and at whichetthg o
4s brought forward g Hect
the‘ most powerfy! )

with the Py
they had decided upon r\t:c':slsds

strengthen his
s throne, ang
gz: only contribute to his ]mpp?r:; :
would be 5 death-blow tg tisej

LE oF
TREES. g
agitators who were bringing dissen
. 3 = :
sion into the kingdom. Qnp mention
I?f these agitators, the King spoke
or the first time, with animation ;
Ttiafifts 1 ;
Jtismtlnglhnltlusmutt:rshou\d
be noticed,’ he said
one,’
b o
dNa)-, nay, a tnifle, observed one
: i
and another, not wishing to attach
too much importance to it,
He joined issue with them at
On:ce, to their great annoyance,
I dissent entirely from the esti-
;nz;te you form of these agitations.
3 l((rssent entirely from the view you
a > i
- e}c,)f.the result of an alliance with
B 55 1
o TIncess you mention—whom
leve : i
i :co b% a good and virtuous
i + Lven if my own personal
PPIness were not consulted in the
Proposed alliance. !
‘But it i
15, your Majesty,” th
Protested;; it is, TR
e I, it1s. Cannot you see it?’
No { ,
tinued,' cannot see it,” he con-
P ,'(_I[n a steady tone. ° Even,
pine;‘;m " if my own personal hap-
propt;se‘:ierﬁ‘mt consulted in this
alhance, an ras willi
b i > and I was willing
to sacrifice It—which 1
you plamly, I :
(there is 5 certa;
you are i
honoyr is

‘1t 15 a seripus

let me tell
am not, my lords
ignml:nmat.tcr’ oii which
conce( e, In which my
o) fned)—eyen then
e o_jlge with thig lady w

i L;pou these troublec
or not, I h:.reei 7, e
self in looking ;lnttely 2!
“ihwh have l'l‘lLlC?l

ould
1 wa-
aware of it
€rested my-
Ceftain mattei‘s
dl_sturbed me.»
Oplnion, griey-

ances isti 1
€X stmg in Na-land
\Which

the Parable of the Trees. o1

dhould not be left to remedy them-
celves in the course of time, but
which claim—imperatively claim—
to be examined and judged at once
upon their own grounds. The best
thing to be done is for me to hear
in person what these Quamoclits
and Whortleberries have to say.’
Thereupon ensued such a cla-
mour as was never before heard in
the Cabinet. They were aghast at
the suggestion. They looked at
each other with pale and inflamed
faces, according to their tempera-
ments. What! The King, in his
sacred person—who was to the
people a symbol of right and might
and power and glory—to so far for-
get his position as to receive these
common agitators | All precedent
would be outraged by such a pro-
ceeding. The King interrupted
them here.

¢ Precedent! precedent! prece-
dent ! he cried. ¢ Andare we tobe
for ever governed by those we have,
and never make 2 new one out of
our enlarged knowledge and ad-
vancing civilisation? Are we for
ever to be turned from the contem-
plation of a course which we con-
ceive to be right, because it has
never been trodden before #

They adopted anotlier line of de-
fence. They said that the proceed-
ings of the Quamoclits and Whortle-
berries were not worthy of high
notice ; that the members of their
socicties and associations were of
the very lowest class.

‘But tell me, said the King,
¢are not four-fifths of my people of
the lowest class?

They were compelled to admit
that this was so.

¢ Well, then,” he continued, ‘who

should be legislated for—the many
or the few?’

Still they insisted that the per-
sons spoken of belonged to the
rabble, whom it would be folly to
recognise.

¢But, he demanded, ‘what if
they force themselves upon your
recognition ?'

¢They have not forced them-
selyes upon ours, they replied
loftily.

Upon which he related to them
what he termed The Parable of
the Trees.

¢In a fine and fertile tract of
land, a number of tall trees stood
with their heads raised constantly
to the skies. At their feet lan-
guished an infinite variety of small
flowers and shrubs, whose numbers,

in comparison with the trees, were
as ten thousand to one. Without
any thought of their humbler breth-
ren, these lofty trees grew and grew,
and spread their branches wider
and wider, until, in course of time,
they absorbed all the light and
air which it was in the power of
nature to bestow. “Loock down
upon our condition,” cried the
smaller flowers, *and keep your-

selves within bounds, so that we

may enjoy a fair share of the sweet
light and fresh breezes, which are
as necessary to our well-being as
to yours.” But the trees, whose
pride had lifted them so high, were
now almost out of hearing of the
humbler residents of the wood, and
as they never condescended to cast
their eyes downwards, they were in
ignorance of the sad condition of
the lower growth ; and even when,
in consequence of the increasing
clamour of the multitude for light
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and air, the complaints reached
their ears, they lifted their heads
still higher to the skies. The mul-
titude increased in strength, if not
in beauty, and with the necessity
of living strong upon them, wound
themselves, from very force of cir-
cumstances, round about the roots
of the trees, and made such inroads
into the earth as to sap the founda-
tions of their powerful brethren—
for they were all members of one
family. “Give ys room,” they con-
tinued to cry; “give us opportu-
Dity; give us at Jeast fair play.”
Still the trees turned a deaf ear,
and scornfully continyed their way,
with 10 fear for thei own safety.
They thought that what had been,
always would be, By: one day a
8Teat storm burst over thejr heads,
and they had become go weak-
ened by the Proceedings of tha
multitude, and thejr own pride,
that they had not strength to with-
stand it. They tottered and fell,
crushing tq death thousands of
their humbley brethren i their
fall. But they fell, never 1o 1ige
again.’

Not one of the counsellors cqy]q
see the slightest application i this
! nevertheless they

they begged the K
der his decisjon. The harder they
begged, the more obdurate e be-
came. He rose ang said,

‘My lords, in three days from
this I shall receive the Quamoclits
and Whort]eberries, and shall listep
to what they haye g say.’

Then he left them. A]] the fool-
ish ones began to talk at onee ; the
more sensible were silent, ang

Ing to recongi.

to the Court Parasites

drummed on the taple with their
fingers in great perplexity,

‘He is in earnest ; he means it
said one.

‘I am afraid,” said another, in 3
cautious whisper, tapping his fore.
head, ‘that all is not right here,’

“ Hush, hush, my lords? remon-
strated Lord Crabtree ; © your lord-
ships have overlooked something,
His Majesty, when speaking of his
marriage, said that his happiness
Was not consulted in this propesed
alliance ; and then he uttered these
Temarkable words: “There is a
certain matter of which you are in
lgnorance in which my honour is
concerned.” Now what do these
Words portend? What, my lords,
but that there is a lady in the case?’

They smiled ; except to the
wind of Lord Crabtree this was
not a serious matter, 0, that is
€asily arranged,’ they said to one
another. A Prelate, high in the
Church, was present ; and he, by
his silence, acquiesced in the easy
view they took of the matter. Not
2 word had he to say in opposition,

LGS Crabtree, sup-
Pose his Majesty contemplates any-
thing serigys,’

‘ Nonsenge, nonsense,’ they ex-
c}aimcd; ‘such a thing is impos-
slble-—kunhuard of.’

“Still, continued I,orq Crabtree,

subject—
S VoS Yes; speak o him,’ they
said, befgre they broke up
. . 2
show him how Casily thege matters
can be settleq both tq his anq the
lady's satisfactiop »
Lord Crabty

€€ waiteq :
Majesty, and a0 big

explaineq that he hyq

it
the Parable of the Trees. 7

ith

it ak w
been commissioned to. spihm .
reference to a few wmc'ls gt
dropped from his Majesty's Pl{;
H p‘?as not allowed, however,
-
d far. : ‘
pr‘oie}f ve heard your views on this
a y

id Sas-
subject before to-day, said

d, I pre-
safras ; © they are unchanged, I p

sume.’

.

¢ They are the views of the whole
body of your counsellors, your
Majesty, replied Lord (,rabtr’ee..1
¢Let me put a case to you, saic
Sassafras, ‘a case that occurs I.:o my
mind just now. Say that a kmogm
any king; select an 1ma(glgmair):i fa;
if i —Iloved a lady
if it pleases you—
belo\I\: him in position, but far above
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him in all those hig

: her ities
i qualities

ligion teach
' hes us are of
n:mre precm_us value than wealth or
.“or!r}.ly station. Say that she was
Intelligent, modest, truthfy] irmoA
: .
ient, :'mcl pure ; say that in her
li:sull:ed breast resided those
b;_es lraf perfect goodness which
NG Wuman nature as near ag jt
s s
bir; be brought to the divine attri-
€. Say that she loved
and that he loved hey
marry her? ‘
‘Only in o
( Ne way, your Maj 4
replied Lord Crabf‘} el

qua-

this king,
Could he

Old Humaniy 5,

ing,’ said S;
g, said Sassafras sternly, <5 11
Ja o dng

aslk You whet]

as -()1 whether gy this I']-:l t wa
san - L ] ; :
sanctioned b‘\ God and ].J‘|, lhe’ i

words of His prj
§ of His priests, this ki
I
-}

c:olulld marry this woman 2
am glad,” said ¥,
_ g'ad,’ said Lord Cr
o rabtr
\Tt,n.qulously and gravely, ¢ hqt o
5 ek ¥s ol
SU.JEH'}'MS put before me on)] :
PPosititious case. Indeed, i i
not be otherwise,’ g
¢ Answer me pl
_ “Such am
tinctly impog

plainly, my lord;

arrage would be dis-
sible, your Maj

ctly im) » your Majesty,’

That is enough, onll

{ . Ly my lord ;
. S er d
ey g asked but for inform ti :I
¥ Ot marry-  nothing more t T
g > to say.’
XII1,

OLD HUMANITY,

Or 1

: \r‘the appointed da

‘;ntatwes of the Qua

K_hortleherries had ay

1 i

d':nr;;g. t}:\ 1th a rare exereige of wis
; they had g i

g ected as the

g{:nt SIMan one of the most intllell'r

1rm-meza.ncl :onsistent of the ;{l_
3. At the ip .

. : port,

Ing at w 1 i
sogl; at which this man wag chmeﬁ.
1€ noi i i
N0ISy partisang put for‘.\sel:l,

ra.
ms for election h

to t}
Bugloss, a frothy ang i:1e

Y the repre-
moclits and
dience of the

claims, but he 5

party, who

sonal injury
but that wh
large and
humanity.
and living amop
made himse]f imin?q
with the conditionl
With thejy struggle
desires, their e

tl‘les and thejr
VIEws he oy
tremes he

(_)r 4 personal injustice,
ich emanates from ':
anprchcnsii-'e view of
O among the people,

them, he had
tely acquainted
of their lives,
their limited

modest aspirations.
Tsant with their vir-
vices, and in the

vaf;::ed of _rhc.se ex-
iy o#;whﬂusophcr.
: his life spoke in

1€ was ‘a conscien-

€ was Conve

playing ¢ e they we n §

YIg for.  The spokes Vomere:  And: b » @ temperate Jiver,

whom th €sman ¢ never i
their votes fe)) i pon i o At er been known to

ould haye
s any assem.-
A man, whg ip

c
ommanded respect jp
7 He was an g)
15 younger days |

Commjg i
s a dishonest ac-

was fiy 1 1
g Nl fixed ip his belief

¥ was ; 1
a bad Institution,

w and that § i

A e g become 5 PN s existence gave b
tanch Rep iy QU D e B e irth to
inspired € conviction thyt CATtying oug of B oovin the

Pired by the inflict at IS clasgeg . s the
it S of People e lower

er. He p "ere mad
o de to

®€n asked on

0ld Humanity.

many occasions 10 £9 publicly
among the people, and advocate
his views, but he had consistently
refused.  *When the right time
comes, he said, ‘better men than I
ill rise to lead you.' Buteven his
calm temperament had been stirred
by the recent agitations, and when
he was waited upon by a depu-
tation, and was told that the
choice of the people had fallen
upon him as their spokesman, he
allowed himself to be prevailed
upon, and consented to accompany
the deputation in that capacity.
0ld Humanity was the name by
which he was generally known
among the lower classes.

To the palace came this old man,
in his working clothes, accompanied
by a mixed assembly, chiefly com-
posed of Quamoclits and Whortle-
berries. Many of the men were
hot and dusty, having carried heavy
banners through the streets. Out-
side the palace a huge concourse
of people
to hear the result of the interview.
They were perfectly orderly and
peaceful.

Sassafras received the deputation
in the great hall of the palace;
behind him stood his counsellors,
among whom was Lord Crabtree,
fidgety, and fretful, and anxious.
The thoughtful melancholy face of
the King evidently surprised Old
Humanity, as he stepped forward ;
but he set aside all sentiment, and
proceeded steadily with the task
before him.

This man was a born orator, and
the theme on which he spoke was
one in which the whole strength of
his heart and mind was enlisted.
He had come well armed with facts

was gathered, waiting
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and with an army of injustices
which he said would take a week
to narrate. He selected the strong-
est instances, and laid them before
the King. By means of contrast
he drew powerful and startling pic-
tures. Not new ones; old as the
hills almost were they, but they
were faithful transcriptions. Here,
the very extreme of physical want
and destitution ; there, the very
extreme of undeserved luxury and
Ignorance, crime, and squa-
intellectual

ease.
lor on the one side;
wealth and material splendour on
the other. He even went SO far,
in his preliminary remarks, as to
show how one man was forced to
earn damnation, while his brother
rode in his carriage to salvation.
He insisted that, as it was no fault
or merit of the child whether he
was born in St. Giles or St. James,
it was the imperative duty of the
State to act in some part as the
father instead of the gaoler of the
unfortunate ; he argued that, if this
were done wisely and judiciously,
there would in time be no such
place as St. Giles; and he said
that the difference between classes
was so appallingly wide as to bea
crime in the eyes of God and hu-
manity. He illustrated every step
of his argument; from his mind
he drew logic—from his heart he
drew pity. He quoted largely from
Christ and from religious teachings.
He had brought with him extracts
from the sermons of living divines,
and he placed practice side by side
with precept. Here are such and
such utterances, he said ; here are
such and such facts; and he asked
the King to reconcile them. He
spoke of the struggles of great num-
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bers of the labourin g classes, which
every now and then forced them-
selves to the surface; he gave a true
history of the personal condition of
the agricultural labourers and of the
miserable condition of their lives ;
he drew a painful picture of chil-
dren brought up in th
and

departed. Then without 5 Word
to his councillors, whg crowdeq
anxiously about him, he waveq
them aside, and retired to hig Dl
vate apartment,
#* # * *

Had any person been presep
In the rear of the King’s lodge at
about ten o'clock ¢
might have seen a
from the door,
asaperiod dark, and t}

e brickyards
the gutters, and who were
compelled to suck in degradation
with their mothers' milk; he de-
clared that there neyer w
in the world’s history in which the
lust for money and power wag pro-
ducing such banefiy] effectsasat pre-
sent ; undaftertra.ve]lingovcrmuch
ground which there jg not space
here to touch upon, he came tg hjs
Peroration, in which he stated his
honest conviction that the mon-
archical institutiop had proved it
self to pe utterly ing
Temedy these eyils.
This

man  emerge
The night s
1€ man stood for a litte
while, with the handle of the door
in his hand, pecering into the datk.
ness.  Then he locked the door,
and threw the keyamong the

distant
trees.

He was commonly dressed,
and was evidently anxious not to
be observed. Ie turned towards
the palace, and waved a farewell

to 1t, and with a strange expression
yand a sigh which seemed

to lift a heayy weight from his

dequate to on his face

lame ang inadequate (.

Thi ; heart, and yet had in jt 4 sound of
scription of hlS. s[.)eech,_which 0C-  painand Weariness, he plunged into
Cupied an hourin itg delivery, myst the wood, ang crept stealthily away.
pe aecepted ; but nowords could do * * * #
Justice to the mays eloqu 1 i
i iy Wh(i:neiceeca;f On the following day, at the time
cluded

Mt o g, the Quamo-

honleberries, headed by
Umanity, made their way to
the palace, Their numbers were
Ho=¢. more AUmerous than on the pre-
_a.ll €Yes were  viong Occasion
ng. His face :

delighted ap-
out among the audi-
ody of the hall ;

ilence for many
ments, during which

I . There could not

2 Ve Deen fewer than a hundred

:as ]?lddgn from tl’fem, and when thousang Persons czn % mt] 1 in
€ Taised ir,_son?ethmg like a clear the open spa i

light shone in b eyes. palace, ppa o round abont the

‘Ihave listened ¢ z

. € deg;
Ceved by 1,419
fellows, In 1,

was g sealed

© you patiently,’
sad tone, ‘apg
many things of

Putation was re-
Crabtree and his

ord Crabtree’s hand
letter,

€ said, in a oy
You havye told me

which I ywag ignorant,

: Toreriia 1 Addressing

time for self-communjon ] comctla to- b :jIHz:;a?é?’i b courtier said

mMorrow to the Palace, at thig hour,  tign from hi: ved g Communica-

and you shay) receive my reply,’ jesty this most 8racious Ma-
€ bowed o them, o

ing, in Wwhich he
and yoy thig let-

and they desires me to h

hat night, he |
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0ld Humanity.

1 a t persona feehng influences
Vajest Wha pers n
His Ma) Y

o come to
i ision I have
a5 his answer. me in the decis

tate ;
it open the me ary here to state
b s that you are toh P Per- it is not necess YteﬂS me that if
Sa}; and read italoud ere-h sit but my conscience

letter ell—perhaps

haps it will be,as W
i as well.
Wﬂ(l)}:f Humanity took the iftt:
from Lord Crabtree’s hand. frr::he
f:m he was standing many o)
‘(;eputalion could not see hm,u e

iStand upon the dais, y
houted, ‘so that we can all see
5 t]

hear. Bt

aniord Crabtree placed himself in

Old Humanity's way.

Ul?[t cannot be pcrmlttcd," hf
qaid: ‘it cannot be permitted.

2 1
is i 1!

his is royal ground.” %
s Sld H&rnanity, pushing steadily
forward, replied, ’

‘The’King says that T am to rcz]u\i
the contents aloud to all th}e PET—I) ;1
This is the only elw&uol}_ roomA
which I can obey the King’s ¢

nand.’

;i Lord Crabtree was compelled to

1t retu i
5 anity stood momer : s
1 7 1 Humanity s S
give way, and ('?]'.L e had. * fox et
in the place whic 8

: - ; they will
. evious day, He useless secklng?ic;:um;lis da);f the
occupied the Ple"m{ : very person  not find m;;.ohnd are to be go-
s e th ]ctter: anll'nZd his head people Ofthe P:aople. Most cheer-
in the vast hall Al l,r had written.  verned bYI esign my office, a.n_d
to hear what the l,\“j" i whom a fully do lr do I pray for a reali-
The Com.t1])31-115;2‘:,“2w presETS most humbly
larger number w

I, as King, am rcsponsi‘qle Fo: 2;13
tlimousandth part of the ?ll;izn;aced
injustices which you .
lggfore me with so mgc}]‘:ofo:;ew
and eloquence, I shoul L d, g
made acquainte
i am;rve to live another hour
if in my own person I co::ltlmricz
to perpetuate th;:m(;f p?ocfand s
if the people
‘?;at};i: gofemcd by th%r:sigzz,.
these evils would soon et
died, and justice wlould‘ o
In God’s name, let ]us'a.Lel g
—but let there be no \-101 E:‘Isl ],;nds
bloodshed. Intothe I)Eop-li-at .
I resign my‘crow?, ';E(;)\; i
fm"_j ?‘Lm}']r?m)lr 2:;]?;111 1\1& nobles of
17055“5; ;o do nothing to obstruct
1“)i C(')'uh—-if they do, I can at any
By m and punish them

them, des

irations.
1 r noble aspira :
he people sation of you gl
anxious as the T : :
“'“rfnflf'- ‘“?M?\ll:n King Sassafras i
] et O L i ent whic
writes,” cried Old Humanity, 1 T c-mdetrn:]ge i e
| i his stra
E : reading of t ang 6
. ljemdu;d had subsided, the pflsp[l)l J
]broke into a great roar of detlrgem.-
Lord Crabtree, white and e
al
bling, tottered out of thi I:nanit}:
and hid himself. Oh:] Hu S
Lwas carried to thf: wxm:lowr,e.“dl o
the balcony of which he re- i
his most piercing tones the

¢T have pondered senousg ;:t:
the words you, as I?P;ddresg.
tive of the people, lmvc,r i o8
ed to me, and I rec-oé,;‘ S
justice of your col'mpflamts.ﬂre -
lieve that your gncvances;eany s
imaginary, but tha.t they radipd
ist, and call for instant T

?
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letter. The enthusiasm was wild
and unbounded. The Quamaclits
and Whortleberries danced ;mci
shouted and threw up their caps

The only person upon w
there was an expre
tainty and perplexit
of Old Humanity.

i hose fage
Ssion of upeey.

Y was the faep

KV,

THE FLIGHT FROM THE PALACE

It was said afterwards that for a

hundred years such = storm had
not been experienced in No-land
as that which broke over the coun-
try on the night of the abdication
of"the King. The wild winds
shrieked through the forests :
rooting the trees, and swa it
as though they w
grass ;

¢ up-
ying them
iy ere blades of
N came down wi
the force of a deluge, andnri‘:'étrh
rushed through the streegs ; ths
thu_nder shook strong buildin’"' .
their foundations, ang man i
sons were struck dead by lifrh}trnlijlfr-
iI.‘hr:_ pious wept and 1;ra;ed bf-
1eving that the Jast day had ci) :
the souls of men whose days Eted’
E};:en evilly spent fainted with(in
em, and the sinners tremb]
and repented and made vows ki
While Tris, sitting up in herl .10\ 1
cottage, listened to the wind o
prayed that no harm would l:;f;]{:

her friends. Her sisters, T
s,

s T _ucerne
nd Daisy, were soung asleep, and
»

]?;Jgr} t]r]is \;as working after miq
it by the light of ;
putting a stitchghe:::f :3:'(? :zt::'dle’
there in their humble clotlh;mh
A tender little mother wag e
small maiden, working with c} woh
fulness and Patience and love e
: TI.u: storm had overtaken S.as

Tas in the woods. His own f; ‘ SIa-
chiefly, that he was there whe:;u Ltt’

h_r'okc, for he had dallied with the
time. He had carefully planned
all the details of his flight, but what
was to follow he had left to chance
Only when he had thrown awﬂy"
the key of his private lodge, and
]mdlphmged into the fbrcst?did he
IJ?gllm to think of what should be
his next steps, To go to Bluebell’s
cottn;e at such a time of the night
was impossible; and when his
thoughts reverted to Coltsfoot as
a reﬁ]ge, he was dismayed by the
reflection that his slrnn'qc and un-
€xpected appearance, taken in con-
{I.l—l!'!Ctlol‘l with the flight of the
_\.m‘g, might cn_;cn(le]: suspicions
m Coltsfoot’s mind,
and improbable
fear, but conscienc
and made it ye
bable to the
know that

It was a wild
contingency to
ce magnified it,
easonable and pro-
‘thmker. Well did he
W e ,h;fl such an event, all
with the bf:!ol'li:y 211}rl‘ pencefitl Jife
HErohie ved of his heart would
stroyed, }:]“] nd completely de-
ot it tle-nsk’ therefore, was

O Tun.  Where should

he hide ?
Where ¢
Ry, Where shoylg he find a

He sat j
but his miy
he weari

4 I]y rai
y d aised  hyj
,::;1 E;Crhmg heag, }IES “hrmcl‘ to
anc S :
ounccam? ;md hungry . ac'lrsc]me{l
of food p, e o an
°¢ had pagseq ;g lips

mself down to think,

d wag i
S M a whirl, and

F’ i

{hat day ; he had been too over-

wrought and excited to give a

thought to material things. His

nerves had been strung to a dan-

gerous tension during the last few

weeks, and unconsciously he had

overtaxed his strength, physically
and mentally. This had not made
itself apparent during the fever of
eventsthrough which he had passed ;
but now that he had, as it were,
flung his past life behind him,
nevermore, as he vowed and re-
solved, to be resumed, now that he
was relieved of the exquisite tor-
ture which his heart and soul had
sufiered for so long a time, his
strength gave way. A sudden
weakness fell upon him; an ach-
ing weariness oppressed him. He
found himself listening, with list-
less curiosity, to the sounds in the
air which portended the approach
of the storm. A vacant smile came
to his lips as he heard the first low
growling of the thunder. The trees
sighed and bent; he heard the
sighs, and he connected the sounds
with such thoughts as were upper-
most in his mind, shaping them
into words, and singing them in a
vacant manner, and yet in rhythm
with the murmur of the trees. He
saw them bend, and they assumed
the forms of the persons with whom
he had come in contact—of the
unfortunate man who had at-
tempted his life—of court parasites
bowing and bending before him—
of Old Humanity—of a vast con-
course of people surging this way
and that.

Iris crept softly to the bed where
Lucerne and Daisy were sleeping,
and kissed them both, the tenderest
caress being given to Daisy, who,
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as the youngest, most needed her
care. A perfect little Daisy in-
deed, bright, fresh, and smiling in
her sleep. Her body was clean,
her soul was pure; sweet as the
breath of morning was the breath
from her lips. Her little fingers
closed upon Iris’s hand as this
guardian angel of the lowly dwell-
ing leant over her and caressed
her—closed and clasped with elo-
quent affection. With a bright
smile upon her dear and patient
face, the little woman tenderly
placed Daisy’s arm beneath the
clothes, and tucked up both the
children to the very creases of their
necks, so that not a gap was left
for the cold air to creep through.
Then she went back to her work,
and resumed her stitching.
The first distinct peal of thunder
broke over the woods. Sassafras
laughed aloud. He had removed
his cap from his fevered head. The
first few heavy drops of rain fell.
He raised his hand to his forehead,
and felt the raindrops, wonderingly.
A flash of lightning darted into the
earth, and in the sudden blaze of
light he saw strange faces appear
and disappear, and then a white
form which his fancy imaged into
Bluebell. He started to his feet,
and strove to trace the sequence of
events which had led him into these
dark woods, into this mental chaos.
Memory returned to him gradually,
and then he knew, by the burning
of his flesh, by the trembling of his
limbs, by the dreadful sickness in
his heart, that he was ill and weak,
and that it behoved him to find a
shelter, Whither should he direct
his steps?
His mind wandered again. Dark
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shapes and forms melted into
one another, melted suddenly into
the picture of a churchyard, with
three small fiddlers playing over
a grave. This picture came to
him in another vivid flash of light-
ning ; and, impelled partly by de-
lirium, partly by reason, which
Was struggling vainly to regain its
sway, he walked mechanically to-
wards the house in which his
young friends lived.' The rain
beat down upon him; he did
not know that he had dropped his
€ap, and he raised his hang and
placed it, as he thought, upon his
still uncovered head ; the lightning
played about him; the thunder
whirled in hjs mind,  Stll he
struggled on, directing his steps
aright. But hig Progress was slow ;
he had to fee] his way, and it is
doubtful whether he wouldnot have
been compelleq to give up the at.
tempt in despair had he been quite
sensible and responsibly conscigys,
Iris, having completed her work,
Put away her needle and thread,
and carefully folding up the clothes,
Dlaced them agide.
dressed, and knelt ¢
and crept intg bed
Wwhd in her sleep n
her sister-mother,
Was in darkness,
must be outside, thought Irjs,
‘and how npjge and warm here
1 hope it will pe fine to-morrgy.’
The last thought that dwelt in her
mind, before she fell asleep, was
the comfortable one that the water-
butts‘would be quite filleq in the
morning.
The wind shrieked and moaned
without, noy lashed into agony,
now exhausted by pain, 1t bore

Then she yp.
0 her prayers,
next to Daisy,
estled close tq
The Cottage
‘How cold it

bresently upon its wings sighs ang
moans of human suffering, A
in the storm took place. TIris Wis
not, like her sisters, a sound apg
deep sleeper; she had 00 many
cares. Generally in the middle of
night she awoke, and thought of
things, reckoning up mentally hoy
much money they had, and schen.
ing and planning.  She awoke on
this night, and as she lay thinking,
a groan fell upon her ears—f]
heedlessly and without meaning at
first, for she was not fully con-
scious ; but when it was repeated,
she sat up in bed quickly, and
listened, not sure even then thal it
Was not a trick of her fancy. Again
she heard the spund of suffering.
What should she do? The ques-
tion was asked and answered in
a breath. OQur little maid did
not know what fear was ; she knew
What suffering was, for she had
nursed her mother through a long
sickness ; she had been acquainted
with it from her earliest years. Up
she rose bravely, and went to the
door. She heard the groans plainly
now, and unconnected words in
Which her own name, and the
names of Daisy and Lucerne, oc-
curred.  She it the candle, and
after assuring herself that Daisy and
Lucerne were still sleeping, she
Opened the street-door softly.
‘Who is there » she asked.
moan answere( her, The wind
Tushed in, ang extinguished the
light. TIrjg shivered with cold.
Her warm pare feet were chilled
when she advanceq up6n the door-
step.  She Stretehed oy her hand,
and felt about iy the darkness, It
O Erasp herg feebly.
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‘Who is it? asked_the little
maid, with a palpitating heart.
“Who are you?’

“Iiot?le linintclligiblc words that
followed she recognised the vonac
of the friend they all loved so weh .
and with a man’s strength she
helped the sufferer into the _]1ouse;1,
he crawling after her, ammat;z‘e
only by the instinct that to }n
where he had fallen was certal
death. She closed the_strec‘c-door.
when he was safely inside, zmdlret
lit the candle. Then she saw t‘}?h
it was indeed her friend, a.ndi;mb :
compassionate cries §he k:(lle 01)1
his side, and raised his hea ulp{_n
her lap. He was wet to the s laﬁ
and the water was oomn_g a.\':la?r.m
around him. She questione: I111m;
and wild words answered fher, kv

he opened his eyes, and ;)r a 4

ment they rested tender] ydu_p 4

her face; then he relapsed in

y ¥

delirium. How she gamed-thz
wisdom that guided her action

Heaven only knows ; .but she s;.v;;
that he was terribly ill, and tAat
not a moment was to be lost. i
this moment Lucerne awoke, ihe
called out to know what was ¢ :
matter. Iris bade her get up 1:11d
mediately, and Lucerne obe}zz

her. When she came to the hm e
of Sassafras, and recognised him,

n to cry.
Sh? \l;zmgla mustnr’}tr cry, you mustn't

q i e
cry !' exclaimed Iris, in an agitate

tone. ©Light the ﬁ_re, quic!c! Pu;
the kettle on. He L ill, an
t nurse him.

WcArTf.llusthis time her hands \vere-
busy removing his wet Flot};:sg,.
happily for her and for himse
lucid interval came to him.

‘Do you know me? do you knqw
me ' inquired Iris, almost despair-

h
ing, for she was not strongcenoug
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to perform t} 1 1
A he duties required of
£\
Luclfas, You are Iris, and that jg
. erne there, lighting the ﬁrek
(z:'tIr‘ children | dear chh:_lrcn i
3 hf:r% quick ! undress you'rs If
and get into bed.’ ;
Swi ‘
armrlfﬂy she took Daisy in her
» Out of the warm bed in whicl
= V. 1

they had all
) be i H
i prmdad Sh:nngjjng, and with

L‘lenr ones I have n
fever is over that
upon me,

amed untj] g,
I feel i
comin
i And what strange mm]f
S“,e.:) utter you will npt repeat
Enmr :]to MEe—no, promise, that i;
1gh—that you will not tel]
what I say.’ e
=S;]es, yes; I promise,’
teu. d me! ah me! BidT
e o E s you that I'have been overtaken
e i gy Y a great misfortune? I shall s
‘aced her comfortably there Tyoie. strange things— T have i
did not awake - nmb}fjt Giere, Daisy fanci; I:Drh g m
that little crca’turgt ing disturbed  spon Thc,mt t};;‘)". e
By that ti in the night, There ; oiiness b 0 ot
BHie Bagealioc viae i 1 e 18 goodness in i i
warm bed, i st a5 was }n the swectne‘isgin 'd'mss .
iy o :entl); Iris was peace m.'m] IolL _T;’Cre S
whic 4 cup of h a 7 e ont e
! ich he dr;mk gratefully. < tEh, = L -Comt |
still lucid, Indeed, 1 B2 o s d one o
» he kept him-  1yig uponLI is lﬁhe s )
s breast was suffici
as sufficient

self so by
Y a stro fr
b ng effort il -
w‘; h]iid Smething o s be(f)f will;  to compose him, and he
hi!‘;l a_“ow the fever to ;I’E o again, 3 T
B aster
away ﬁercejl}, beat the delirium
g ;
Bend y
your he
to Iris, -

‘0 sa
: ne more word,’ he : id grasp
: . 57 ald, g b
ng COIISCIOU‘)HESH, as it were, before

it enti e
tely escaped him; ‘if T am

ad,’ hi
)’ he whispered rebellious

15. ‘Do you love ;
o o ove me ?
‘T have } :
ave been
g overtaken by m;
une ; S.:[ am afraid | g, gojl',nmlts-
ot :
e C D?{'}j‘ mcune:ent—hstoyf;r 2
y ! is wi i
11.0l‘1 of his hangs ""“h B e
gddresse(l to h‘inla
intended tq check
that he fe] ¢, bec

s t, and give you trouble,
Bl 0 me the name of Blue-
A Peace dwells with her.

v ]1‘25(3 were the :

vords

durin i uttered for three weeks

e ;g which time Irig nursed hiu;

ender c; A
e fou]d:l' Care. But she would
B t]:, 1lt !'a; more difficult than
2e faithfi

reposed in ey, 5. ful to the trust

e

last rational

the words were

I;C‘]f, and were
€ Wave of fi

ever

1d which she ae-

*If you love me OminguPOH him)
m » You mug ./ Cepted, had j
act the promi{;e e Ej‘!uebe]]_ I ex- Se]fl_“‘m::e of the Lc]-[c') e it
for Godrs sake - G_'VE it to me— Wiich the cingy,, ’-’C’FCUIGTH g
give it to o ¢ the abdicatign ot}" g or b
the King, that

AT dn- T d
the tears runni
‘God wil] ye

eVEl}f Of hy,
S b c
Moment fh‘stne\\ﬂso

ugon e T Vas to throw oil

o cried Tpig i
Tis, with

ward : .
You; I cannot,

Dear chj

hild, d i
e B , dear child; Ay the poor Wits Wwaters among
2 0 your angel . G o
still, Yo breast. By Prevent them fop: +2S% and to

are not to sten  lent in o Picomi .
80 o those 7 ne EXtravagan. ng vio-
ion at the € of their
n

e
W state of things

Throughout Three Changes of the Seasons. 83

foot, leading him to believe that
they were for a poor person whom
she visited ; and by this means and
her own unwearied care she nursed
Sassafras into convaleseence.

¢] can never repay you, dear
child,’ he said, as he lay upon the
bed, a shadow of his former self.
¢ Go now to Coltsfoot and Bluebell,
and tell them I am here.’

which was to be such a blessing to
them. During these three weeks,
Coltsfoot saw Iris on three or four
occasions, when she contrived to
meet him always in th streets, and
hewas satisfied by her words that all
g on well with her and her
The little maid played a
ed it well.

was goin
sisters.

cunning part, and play
gShe obtained medicines from Colts-

XV.
UT THREE CHANG
safras mentally thanks God for the
new life which this day begins for
him ; and the beautiful face of the
bride grows still more beautiful as
she plights her troth. It is near
Christmas time, and the good sea-
son's gladness is reflected in the
faces of those who throng the little
church. ¢ May it be always Christ-
mas with you, my child,” says
Coltsfoot to Bluebell, as he kisses

A little village church shines out her in a fatherly way. Heturns to
in the clear light of morning. Sassafras, and grasps his hand with,
The snow is on the ground; the faithful grasp. Then, with a smile
air is sweet, and the heavens are On his lips, he leaves them, saying
bright. Round about the doorare  that he will be with them at the

grouped thirty or forty poor women
and children, dressed in their best ;
some carry bunches of winter
flowers in their hands. To this
village church come Bluebell and
Sassafras, to plight their troth ac-
cording to God's holy ordinance :
Coltsfoot accompanies them, and
Robin ; and Iris and Lucerne and
Daisy.  Affectionate hands hold
out the flowers to the bride and
bridegroom ; affectionate  looks
greet them whichever way they turn.
With heads reverently bent they
listen to the words of the priest ;
love is in their hearts, solemn
thoughts are in their minds. Sas-

V' N

THROUGHO ES OF THE SEASONS,
As in a panorama SCEnes of
places far distant from one another
pass before our eyes within a few
minutes—space and time being
defied, as it were, and conquered
by the artists’ brush—so, in some
part after the same fashion, shall
certain pictures be given while the
seasons run their course in nature’s
wondrous scheme.

cottage in an hour.

How does he spend this hour?
Alone, he stands in the cold white
woods., He knows that this day
has set the seal upon all his hopes
of home and ‘domestic love. No
loving woman shall ever nestle in
his arms, and call him Husband.
No child shall ever cling to his
knees,and call him Father. Waves
of grief pass over his soul ; sighs
issue from his aching breast ; tears
stain his face; a wintry smile
dwells upon his lips. Suddenly
the sun shines out; its warm rays
rest upon a branch from which cold
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lcicles hang, which presently dis-
solve, and drop in diamond tears
one by one to earth, £¥en,' He
Mmurmurs, as if in answer to this
Sign; “because the fruition of Iove
1s denied to me, shall I allow my
heart to be frozen? Dear gis.
ter! dear brother He prays for
strength, and it comes to him. ¢Be
comforted,’ seemg to be written in
the air, in the snow-lined trees, in
the clear heavens, The brave
faithful man stands still for 5 fay
moments, with g earnest face
turned upwards to the skies, Then
he takes 5 handful of snow, and
With it waghes the traces of tears

i When he rejoins
Bluebell ang Sassafras, they see the

Itis the evening of the same day.

A hundred men, women, and chj].

dren are trooping to Coltsfoot's

school-house.  Tijs pupils have go

increased in numbers that he has

been compelled to call in the aid

of Sassafras, Bluebe]] also assists

them occasionally, when she can

be spared from her househgld
duties.  Some of the pupils are
gray-haired men, who are now for
the first time mastering their @ 4 .,
Iris, Lucerne, and Daisy are re-
gular attendants, The pupils learn
good lessons in addition to the
regular routipe of tasks. How
can it be otherwise, with such a
teacher as Coltsfoot 1o guide them?
By the mere force of example he

renders them fitter for Tife

e's duties
and for the life to come, Within

the scope of his  influence —
which s necessarily very limited,
but he does more tha
good work—
laces, with g
glitter, to po.

Was there whep he
village church,

_ Itis spring, Two men are vy
Ing in the woods side by side, The
sound of thej; axes rings through
the air, A tree quivers, totters,
fall_s. The workmen Pause to wipe
their brows, You're getting on’
ays Ragged Robip approvingly,

s5. ‘But I sha] never
rkman a5 you,’ he
0 be €xpected,’ re-

ork- n one man's
there are ng gin-pa-
arish light and vicious
ison and mislead. He
W00s the weak ang ignorant to a
better SPending of thej, leisure
ours,  Wise, tolerant, mercifig]
Yet just, the lessons they learn

fml_'ﬂ him clear g clouds from
their minds

and make their
omplacently but gy vty
I ouls  ang bodi
tscompla_cent look changes 500n whoIesome M e i and
0 one c:fdlscontent. ‘ What noy, ome hge ey and _many a
Robm? asks Sassafrag, Pis w ha Non . e bright and
shame it i, answers Robin; ¢ things Ppy.
ain'tright’ oy, shillin

: g5 a week It
1% €h, Robin exclzime S5 = Summer, gpg

Coltsfoot and
fras, with 4 ¢

Sassafrag st

Iy 1 i and by 5 Small

“That's g ¥ leok of n-:emment. land op which the corp § llJiltC];l of

Prien y sa):s R‘ohmj that's a1 The plot i adi n 113 Tipening,

L wante_d. _ I. wonder,’ S2¥5  they have et é’ﬁll‘laxl one, and
assa.fras,swmgmghlsaxe’ ‘Whether ed it 1,

that ny¢ will eve
‘ld Crack jt; grumbles Robin, «j¢
I had j¢ between my teeth p

they have cultivatedt it}‘:vlil:i(ltu:ltlrx;
own hands, ‘There will be g4 e”I-
Crop,” says Sassafras . ‘we g;JOJC
have floyy en b

ough fgr th

-1€ year,'
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air, and Sassafras and his fnends,
wail-c to church. ¢We are seven,
says Coltsfoot as he looks arc.uund,
i i her sisters
Within the honey- for Robin,and Iris, an}t(:ling upathe
. sits B i party, ma
thhlcolorigl sits Bluebell, working, are of theTLEY };,Lt e
e EPUI ing for the approach of numbgr.d_ i
e lfilnd friend. They the buil mg.t sy
3 h'-'Sb;Ee runs to meet them. mug.hdcamf:; mmc, bupiap
i i is in tl studied wor .
i Dccasionally
3 hea"e"‘_‘ ! Il} RP‘P;; he walks to- well of elearnestnesi. ﬂ(ing s =
g b?lssior:je with his arm his similes f:retFOir o
; ation.
“ardsdtlm?rwaist and he murmurs l}'uthful app} x(s:lmlight e
e 1'6 ‘\Towj do I know what like rays o ]
e lA is in life. ¢What dark places, wl oG
Te I i
_S‘Vii:;C;Z; 1:51'; whispering ?’ asks or élasc]k;n::ntout(he L
B 1 made
the happiest : : e
A "];llﬁg 115:1; darlinlgl,’ he He i5 emphat}llcallioa; Iaanz B
N o |
. ??]122 i think,’ she says, the gospel olfdt i, l[()i 1 éssons, i<
1-c.p1165'1 t indescribably tender forth t.he [ ﬂ,lanat Mo
- tmt which in such moments needed non;d’s T
W 3 : ;
hw"':r?:]:l makes towards the man m ‘t};e \\:0[1"“ e
a wor g ‘
be the 1s, ) . e
she loves, ‘that I must i 1311511;[33 3 i
T scribes the duty which man
to man, and sets before his hearers
S0 clea; a view of the right course
of life—not only right, but wise,
because of the sweetness the:}el: ;;s
i among the
Endive is dead. To the in it—that thﬁeiléllest‘NOt gm-day
L v o o - .
Danli nT::Lwr forgave Sassafras for ~ can C'O}I::psays O e
e ihe her son (l:f Bluebell, and if alone,” he sho:ﬂd o
e room for a thornin  the year T e
e she would have The sentimen oy
i CDttaE‘]’: re was noroom.  sweeten th.Ls seasognuauy ,be e
i ke ds would not  were exermseq conh o f)e b
Sk I ﬁi:zd now she is mightiest soldiers tha ;misery p
- t i inst 1 an 2
allow it to gmwthcm A there agamst W.ggnora.nr]::’,l,d e
o U fmml S5 i,n the happy crime ;’they \;’o A
me thenc::her will soon be to a hxgl‘tc:r e}\:ﬁ:h Bert s
n‘:St.d Bm’ta a flower which will divine splnti: \}\i e
e joy the level of the brul b
; E e hich is worshippe
o o Sas-  the example whi _
to the hearts of Bluebell and e e Hu’n
who bade you bear one another‘s
burdens. ‘The day is spenlt; ;2
rational enjoyment. They wa it
a spot endeared to Sassafras a

¢ And a little to spare,’ adds Collt]s-
foot. Together they wall$ to ‘the
lictth; cottage, which is again bright

The brown tints of autumn are
coming into the leaves as all ﬂles-i
humble friends whom I have gro\?
to love stand around a grave.

safras.

It is winter again; and CI'{nls;t—
mas-day dawns upon them: T ; e
church bells ring blithely in the
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Bluebell by the tenderest memories
—to echo-land.  Again they wake
the echoes; again the inspired
hoﬂow speaks and sings. The scene
15 even more beautiful now in their
eyes thafn in the summer. The
pure whi‘Fe snow lies lightly on hill
and plain, and beantifies ever
ba:re, branch. = “Such a scene a)sr
this, says Coltsfoot, “always brin

to my mind, in some way, o
ture of creation before the ﬁ;‘
when the world was W
God’s breath to
and blossom.’
safras,

And now it is New-Vear's nigl
and ‘Sassnfms and Coltsfoot i
walking slowly to and fro outs'zt]m
the. cottage, in  the \\-’ix:u’lo'.\'s1 Ef
which lights are gleaming. Ry 0'
now and then Sassafras steps renet?
nto the cottage, and in a fei’ moy
njents comes out again and re'oin-
t(I,_laltsfoo‘f. Nc) word passes .hcl;:'cerf
it m:ml.l jo;r’: II]:EE dear to both is hang-
i el 2[. I the moments.  Hark |
iy fo; mmy Ireachﬁs their ears—a CIy 50
s ]; : that none _but ears attuned to
om? +To ey i ove could hearit. Coltsfoot passes
B f.]s 115 arm round his friend to sup
B i | -y ot the  him, for on that ¢ a sudd - P“r_t
bulfint - a;(\;:r 'if'lt‘lllt'— ness has come up@{ ‘Qi'lst;l:a.;*jls] dgtflll
il F 1€ neither speaks : ot o sl
o mu:}:}g&;fiﬁ’i:zd] we stand prayirt:lslelﬂ\s Eh[:ltl 'bfom
1311) ey funtknt I the them may be c;m-HIa o
?;Ssﬁfras and Bluebel] watr?dérfs:} g COtmEﬁ\li:; eqi:n.ﬂl\“:)e do{;r
& spot w 0 an L e
R L e e
but snow meets lheir‘g K minutes, Suc-;f- 5 e
flowers are hlooming o eyes, the  the cottape b
s brsghtIy P age, his eyes are filled

them as on th : i
é at bright s With tears of joy ang it
which filled thejr live:jmmer day  he holds outJO} S iy

are mutely
0 dear to

der memor; with ten. g ! his hand to Colts-
el ries. In the evening the 0ot. ¢ Thank e Lts
€ all together in Wbiic ey a sgb- Sl Bl he says, with
the three little girle oo "5 304 he tur 15 well’  And the
© 81rls, with their vio Wres from his frieng N‘;

2 d, anc

Mmuses upon the

ns, 1 lay Important parts 1011ty
T 2 Iesponsih Li Y

locks at Iris, and the e . dulenn

Rohin
hich has entered

idea suddenly

aceu i i is 1i
Prettr)s L‘J him that ghe is ver L
75 but his mind i 4

strongest, an lher(i }:h not of the Time rol

. . e idea re olls
mains, without forcing itselia-rv chafe their he;n.‘ _ Men fret and
€Xpression.  Blughe]] e mnto  smajl Wiy ﬂ_t- n the pursuit of
f:-lllllﬂ’ and they do not distulrllsu]any magnify intg ’de:‘hwh they falsely

e fire cackles ang glows) 1€, and neglect g, el Possessions,

> and  ang j

10ys which p,
them with iliinature
1at.  Whep Bluebe] <l

sh 5 i
. Wi:%hg:zes long into the bright blaze
Y€s 50 happy and wistful that

afe b iri
¥ Words whis tiring hand.

pered to her j : 1 :

Soft tone by Sassaf; G SI€DS into the
oy Tas brlng b gan, she hp 1€ sun-
cpk 8. Bhe takes 5o rls breast, anq nto :;El baby at her

her fingers twj SSEndy . bea : s

& twine roy .7 Deauty of her fy &sh young
with convulsiye Silatian nd his  ineffahe Cx"u'eq:iz has stolen, 1]1:3
G i ness which dwells 21:)]”1'0[)’ tender-

— n the f,
: ace
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be heard ! It comes upon him
once—he is impelled by the same
inward force, and cannot resist—
to introduce politics into a conver-
sation with Coltsfoot. They have
been to hear a social sermon from
the lips of a preacher, upon whom
many of his brethren look with dis-
pleasure and aversion. Strange to
say, this preacher is a Bishop.
Strange, because he is not content
with flowing platitudes ; because
with firm hand he grasps the nettle
Danger in his search for the flower
Safety ; because he is unsparing in
thanks God that he has escaped his denunciation of the follies and
from the thraldom which poisoned frivolities which pervade certain
his days and made a slave of him. classes of society, and is bitterly
So happy is he that he trembles at  severe upon those who make plea-
the idea of discovery. But nothing sure the chief business of their lives.
occurs to disturb the harmony of —This Bishop thanks God that there
his life. Besides, he is now a are some few ‘noble men and wo-
bearded man, and few would be men rising above this utter animal-
able to recognise him. What with ism, this low sensualism, and who
his work in the day, and his duties  do endeavour to realise that they
in Coltsfoot’s school in the evening, have a duty to discharge to God
he is employed fourteen hours out and man; and says, ‘though philo-
of the twenty-four. He enjoys a sophers may make themselves
glow of health to which he has merry at the expense of Chris-
hitherto been a stranger; he en- tianity, and though clever writers
joys the air, the sunshine, the breath may run down so-called sectarian
of summer, and the invigorating schools, and think it the height of
breezes which winter brings in its  enjoyment o ride on the box of a
four-in-hand or sail in a yacht, these
are not the things by which a man
may discharge his conscience to
God.! Bitterly does he deplore
that so many men and women in
high places ¢ go through the world
with blinkers over their eyes, shut-
ting out the painful sights around
flies from them as though a plague them, or stop their ears with wool,
were attached to them ; butatodd so that they may not hear the cry
times thought of No-Jand and his  of the fatherless; and yet these
Court and people intrudes itself men and women have a sunny
against his will, and seems to whis-  kind of belief that they are per-
f steel, ‘ Nay, I will forming life's duties worthily, and

of the mother. Ah, how happy are
the days | how sweet the evenings
when she and Sassafras sit in their
little humble room, gazing upon
the child which has drawn life from
them! Sassafras wants nothing,
yearns for nothing ; he has about
him all that can make life sweet.
He is not poor, for he has enough;
and yet he has but little. But con-
tent is a treasure outweighing gold
and silver, and this treasure he has.
He looks back upon his past life
with amazement at the folly of
men, and morning and night he

train.
€It is true, he thinks, ¢ that Tam

no longer a King, but I feel that I
am a man.’

He cannot quite banish thought
of the past, although he strives to
do so. He keeps himself steadily
aloof from all political matters, and

per in a tone 0
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that to be seen in g church now
and then during the year is a cloak
for their idle aimless hours and
days.’

These words make a deep im-
pression upon Sassafras, and he
says to Coltsfoot, as they walk out
of church:

“The preacher seems to think
that there is as wide a difference
now between classes in No-land as
there was before the disappearance
of the King.’

‘You have been too happy in
your domestic life,’ replies Colts-
foot, ‘to Pay much heed to politics ;
and as I haye observed, when I
have introduced political matters
intoourconversations, thatyouhave
been desirous of avoiding the dis-
cussion of them, T have not pressed
them upon you, Byt the change
in the political condition of the
country has not, up to this day, re.
sulted in a better state of thingg
for the people. T think that the man
who was chosen to Tepresent the
opinions of the ey Boverning
Power would confess as
The time was not ripe for chan e,
If you want 5 tree, after it has at-
tained 2 full anq strong growth, to
BTOW One way or the other, it myst
be trained Very gently. These men
demanded ap impossibi]ity. They
asked for equality, anq
they have shown themselyes utterly
unfit for Bovernment ; already they

Egypt's flesh-pots hag Proved too
strong for their Patriotism,’

‘I have never heard yoy €Xpress
an opinion,’ says Sassafras, ‘upon
the action of the King in deserting
his post.’

‘He was both weak,” replieg

Throughout Three Changes of the Seasons,

Coltsfoot, * and wanting ip 5 Sensp
of duty.’ ;
Sassafras does not
subject; and indeed Presently it
fades from his mind before the
Pressure of a deep affliction, His
child, so sweet a source of joy ang
happiness in their home, sickeng
and dies. The little one lies ill for
many days and nights, and neither
love, nor unwearying attention, nor
heartfelt prayers can saye it. The
mother, in her care for her darling,
begrudges the claims which nature
makes upon her ; and even when,
after long, long hours of watching,
sleep mercifully steals from her for
a little while the pangs of grief she
suffers, she will not leave her darl-
ing, but lies by his side with her
hand upon his neck, as though, by
that tender caress, she can move
the Angel of Death to stay his
hand. Tn vaipn, The last hour
comes surely, and in the dead of
night the flower dies with the dim
light of its parents’ eyes shining
upon it,

Come from the chamber with
me; the prief of these stricken
souls is tog deep, too sacred for
our eyes. They find consolation
in their faithful love for each other,
anda Strongercon
In the chamber
Inanimate form

pursue the

solation in prayer.
of death, with the
of their beloved
before them, they see 5 light beyond
the grave, T, falls upon the fee of
their child, opq he lives again, and
stretches oyt his arms ¢, them,

So Bluebe]) and

But this Christiy
last they shal] 5
that humple cot
content,

3s shall be the
Pend togethep in
tage of love ang

Cunning Little Dick.
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XVI.
CUNNING LITTLE DICK.

: change came about 1n a‘.
strZ;:;ne way.g It had been C:rli:t
foot's habit for many years to .
i places on Christmas-day,
Cerm}:n had often spoken to Sas}sa—
M ?the beautiful and touchm_g
s he had witnessed at this

e o in a large hospital, where
slezs:i?:k poor were cared for, Sas-
th

V- N

i e
safras had expressed a ‘:sh ézrsi:t_
these scenes, and upon t.lz s i
mas night he zu:cc‘)mpam;he .
foot to the hospltal.. Irisy sy
Bluebell at home, with g ’they

me, and Daisy, 5ayl g| s
S:oulc; return at nine 0¢€

akin
Robin was also at home, making

inking, as
big eyes at Iris, and thinking,
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he had thought three years ago,
how pretty she was. He had not,
however, yet mustered sufficient
courage to put his thought in
words.

On their way to the hospital,
Coltsfoot conversed with Sassafras
upon the state of the country, and
§assafra5 learnt much that aston-
1§hed him. The new administra-
tion h‘ad utterly failed to remedy
the evils of which the people had
complained ; the most unscrupu-
IousAofthe Quamoclitsand Whortle-
berries had got into power, and
were making the worst use’of it
Not only were they incompetent.
‘Lhey were corrupt ; and the peoplé
In-every part of No-land were cry-
m;?- é):t for a change.

ange !’ 1
gy d:,angee;clmmed Sassafras.

“
1\dehf:‘y say they were happier
. er Sas§afras, andthey are asking
:f etr;leehflls. The papers are fuﬁ
. S b}eme; even the papers
i bey theh Reformers say it

a4 happy day
coun.try if the Kili;)éould} bfeo;oui:]?
and mdutcd to resume his cro\\']r:
The principal one of these Pape :
15 edited by Old Humanity a

; x
quiID‘njaﬁyou kt]g\v that man ? in-
; ed Sassafras, in an agitated tone
y I have frequentl -
with him, and if 1

no other place,

Cunning

y conversed
: meet him in
meet him oft
RE en

at the hospital we are go;
now. He has ; b
s a daughter ther
nurse. 'Well, even Old H ins
. : = umanit
although his opinions are in nyc:
way. 1
t; ay slnhangcd, has saidin his paper
1. V :
at it would be well if the King
c_couicl be found. This man verb
sing f, speaks i b
" ?u]aﬂ}, speaks in somewhat ug:
€clionate terms of Sassafras: it
it

seem at o
§ that on the occasion on

Little Dick.

which he acted as spokesman for
!.hﬁ people he was most favourally
impressed by the demeanour of
the young King.

The mystery i
what can

have become i
Some say he is (1@71}:1[101]-1‘(' ?f v
3 ead; yet his body
has _nut been found. Old Hy
manity declares that the King i
alive, and in No-land; if so, he
has concealed himself cmmi;ugl}'
But here we are at the hospital! .
Sassafras, disturbed as he was
by what he had just heard, found
munh that interested him in . this
f}ospxtu]. He would fain have
hngcred long in the children’s ward
which was beautifully lit up by hunf
dreds of small Christmas candles
of yellow, and green, and red, and
blusj‘. The ward was lined with
str\?lght rows of cots, every one of
which had its child occupant, and
the eyes of all were fixed with
€ager gaze upon the coloured lights
which made the scene brillimt.
Son_ﬁe of the sick children lay upon
their backs, very still and quiet,
and from the snow-white bed-linen
P?Eped pitiful white faces ; the faces
;egﬂzﬁz‘;r \\;:rc joyous ; some clap-
el tht-::-mj h_a.ml:.; and some
though they (\-'?::]r;lm]d S'Ccmc'd i
il o have 3\'1511@}1
g g0 on for ever in this
Way. Not one of the children i
G ‘u children in
i a5 more than
,\ECLTlS of age ; were
babies ; but there e e
S Al were m
ong them.

one of these o]
paused,

thin and
Scarcely

twelve
dime mere
any old,
I Before
Th d faces Coltsfoot
€ childl—who was so
Lisshail that he looked
C1r
was two orlzhl: YEATR, of age, but
i BE vonrs
lying on his g; years older—was
1 his side : b
e, pa;
coloured Can(“_;&"b:}mg upon the
e €8, whicl -
wasted aw: A ch, as the
a\\dy, bur_ too SU’I‘(I} 1 )-iy
surely typi-

DK
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Cunning Little Dick.

his fate. There was not 2 trace
of pleasure in his sullen eyes, and
i his pinched, old, weazen face
fhere was the cunning of a fox.

« Cunning little Dick he's called,’
whispered the nurse, ‘and’'ve been
wld that he is proud of the title, al-
though, since he has been here, I
liaye never seen any other expres-
sion on his face than that which
rests there now. Fe was brought
here three weeks ago, having been
mun over and crushed badly, but
2 murmur has escaped his

fied

never
lips.'

Coltsfoot had started at the
name.

‘Do you remember,” he said in

alow tone to Sassafras, ‘the Christ-
mas-day we spent together when
you were a boy, before you went
on your travels, and the scene we

witnessed in that miserable garret,
where a woman lay dead of starva-
tion? Do youremember the baby
I found in a corner of the room,
and the name they called it by?
Dick —little Dick — cunning little
Dick "

Two other persons were now at
the bedside. Sassafras trembled
as his eyes fell upon the form of
Old Humanity. A lad who ac-
companied the old man stood by
the bedside. Not noticing Sassa-
i’rns’s;\g\tmiun,(ffoltsl.'uotcontinl.lcd.

¢This poor child must be cunning
little Dick.’

Old Humanity heard the words,
and joined in the conversation.

¢ Yes, that is the boy's name.
He has been brought up in the
gutters, and the prison has been
his best home, God help him !

Coltsfoot sighed, and at that
moment Old Humanity raised his

eyes, and looked Sassafras full in

g1

the face. Sassafras turned red,
then white, beneath the fixed gaze
of the old man,and stepped a pace
or two away from the bed. Old
Humanity also moved away, but
he did not remove his eyes from
Sassafras’s face. He seemed to be
puzzling out some problem.

The murse stooped, and said
something kind and gentle to cun-
ning little Dick ; but the lad made
no response in word or look, al-
though her tone was most motherly
and soft.

¢Ttwasn'this fault,’said the nurse,
in reply to an observation from
Coltsfoot; ‘he had picked a pocket,
and was running away. People ran
after him, and while he was crossing
from one sideoftheroadto the other
aman knocked him down. A brew-

passing at the time,
and the poor little fellow fell be-
neath the horses’ feet, and was
picked up terribly crushed.’

Coltsfoot laid his hand upon
the nurse’s arm with gentle sig-
nificance, and they both watch-
ed the face of cunning little Dick,
seeing there what was hidden from
the others. The two candles which
were on the little table by Dick's
side were almost burnt out, and
the lad’s eyes never wandered from
them. Coltsfoot knelt by the bed,
and took a little wasted hand in his.

¢Dick, he said, in a whisper,
<] want you to say a prayer ; listen,
and repeat after me ; it will do you
good.

Dick listened, never turning
his eyes from the light, and a
faint smile of scorn came to his
lips ; he uttered no word. One of
the candles was almost at its last
gasp; it flickered and flickered.

¢ What's that you say, Dick?# ask-

er's dray was
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ed Coltsfoot, for the lad’s lips were
moving.

Dick’s features assumed a more
cunning expression. The words he
strovetospeak couldscarcely be said
to be spoken, they were so faint and
low, but Coltsfoot heard them,

¢ Not guilty, yer worship.’

With a convulsive gasp the
candle gave up its life, and cun-
ning little Dick closed his eyes.
He made no farther movement,
and presently, with a look of grief,
the nurse placed cunning little
Dick's arms inside the bed, and
covered his face with the white
sheet. Then Coltsfoot murmured,

“To him who said, “Suffer little
children to come unto me,”

: one
has gone this moment. Ang this
corruptible has put on Incorruption,

and this mortal hag
tality.’

. With sad hearts they left the hos-
pital, Old Humanity walking with
them. Sassafras would have felt
more at his ease had the old man
not accompanied them »but Colts-
foot found Pleasure in the olg Re-
former’s society, and they talked
together until they arrived at the
cottage. The clear pictures which
Old Humanity drew of the political

s‘tate of affairs were revelations tg
Sassafras,

put on immor-

.‘ Then you are
said Coltsfoot, *that the experi-
ment has been g failyre B

‘A djstinct failure,’ Teplied Old
Humanity ; «we have gone from
bad to worse. The transition was
too violent, and we Wwere not pre.
Pared; neither are we strong
enough in numbers, Ag things are
nothing better can occur than the'
return of Sassafras, with a proper
understanding of g duties and

eady to admit,’

Cunning Little Dick,

Tesponsibilities. I saw him onl
once; but I seldom forget a fie
and never forget a voice,' I
Sassafras shrank from the gl
man’s side,
‘I never saw the King,

sajg
Coltsfoot.

‘Are you sure of that?' ques- |

tioned the old man.

 Quite sure.’

A thoughtful smile played aboy
the lips of Old Humanity,

‘I was surprised when I first sqt
eyes on him.
with an earnest face, in which
doubt and distress were plainly
visible. I seemed to see in his
€yes a struggle to arrive at the
truth of things. I thought, “ Here

| after Christmas he saw from his

| sons approaching, led by Coltsfoot.

1 saw a young man, |

plainly is a man who, with proper |

counsellors about him, might be

| lowing the direction of his gaze,

come a fit leader of a great people.” ;

I 'was certain that the vicious stories
I had heard about him were false,

and T went from his presence with |
A strange feeling of respect and |

pity for him,'
* You still believe he is alive?’
‘T am convinced of it. IfT had

any doubts before to-day, they are |

now dispelled.’

_ Sassafras understood the mean-

Ing of these words, They had now

arnved at the cottage,

: Isuppose, said 014 Humanity,
that T must g you good-night

‘ Unless

you will join our Christ-
mas party,’

replied Coltsfoot.

Humanity, bent his head

ave
BRI A0 entered

the cottage il them, He re
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party, and curiously observant of

: i : night, con- g
mained until late 1n ki everything about him.

mibuting to the happiness of the

XVIIL.

1T WAS CHRISTMAS THROUGHOU
stood with his arms around her dear
form, and faced the persons who‘en-
tered the room. Old Humanity,
Lord Crabtree, and a number of
other Reformers and Courtiers com-
posed the group. As they entered
they removed their hats, and stood
before Sassafras with uncovered
heads. Coltsfoot was the first to
speak.

¢These gentlemen requested me
to accompany them. BeIie?’ing,
as they said, that their business
with you was urgent, I led them
to the cottage when I knew they
would find you at home.’

It was not without intention
that he had chosen the simplest
words in which to explain his pre-
sence among them. He stepped
aside, and Old Humanity came to
the front. His first words caused
a shiver to run through Bluebell’s
frame, and a startled look to flash
into Coltsfoot’s eyes.

‘Your Majesty, said Old Hu-
manity, with straight directness,
‘we, a deputation from all ranks
of society, from the highest to the
lowest, have been appointed to
wait upon you to beg you to re-
sume your rightful position in the
land. Had we known earlier
where we could have found you, we
should have come to you. This is
not the time nor this the place to
enter lengthily upon our reasons.
Having, as I think, some know-
ledge of the workings of your heart

and mind, I do most truly believe
that it will be sufficient incentive

T ALL THE LAND,

SassAFRAS was not permitted to
remain long in doubt of 0Old Hu-
manity’s intentions. Within a week

wottage window a group of per-

They had timed their visit well,
choosing the mid-hour of the day,
when he generally spent an hour
at home. Bluebell was 1n tl}e
room, and, seeing marks of dis-
turbance on her husband’s face,
she came close to his side with
looks of anxious affection. Fol-

she saw the persons upon whom
his eyes were fixed. )
¢ They are coming here,’ she said.
‘T am-afraid so,’ he muttered.
‘ Have you anything to fear from
them? she asked apprehensively.
¢ Much. My happiness is in
their hands.’
She did not understand hiswords,
but they filled her with alarm.
¢One word, Bluebell, he s:1l1d
hurriedly. ¢ Has your married life
been a happy one?'
¢ Canyou ask? Can you ask?' sh.e
exclaimed. ‘O my darling, what is
the meaning of this change in you?’
¢You will know all presently. I
have not time to explain, but you
will learn from them. Strengthen
me, my heart’s treasure. Loqk
into my eyes, and assure me again
of your love. Ah, my sweet! what
perfect joy have I tasted during
these three happy years! Hush!
they are here.”
But he did not loose her.
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to you to accede to the wish of
your people when I tell you that
their condition is worse to-day
than it was during the time you
sat upon the throne.’

¢ Your most gracious Majesty,’ in-
terrupted Lord Crabtree, with tears
in his eyes, betraying an intention
to fall at his royal master’s feet.

‘Silence, my lord ! cried Sassafras
inasterntone. ‘Let this man speak.’

Old Humanity continued : ‘It
1s my purpose, and it will best serve
our ends, to be brief on this occa-
sion. You will have an opportu-
nity hereafter of proving the truth
of my words.’

Then, in a manly manner, with-
out abafing one jot of his indepen-
dence, he recounted the experi-
ences of the last few years, He
had found that those who enter-
t'fa.ined his opinions from convic-
tion, founded on reason, formed
but a small body of the people ;
around this small body surged
vast numbers of Quamoclits and
Whortleberries, who had wrested
the power from the hands of the
1{_eformers, and who, being rapa-
cious men and ignorant of the first
prneiples of good government, had
shown only an anxiety to enrich
themselves at the expense of the
people. The consequence was that
%arge employers of labour, distrust-
ng their political rulers, were gra-
dually narrowing their operations ;
thousands of men were out of emi
ployment; trade was languishing ;
therewere much misery and distres;
throughout the country; the re-
spect in which No-land was held by
other nations was rapidly diminish-
ing, and there was great danger that
the senseless and arrogant folly of
the Quamoclits and Whortleberries

would bring on a disastrous forejgy
wat, if it did not provoke a Wors
el\==l in the shape of civil dissy
sion. These and other mae
Old Humanity briefly and forcibl
touched upon, and concluded by
frankly declaring that when on g
former occasion he had accepts
the position of spokesman for
people, he had committed a seriog
€rror.

When he had concluded othes
pressed forward to speak, but S
safras held up his hand. He ha
heard enough, he said, and he bad
them depart and return to the col
tage in an hour for his answer.

The deputation withdrew, and
Sassafras, DBluebell, and Cohsfoui
were left alone. The countenancd
of Sassafras was distressed ; that of
Coltsfoot was grave and thoughtful
Bluebell, standing a little apar
watched them both with eyes 01{
anxious love and friendship.

‘Come to my side, Bluebell
said Sassafras, ‘and let me try i
gather wisdom from love.’

Bluebell moved close to her hus
band ; he took her hand in his.

‘You are not angry with mé
Bluebell, for having deceived youl

‘No, my King :

Her hand dropped from b
grasp as he cried,

¢ Bluebell I

So sharp was his note of agon
as he detected in Ler tone such hf
sitation and reserve as she woull
Ezsz:,lrly;ba;lopt when speaking ¢
she trern‘[)le:‘t';.el:;hfer i .11_19
e e efore .hlm.- Raisin
P ,in ¥ s?w him “'fnh yearl
w3 tOWa.rdlss ].’:\CE, ll?ldnlwg out hi

er. She fell int

them, and he
iss
ol wedl i ed her sweet fad
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¢« Your husband, darling, your
mate ; not your King.’

¢My husband, my mate, my
heart's delight !

¢ Always, for ever, until the last
day!
His full love would be satisfied
with no less; and she repeated the
words after him with a deep hap-
piness in her heart.

¢ Never to change, darling, what-
ever occurs,’ he said.

¢ Never to change, my dearest.
IfT thought otherwise I should die.’

¢ We have been very happy here,
Bluebell’

She sighed. What was the future
to be?
" ¢If’ he continued, ‘all lots in
life were set before me, I would
choose this life that we have led,
and gratefully live my days until
the end comes. Surely, in so do-
ing, I should be violating no law,
human or divine! I work for my
bread, and by the labour of my
hands T supply the wants of those
whom I love. What higher dignity
can I desire? I work, I enjoy, 1
do no man wrong, and I thank God
for all. Why should I change ?
Within these walls great happiness
has been mine ; they are sanctified
by the dear memories that love
and friendship have created ; they
seem to speak to me as I look
upon them, and seem to beg me
to remain. Here our firstborn drew
his first breath ; his grave is near;
here have 1 tasted the sweetness
that lies in sorrow, the love that
lies in affliction, the hope and the
joy that are born of faith ; here
have I been drawn nearer to God!
Counsel me, Bluebell ; advise me,
dear woman! What shall T do?

Bluebell looked pleadingly at

Coltsfoot; his countenance had not
changed its thoughtful expression.

‘It is for you to decide, dear
love, said Bluebell ; ¢ youare wiser
and stronger than I. However itis
to be, believe that I shall be happy
if you are satisfied.’

Sassafras paced the apartmentin
serious mental disturbance. He
also looked at Coltsfoot, who, how-
ever, made no sign. Then said
Sassafras, somewhat bitterly,

¢ Are you waiting for permission
to speak before the King?

¢ No, replied Coltsfoot, in a gen-
{le tone, ‘I am waiting to hear how
your best judgment prompts you
to decide.’

«Youhaveheard, 1covet noother
lot than this. I desire no higher.’

¢You speak out of your selfish-
ness, then.

¢ T speak out of my heart.

¢ What would you say of the sol-
dier who, when his country, for a
just cause, demands the strength
of his arm, slinks out of the ranks,
and hides in his chimney corner #'

¢The soldier enlists of his own
free will. To desert at such a mo-
ment is the act of a coward.’

«What, then, of the man who,
placed by destiny at the head of a
great nation, and having within his
hands the power of achieving great
good, flies fretfully from his respon-
sibilities, because he has not the
strength of mind to set his heel
upon the littlenesses with which
established routine declares his life
must be occupied? When you say
you desire no higher lot than this,
you speak out of your blindness.
So can1 fancy some Sybarite speak-
ing, who maintains that there is no
higher aim in life than the indul-
gence of luxuriousness. And while
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the world is groaning round about
him, he, wrapt in his silken cloak
of selfish ease and effeminacy,
heeds nof, hears not, the suffering
cries of his brothers and sisters.
0, cried Coltsfoot, with passion-
ate fervour, ‘that I had been born
to power as you were | that I pos-
sessed the capacity which is yours,
and which you regard so lightly, of
healing the wounds of a great
people! I would lift my lance
against ignorance. I would give
good opportunity to those who are
born Iow down. I would root un-
cleanliness out of myland. I would
honour true merit, I would Wwage
war against the fashions which
drift a nation upon the rocks of
false morality. I would walk with
my eyes open through the streets
of my country, and T would do my
best to purify them, I would be a
priest to my people—a healer. By
my example, T would make sim-
plicity honoured, Religion should
be something more than 4 tradition,
and God should be worshipped on
Mondays and Tuesdays, and the
other weck-duys—-worshipped, as
He should be worshipped, in
houses and streets a5 well as in
churches, by the livin 2 of good lives
and the constant exercise of charity
and virtue, Sowould I walk through
my life and live my days, and fylf]
the solemn trust which had fallen
into my handsﬁleaving behind me,
when my task was done, an hon-
ourable name, built upon solid
foundation, and a heritage of good
deeds to grace my children’s lives,

and make them loved throughout
the land 1"

* * *

*

A year has passed, and Sassafag
reigns again in No-land, Lord
Crabtree is dismissed, and by the
King's side, for counsellors, ar
Coltsfoot and Old Humanity, Wise
counsellors, indeed, are they; they
strike at the very root of evil ; false
fashions and sham moralities fu]
beneath their lances, and glittering
masks are torn from the faces qf
idols hitherto worshipped in high
places. Short as is the time that
has elapsed since the events re.
corded in the last chapters, great
deeds have been done, and, with
God's help, greater still will e
accomplished. Sassafras is beloved
by all; and even more beloved than
he is Bluebell, whose modesty,
simplicity, and goodness have en-
deared her to the hearts of the
people. Their pictures—hers with
a baby in her arms—hang upon
the walls of every lowly cottage in
the land; and when she walks or
rides through the streets, loving
eyes follow her, and loving hearts
treasure up the affectionate looks
she bestows upon them, Iris, Lu-
cerne, and Daisy live in Bluebell’s
cottage, and many are the happy
hours Sassafras and Bluebell spend
in that dear home, And when the
Good Season comes r
men and women w
means are influenced
example set they
and Queen, ang

ound again,
ho have the
by the bright
M by their King
80 among the poor
and lowly, and the light of good
deeds shines upon gy way. Truly
2 blessing hag faller
country,and itig
out all the lang,
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