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THE HEIR

OF GAYMOUNT,.

e Wb,

1
WATCHED.

AN the night of the 2oth of 0c-

tober, 1368, a.man wrapped in

. w244 a cloak came out of a house on

the southern bank of the Potomac, and

walking cautiously along the front of the

mansion in the deep shadow—for the

moon shone brightly—disappeared in a

sort of conservatory attached to one
wing of the establishment.

In a few moments he reappeared, evi-

dently carrying something beneath his

"cloak, and was about to emerge into the"

moonlight, when a low breathing behind
him made him start. IHe looked over
his shoulder; a large deerhound was si-
lently following him,

“Idid not see you,” he muttered,
-“‘but come on, you are a discreet dog.”

And he ¢rossed the sward in the moon-
light, making his way toward an enor-
mous oak springing from a knoll in the
grounds, .

He had not seen another thmg “As
- he went out of the front door of the

~ house a slender female form lightly de- .
scended the stairs; open_ed the door
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without hoise, and following him, watch-
ed all his movements. When he crossed
the moonlit expanse, the figure made a
circuit, keeping in the shadow of the
oaks; glided from tree to tiee; kept pace |
with him thus as he advahced; and final-
ly paused behind the trunk of a large
oak, about tweénty paces from-the onz
toward which the man seemed to be di-

- recting his steps.

Having reached this pomt the figure
1o longer made any movement. Con-
cealed behind the oak, and peering cau-
tiously around the rugged vale, the spy, .
with eyes which seemed to penetrate the
darkness, watched the strange and sus-
picious proceedings of the man in the
cloak.

They were calculated to excite curiosi-
. Having reached the great tree, grow-

ing from the grassy knoll, the man threw

his cloak upon the earth, deposited a
spade and pickase which he had carried
beneath it, beside the cloak, -and thea
proceeded to take off his' coat and roll
up his shirt sleeves. These movements -
were watched with deep attention by the-
deer-hound, who at a sign from his mas-
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ter had stretched himself beneath the
tree. 'The man then drew forth his
watch: held it close to his face—allow-
ing & stray moonbeam to fall upon it—
and muttered: - -

““] calculated the time exactly—it is
precisely ten minutes past cleven—the
hour has come.”

-The speaker seized the pickaxe, and
raising his eyes, gazed attentively at the
huge boughs of the oak above him. The
trunk was knotty, gnarled, half denuded
of its foliage by the hand of Autumn, and
here and there, as at the summit, appear-
ed decayed stumps of boughs, indicating
the great age of the oak.

“ Let me reflect,” muttered the man.
¢3. D, L, N. W.—there can certainly
be no.doubt about that! ¢October 20—
11: 10—T. T,'—that is equally unmis-
takable! Come, the thing can be no
- juggle. I have only to ‘digt”

His face flushed, and he went straight
to a certain spot beneath the tree, and
raising his pickaxe began to dig with ar-
-dor, So vigorously was the work pro-
 secuted, that in a few moments he had

i .-opened an oblong hole with the pick;
and then exchanging it for the spade, he
began to throw up the loose dirt ina
heap on the side of the opening. The

work was hard, but the man pursued it

with feverish rapidity. Scarcely a sound
‘ «was heard as the soft loam was shoveled
" up; and the workman thus engaged in
his silent toil, resembled rather a phan-
tom than a human being. Soon the
spade was laid down, and the pick re-
sumed. The sharp instrument, pene-
trating the loam, made no more noise
than the spade; the hole grew deeper;
the newly-loosened earth was removed
like the former; and then it became ne-
cessary to descend into the opening to
continue the work. The man descended

iato it, and now orly half his body was

visible. But the pick continued to rise

and fall; the spadefulls of earth to be.

thrown upon. the pile; and at the end of
an hour an opening two or three feet
by four or five, and resembling a grave,
yawned beneath the ocak.

The attention of the man, and the

deer-hound also, was so deeply absorbed
in this work, that neither observed the
slight figure which glided stealthily from
tree 1o tree, ever drawing nearer to the
great oak. Then the figure all at once
was lost to view beneath the shadow, but
suddenly reappeared, by magic, it seem-
ed, behind the very great ocak itself,
From that place of concealment the
burning eyes were fixed immovably upon
the silent workman.

His toil continued without cessation,
and at every moment grew more ardent.
The earth rose from the pit, making the
pile beside it larger and larger. The
man's head and shoulders only now ap-
peared above the ground. His forehead
was streaming with sweat; a hoarse
sound issued from his lips; something
seemed to drive him to his passionate
toil, as a goad drives,

This continued until his head had
nearly disappeared. Then a groan of

~ disappointment was heard to issue from
the gravelike opening. The resem-’

blance probably struck the man, for he
muttered :

“Nothing! After all, [ have dug my

grave for nothing 1”
He rose slowly, and got out of the

hole, wiping his wet forehead. The

figure behind the tree started, trembled,
and seemed about to spring forward.
But the design was not carried out. All
at once the man uttered an exclamation,
and at one bound reached and raised
from the ground a dead limb which had
fallen from the oak. It was at least six
feet in length, and as large around as
his leg-~but exerting all his strength,
the man climbed up the oak, clutching
the huge boughs, and dragging the
dead limb with him.
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He ascended tﬁus; foot by foot, until

he reached the point where at a dizzy
height grew three dead stumps of limbs
in a row upon the trunk, Here he stop-
ped ; clung with his left hand to the mid-
‘dle stump; and raising the limb which
he had dragged up the tree, with his
right hand, applied the butt end of it to
the most elevated stump. It fitted ex-
actly ;" every projection in each precisely
adapted itself to the other. The man
descended rapidly, still grasping the

fragment of the limb; hastened to the -

opening which he had madé in the sward,
and laying the limb on the earth, in the
direction which the shadow had taken
when he commenced his work, proceed-
ed with activity more feverish-than be-
fore to dig at the spot thus indicated.

¢ Here is the spot to d'ig my grave,”
he muttered, panting heavily, and with
a stlange smile upen his lips.

A Ibw exclamation issued from the
concealed figure, but the man did not
heed it. He was working like a giant;

the pick rose and fell as by machinery;

the shovel threw up the dirt; in an in-
credibly short space of time the new
‘grave” had been dug to a depth of
more than four feet. ‘The man panted:
and staggered with his exhausting toil,

A savage excitement seemed to have mas-

tered him, He was growing nervous,

superstitious—a sombre influence, born

no doubt of his lugubrious work, began

to steal over him and master all his fa-

culties,

““I will dig forever but I will find it,”
he muttered in hoarse and furious ac-
cents. ‘It is not his—he lies—it is
mine and my wife's and child’s, He shall
not have it—I"ll have his blood first. It
is here—it must be here. T will find it
or fall and die in this grave thatT have
dug.”

A species of vertigo seized upon him.
He raised the pick and it fell, piercing
the soft earth to the depth of a foot. It

struck something—the man staggered—
the comcealed figure uttered a cry, and
reached him just at the moment when
he fell back fainting in the grave.like
opening.

II.
GAYMOUNT AND ITS OWNER.

Before proceeding with our narrative,
we beg the reader to go back with us to
the month of October, 186s5. :

One morping in that bright month a
young man was sitting in a large apart-
ment of a large house, in what is called
the ‘“Northern Neck of Virginia,” lean-
ing his forehead upon his hand and re-
flecting.

The old house might have been
succinctly described as ‘“torn down
generally;” and - the room in which .
the youth pursued his aimless re-
verie was a fair specimen of the whole
establishment, It was decorated with
highly ornamented, cornices, but part of
the rich work had crumbled and fallen;
with pine wainscotting elaborately carved,
but it was cracked and otherwise disfi-
gured; with a variegated marble man-
telpiece, but one end of it had been shat-
tered; and with furniture once of great
elegance, but now dilapidated and falling
to pieces; the old carpet was in rags;
some old presses seemed to tipple over;
the old sideboard wanted a foot; the old
portraits looked out dimly from tarriish-
ed frames whose gilt was mouldering.
Dust lay on them, and the paint was
cracking—you could scarce make out the
lace and ringlets. In fact, walls, man-
telpiece, furniture and pictures, were all
passing. The effacing finger of time
had nearly achieved a complete conguest,
leaving the apartment a mere relic of
past splendor.

1t seemed a pity that this ruin should
have come on the old house, which was
evidently a landmark of the past. You
could see ‘that it dated far back--had

1




8 The Heir of Gaymount.

come into the world at least a century
before, and as plainly had ‘“come to
stay.” The walls were three or four feet
thick; the doors were solid and had nz-
ver warped ; in the great broad window-
sills you could fancy the lovers of oid ge-
nerations—when men and women lived
superbly, powdered their hair and wore
lace and velvet—whispering by moon-
light, or scratching their names on the
window panes.

In 1868, all that was very dead indeed.

The house was going to wreck and ruin,

and the grounds around it were in the
same condition. Through the windows
you looked out on a desolate prospect.
There lay before you an extensive park,
studded with oak; ‘beyond were slender
Lombardy poplars; farther still, long
rows of negro quarters, a garden, and
stables large enough to hold a hundred
horses—but, in one and all of these ob-
jects you saw the traces of age and ne-
glect. The oaks and poplars were slow-
1y dying at the top; the garden. was de-

solate-looking ; the quarters were mere '

ruins; the stables ¢‘tumble down” and
untenanted nearly; and as to fences, 2

_few rails and staggering posts here and
there was all.

The old days were long dead, like the
men and women who illustrated them,
and who were fast asleep under their
thmibstones, Once upon a time this old
house of Gé.ymount had been the abode
of profuse hospitality, and had looked
out proudly on a domain of more than
three thousand acres. In this October,
1865, it was almost deserted; its owner
was a youth wearing a shabby coat; and
his estate embraced exactly forty acres.

He was a young man of about twenty-
five, slender, of medium height, with
dark hair, ruddy complexion, and eyes
naturally full,.of frankness, good sense,
and courage—though at this moment
their expression was one of lassitude and

discouragement. He wore an old faded

coat, a waistcoat and dingy pantaloons

“of the same material—a calico shirt in

strips nearly—and boots full of holes.
QOur poer young man was sitting in an
elbow chair, once handsome, but now

defaced and ricketty; beside a table lit-

tered with books and papers, beyond
which was seen an old sideboard, (top-
pling forward,) with glass and some sil-
ver upon it; and at the feet of the youth
was stretched a large deerhound, gazing
into the cheerful blaze made by a few
twigs in the great wide fireplace.

For half an hour the young man con-
tinued his meditations. The calm and
brave mould of the féatures says much
for his energy of temperament but, ‘at
the moment, this energy seems to slum-
ber, yielding almost to despair. His
brows are knit together; a weary ex-
pression is upon the lips, and a sigh is-
sues from them, which attracts the atten-
tion of the hound, causing him to rise,
and lay his intelligent head upon his
master’s knee.

The young man smiles thereat, and
slowly passes his hand caressingly over
the head of the dog.

Then his lips open, and he mutters in
a voice of mingled sadness and bitter-
ness— e
111,

WHAT CARTARET SAID TO HIS DEER-
HOUND.

# You are serving a bad master, Leon,
and I advise you, if you are an intelli-
gent dog, to attach yourself to some
more prosperous individual. Like mas-
ter, like dog, old comrade—you will: soon,.
be thin, gaunt, hungry, and your very
fur, if that is possible, will grow ragged.
Lucky dogl—your species don’t attach
much importance to dress, however.
You are unlike men—but stop! you are
Tike them, too, in some thing.. You growl
and bite, Leon, and are given to tear the
comrade who is down."”
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The. deerhound whines and wags his
tail, apparently remonstrating against
this cynical view of human and dog na-
ture.

“You deny it, then,” continued his
master, ‘‘and no doubt think that I am
indulging in ill-natured snarls—that men
are better than I make them out, Well,
that shows you don’t know human na-
ture, old fellow. Men are a poor set,
decidedly; 1 like you dogs better! 'Why
not? You are more faithful and disin-
terested—at least a young man of my
acquaintance, named Edmund Cartaret,
has found you so. You wag your tail,
Leon-~do you know this Cartaret? If
s0, you also” know his present status in
the world—that he is the splendid pro-

prietor of a large house, to which i Is af~

tached an immense domain, cons:stmg
of no less than forty acres—that his fa-
mily was once rich ; his father a person

.of great fortune, until a certain Mr, Tug-

muddle ruined him; that the said Ed.
mund Cartaret was adopted by his uncle
Henry—went to the wars—came Back—
found this house and the small patch of
ground around it his sole patrimony—
while the three thousand acres once be-
longing to the estate, were in possession
of his cousin, Arthur Botleigh—Arthar
Botleigh, Esguire, 1 should say, Leon—
for is he not the ‘head of the family
Is he not courted, {lattered, made much
of, as the rich heir, while the insignifi-
cant Edmund Cartaret is completely lost
sight of? Poor Arthur! Tugmuddie has

his clutches on him, they say, and I pity

him, for he is a good fellow, and never
meant to do me a wrong ! What wrong?
T'am a pauper; but why should I charge
that to him? No, I'll not be Aunjust,
Leon—that would be resembling my spe-
cies too closely; and I am determined,

henceforth, to cultivate the virtues of you

“dogs! That will he ¢ going to the dogs,’

you see—and what could describe my
condition ‘better? Here 1am in this

year 1865, a poor youth, without respect,
and almost without food and clothes;
with no money, no credit, only one old
servant, and one friend, Guy Hartrigger,
—amnoticed, uncared for, sinking into
the slough of despond—and yonder, Ar-
thur is drinking his wine, and entertain-
ing his guests splendidly—the true lord
of the manor and ¢ head of the family.’”

The young man paused, and uttered
a short laugh,

‘¢ Well, so be it—you are left, old fel-

“low,” he added; ““you are faithful, and

though you can’t help me, you love me,
which is a ‘great deal! Comé, give me
some good advice, Leon. What is left
for the poor son of the gentleman who
has ruined himself in charity to his poor
neighbors, and the destitute of the whole
country? Speak, Leon; I have confi-
dence in your honesty and disinterest-
edness. 'We have made the great cam-
paigns together—you followed me every- |
where, keeping beside me, and when I
was shot once you found me and stood
howling by my body, until ‘Guy Hart-
rigger came and rescued me. - That is
what I call devotion—if you are a dog
only—-so advise me! How shall I try to
make a living P—for I'll starve if I stay
here, old fellow! By the Law? I have
no money, and perhaps no brains for that,
‘The Army? Well—but tell me what
army ! Napoleon's or Maximilian's,

. Leon? It is a long way to France or.

Mexico, and T am wholly penniless. ‘Sell
my house to obtain means—my old fur-
niture, my old pictures—the home of my
father in his boyhood, of his father and

* grandfather before him? Ah! the very

thought. cuts me }—and yet, what other
course is left? No one will weep-except
myself. Shall I sell out and go into ex-
ile? You wag your tail, Leon. That
means ‘sell, master, sell—I at least will
never desert you'—and I don’t doubt the -
fact, Leon, for you are 2 dog. Yes, I
think you are right, old comrade.. Why
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stay here and grow poorer and shabbier
.every day? Better wear out than rust
out,”

Leon rose and turned hls head, listen-
ing. :
¢ What is the matter, old fellow ¥ ad-
ded the youth.

i.con hastened toward the door.

“ There, yon are going too. If you
were a man instead of a dog, I should
say that my discourse on poverty had

frightened you, or that you had a piece

of bad news to tell some intimate friend,
and trembiled for fear that some one else
might forestall you.”

Iv.
JUBA.

As Cartaret uttered these synical
words, footsteps were heard without;
soon thed oor opened, and entered an old
African, grey-haired, in dilapidated
clothes, all patched, but with something
courtly and dignified in every movement
of his person. This was Juba, formerly
‘body servant to the young man’s father—
now ““factotum general” of the son.

Juba held in his hand two letters which
he had brought from the post office ; but
it never occurred to him to deliver them
without due ceremony. He went to the
.old sideboard, tock a silver waiter there-
from, deposited the latter upon it, and
approaching the young man with an air
of great respect, presented: the waiter
and its contents with a low bow, and the
words:

“ From the post office, sir.”

# A ¢local letter’ this,” said Cartaret,
Janghing, as he looked at the first. ““ A
dun, no doubt.”

And he was not mistaken. It was the
village storckeeper’s ¢ polite reminder” of
his “Iittle bill.” He begged to inform
Mr. Cartaret, in a flourishing hand, that
the account had been due three months
—that his terms were cash—that he
would be compelled, in default of pay-
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- ment, to place the account in the hands

of the law.

“Very well,” e;aculated the youth
coolly,. * there’s ancther human trait for
you, old Leon! This gentleman- has
made a small fortune from the Cartarets
—but times have changed. The rich
father is dead, and the poor son is a bad
customer. His little account has been
due three months; he has not béen paid
—an unheard-of enormity !—instant pay-
ment or the tender mercies of the con-
stable! Well, human nature is a charm-
ing thing, after all, and there is a large
amount of it in the world, or I am very
much mistaken.”

With that he opened the second letter,
which was a most headlong and trémen-
dous specimen of penmanship—such, in
fact, as a gentleman might produce, it
he expected the train to pass in precisely
three minutes, and had a page to fill
while waiting for it.’

“ Ah! from New York,” said the
young man; and he turned to the sig-
nature.

¢ Frank Lance,” he added; “well, I
think this will turn out more agreeable.”

And with a smile upon his lips, Car-
taret proceeded to read the letter, It ran
as follows:

“ My old and estremed friend Cartaret :—Nonc
of your * Sirs,” or ° Misters,’ or ‘Licutenants’
for me, old fellow. Don’t Frank Lance rememe-
ber how you played the good Samaritan to him

onee P—how you took care of him, hefriended
him, gave him that old grey horse to ride, and

made him yours eternally? Perhaps yos don't ’

remember that; but Frank Lance does, and is
coming to see you, Ere a week shall have
rolied onward, the undersigned will make his
advance. He comes to beard the young lion in
his den, regardless of peril—to entrust s valu-
able person to the lord of Castle Dangerous—
well knowing what he risks, incarceration in a
subterranean dungeatt, or 2 death of prolonged
agony from tar and feathers.

« But the die is cast—the fatal moment ap-

proaches, The traveling correspondent of the
« Bird of Freedom’ knows not fear, Be inhu-
man to him—he will describe alll Tar him,

The Héir of Gaymount.

he will tell the particulars! Bury him deep in
your darkest dungeon, and he'll write an ac-
count of it on the walls, Hang, ‘draw, and
quarter kim, and each bleeding morsel of flesh
shall turn into a pen and write the details for
the ‘Bird of Freedomn'—-circulation Too,c00—
and now is the time to subscribe 1
’ “ Yours truly,
“* FRANK LANCE."
“P. S——Forgot to say ¥ am setting outto
travel over and describe the Southern battle-
fields for the < Bird," Don’t send anywhere for
me—I don't know how I'll reach you, ‘but I
amve—Farewe]l rebel 1"

Cartaret laid down the letter, and be-
gan to laugh. As soon as that expres-
sion came back to his face, you could see
that it was the natural one—he laughed
so well,

o Very good, my  dear Lance,” he
said, ““you will be welcome,-—-l never
knew a better fellow.”

And he went back, in memory, to the
moment, of his ﬁrst acquaintance with
the gay New Yorker, Cartaret had been
on detached service with a dozen cavalry
on the Upper Potomac, when one even—
ing a prisoner, in citizens clothes, was
brought in. * On Dbeing questioned, he
began to laugh, and introduced himself

as Mr. Frank Lance, war cotrespondent
of a New York journal, to prove which,
he submitted to Cartaret his note hook,
and some newspaper slips. Sitting by

 the bivouac fire, the young officer read

them, and found them suggestively
comic, He read them aloud then, and
everybody laughed; whereupon Frank
Lance, Esq., exclaimed: ‘“What ajolly
set of rebelst” Then he and Cartaret
talked long; the young man finding his
prisoner a perfect gentleman. In con-
clusion, he took Lance’s parole simply.
The prisoner was kept for some days

.\vholly unguarded; and, finally, when

he was brought in, the two young men
had become almost friends, and Cartaret
proved his regard. Finding Lance foot-
sore and sick, he lent him one of his

. own horses, in order that he ‘might not

IX

be compelled fo walk up the Valley,~-
and then prisoner and horse vanished,
only to be re-called subsequently by a
message among the ““personals™ of a
Richmond paper, which announced to
Lieutenant Edward Cartaret that Mr.
Frank Lance had returned home, and
that when this cruel war was over, he
hoped tp meet his friend again. There
the whole affair ended, to be recalled by
the letter which Cartaret held in his
hand, :

A slight noise anndunced the fict that

old Juba was waiting respectfully. Car-
taret turned his head.

‘How is the larder, Juba ? I'm afraud ;

the flour and hacon— g
The old servant sighed. B
“I expect a friend from the North,

Juba, and we must entertain him well.”
Juba almost groaned. Then shaking

his head:

“There's mighty little left, Mas Ed-
-n:mnd. B'iling the last old ham to-day,
sir.”

‘“Well, the sheep

““Killed the last a month ago, Mas |

Edmund.”

Cartaret knit his brows.

‘I really don’t see what to do theh,
Juba. No bacon, no mutton—only a
hog or two, and no corn to fatten them,
from the terrible drought. Things look
blue. There are the ducks Guy will
kill; and I think I can shoot a deer, But
then bacon and flour are wanting too. I
am afraid we are going' to starve this
winter, Juba.”

And Cartaret laucrhed but in a rath-
er dispirited fashlon

“Not quite, I hope, Mas Edmund,”
said the old servant, with an expression
of pain almost. “I'll starve, yself,
hefore old master’s son shall want. Don’t
be afeard, sir, we'll have enough for the
gentleman that's eoming, sir.”

And old Juba internally resolved that
in African parlance *somebody.should

i




B e e T

12 The Heir of Gaymount.
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fEOm (-)k,l Jube, iilhton:z:ftf::ﬁ I was satchel; selected a na:rrow.—shp from tze
‘ I Z“']‘)t nl?i rs:asterp Mas Edmund ! bundle, and, extending 1t1 toward the
a ) :
n:“‘S‘G:A c{ Le made af gentleman of you, young man, said, courtem{s y that bas
"I’l lairned Cartaret ¢ A little matter of business .
17 exclairn . . N
Ju:la;e extended his hand, which old Juba probably escaped your attention,

if Cartaret.” :
lp;ressed{dalr}iek:zklzis?: very mouch, 2 | The young man took the paper, and
€ wou 1 *

i i " looked at it. It was an official announce-
'“ e areha“f;::?ruiuf:;ZZf’ngtuE;;r ment from the District.Collector of Tax-
e o b ztdY The ‘bread of es, to the effect that, 1.nasmuch as Mr.f
a y’our M reis l.)itter. But if I, E. Cartaret had not paid the amount o
e and strom as I am, allowed yoz  tax with which he had been assessed, }}15
e Stl:(mlf’ d woul,d' choke me! plate and wearing appare.l w.ould be dis-
o o ¢ l-eaon’t starve as long tressed on and sold, within ten days
o thore. are ‘(’1"9 win the woods, and from date. The object of the process
?15 ::;ecr):l fﬁ: ri::: Now, ask Hartrig- being to enforce payment of the amount
uc .

ge: to come and go ShOOtmg. If th»a-t Of ta.x, Wlth ﬁVe PeI cent. penalty for

fails, I'll go to Mexico. But who isthat non-payment, when. 1ega1.1y' dge, i;(:; ‘
o g he door, Juba.” twenty cents for notice; sixty-five

comingt Goto e ’ ' for mileage; one dollar and fifty cents

for writ of distraint, and three dollars for

V. notice of sale,

AN OFFICER OF THE LAW. . ;
isi eyes, an
A light vehicle had stopped before the  the young rnan,hfaasfniforlsout);hs', e
front door of the house, and this vehicle ﬁndmgh:ahose ?ffBults ::ere f; e e
i - ersonages, upon him. i g
Contam&; o ‘:f:)li:l ressed p = that I do not understand, sn-."’ .
Oni (I)f‘;& Oﬂ(l:agrzaret ;1t home?’ the new A mild expression of enquiry greete
s Mr. i -
i these words, )
CO!::;l_’ sm:irto {;11:'? -is—he was just now,” “1 find myself tafced here,” sa}:ld (i‘::r:
respo:;;d I:he old servant, in the chill taret, ““upon. ten times as much prop

¢¢ All this seems in regular form,” said
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this memorial of the days of struggle,
when suddenly a terrific growl behind
him caused him ‘to Jjump at least three
feet, This grow! proceeded from Leon,
who had apparently construed the moye.
ment of the stranger jn a hostile light,
and was about to come to the rescue of
ist, sir?” his master., And 2 second incident, at
““My list _ _ the same moment, tended stil| farther to
“Of taxable property and income, arouse the apprehension of the officer.
my dear sir. -The Jaw so directs, and The grinning mouth of the dog met his
publication was made in two news. €yes on one side; on the other he ncﬁw
papers.” beheld a gaunt figure, standing in the
Cartaret smiled rather grimly,’ rear door of the apartment; which figure
“I am too poor to subscribe to news-  grasped a long and deadly-looking
papers, sir,"” he said, gun, ‘ X
The officer of the [aw looked at him The “ combination of attractions " was
with sympathy, too much for the officer’s equanimity,
“That is unfortunate, my dear sir. He retreated toward the front door, but
. But on failure to receive the list, the as-  Cartaret stopped him, ‘
Sessor is directed by law to make out one
from the best information he can ob-
tain.”

Cartaret smiled again, in the same
manner,

erty and income as I ever possessed.”
#Is it possible, sir? You must be
mistaken.”
- “Iam not, T assure you,” :
The visitor looked at the paper.
“Yes, I see; the amount is large,
But, perhaps, you did not give in your

I see you are apprehensive of some
danger, sir,” he said, * but there is none
whatever, My dog is not half so savage

- as he appears, and that gun is not for
use against officers of the law. 1 thank
you for your courtesy in the performance
of what must be 2 very disagreeahle
duty; and I will try to Pay the tax—-if
I cannot, you must distress.”

It is my painful duty, sir,” With which words the young man bow-

*“On my plate and wearing apparel?  ed. The District Collector emulated him,

They are not worth much. Here is 2 andin a few moments the vehjcle had

Specimen of the latter 1 and he held up  rolled away and disappeared. ‘

the {appel of his old gray coat,- At the great gate, about a quarter of a

tle from the house, a heavy-iooking‘ in- .
dividual, on horseback, met the vehicle,
“Well,” said the heavy personage,

“did he pay” .

““He was unable to dg- $0," was the
officer's reply. \

“#* He-insulted you, perhaps -

“No. I don’t mind saying, however, . .

“Well, Tsee I am in the wrong,” he
said; ““and that is dangerous in business

dealings with you gentlemen of the law,
You will distress ?”

““The only coat I have,” laughed the
young man, and the winter is going to
be a cold one.” )

The official sighed,

“ Unfortunately,” added Cartaret,
““this will not sell for much, Seel 5

bullet has injured the value of the arti-  that his big dog, and man with a gun,
cle——or jts appearance at least,” made me feel rather queer.”

An.d ke pointed - to a’small patch, “A big dog! A man with a gunil
covering the hole which a ball haq Inade. Then he. threatened an officér of the
 The collector locked interésted, and 1lay, It is your duty, sir, t6 report him
took the lappel in his hand to examine 1o the officer ‘ééiiﬂmanding this district,”
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" The official looked at the heavy per-
sonage, and said:

“You seem to hate Mr, Cartaret.”

“Well, I don’t exactly love him.”

“ All right, my friend,” was the re-
ply, ““that is your affair, not mine, and
I have no report to make against. Mr.
Cartaret. I know a gentleman when I

- see one—and he is one, Good morning, -

“sir.”

‘With these words the tax-collector cut
-ap his horse, and went on without fur-
© ther words.

The heavy-looking individual uttered
. something like a growl, and opening the
gate, rode in toward the house,

VI
GUY HARTRIGGER.

As the collector disappeared, Cartaret
turned toward the man with the gun—
Guy Hartrigger—formerly a member of
his company, and now his sworn friend

" and comrade.

Guy Hartrigger was about thirty-five,
gaunt, muscular, with a small head,
dark eyes, a phlegmatic expression of
countenance, and a figure stooping for-
ward, with the air of a huntsman forc-

" ing his way through a thicket. He wore
an old patched jacket, dingy pantaloons,
dilapidated cavalry boots, reaching near-
ly to the knees, and a cap made of coon-
skin, with the tail of the animal hanging
down from it. Under his arm he car-
ried 2 long gun, and it was easy to see
that he was familiar with the use of it.

“ Well, Guy,"” said the youth.

Guy straightened himself, until his
form was as erect and stiff as a poker,
touched his cap with two fingers, and
‘ejaculated :

‘¢ Lieutenant.”

““What are you fingering your trig-
ger for, Guy?”

“Good game,” said Guy, briefly,
pointing after the retreating officer of
the law, Cartaret laughed.

. actual means of existence.

“The war .is over, Guy, and it is il-
legal to shoot tax-gatherers. Dismiss
these notions, comrade.” We are not
bonny Scots, holding our castle on the
marches, but citizens, or at least inhabi-
tants of the Northern part of Virginia.
Let us drop this subject, however. As
to the officer, he was perfectly courteous.
Light your pipe, Guy, and come out on

the lawn; I am going to hold a council ~

of war, The time has come when we
must form our plans for the future,
Guy.”

Guy was evidently accustomed to
obey orders, without discussing them.
He'drew from his pocket an old briar-
root pipe, filled and lit it, and followed
Cartaret.: In a few minutes they were
stretched on the grass, beneath one of
the great oaks, and the young man,
opened the council in these words:

‘“Well, the time has come to act,
Guy. Let me describe the exact ©sit-
vation.’ You behold before you, old
fellow, a youth of twenty-five summers
—or rather winters—with nothing on
earth to look forward to, unless he comes
to a prompt resolution. I am rusting,
and going to the dogs here. I have no
carcer before me—scarcely the prospect
of daily bread. What shall I do, Guy?
You know my condition. I have a house,
and a great park, which came tome in 2
very singular manner. But you can not
eat 4 house, nor cultivate a lawn .easily.
So 1 am forced to cast about me for the
Since the
summer, when we returned from the
army, we have been living from hand to
mouth, you know; but I cannot go on
in this way longer, leaving you and Juba
to feed me. I must do something, and
the present council of war is to deter-
mine what. If I had the means of re-
maining here, nothing on earth would
induce me to go. But I repeat, Guy,
that I am rusting like a sword in its
scabbard ; am becoming a mere pauper,

- ret's feet,
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and—-what Is worse still—hopeless. I
hunt, and smoke, and dream-—and I am
warth more than that, I think.”"

Guy listened with knit brows, but did
not interrupt the speaker,

“What on earth can I do here,
Guy? the young man went on. *‘I
thought, at one time, that I could write
a book on the war, whick [ could sell,
and buy land with the proceeds. DBut
I have abandoned it. 1 had no authori-
ties, and actually no paper to write upon,
And what was worse still, a crowd of
petty cares dissipated my thoughts,
great historian that Iam! There is no
bread and meat in my house. 1 have
rags only to wear; the law is about to
take even those, and in the midst of this
I am to compose my grand work on the
war. Such is the situation, Guy, or a
part of it, my friend. I have another
luxury in prospect—the visit of Frank
Lance, our New York friend. Ragged,
hungry, bankrupt, without a cent in the
world, I am to do the honors of Gay-
mount to a gentleman accustomed to
every luxury.”

Leon had stretched himseif at Carta-
At these words he uttered a
low whine. Guy Hartrigger sent forth
a cloud of smoke, but seemed too much
depressed to speak.

4 What shall we do, Guy—-—-that is, what
shall 7 do? continned the young man,
sadly. *You know the words of the old
saw: ‘I cannot dig, to beg I am asham-
ed.” Well, I would dig—I would not

shrink from it; but the earth to dig in is-
wanting. Forty acres—even if the trees

were gone—what could I do with forty
acres? The thought is idle, Guy. Iam
starving. I must strike out, or I will
sink. I am going to leave Gaymount,
Guy, if T can find courage, and go to

-Mexico, and join the army there.”

Guy started; then his face flushed.
“Ill go with you, Lieutenant. Give
the word.” Cartaret smiled sadly.

Gaymount.

¢ And leave Rose Lacy?” |

Guy blushed, but shock his head.

“She won't keep me, I'm not a mar-
rying man, Lieutenant.” .

“ And you'll go

Guy Hartrigger stretched out a mus-
cular hand, attached to a bony wrist,
which wrist emerged from the short
sleeve of the jacket, and grasping the .
hand of the young man, exclaimed :

“To the jumping-off place, Lieuten-
ant! Issue the grder, Your father was
my father's best friend, I have tried to
be yours. I stuck by you in the war,
when I was only a poor private; but |
nursed you when you werelsick, and got
you over the fever,'they said, and I'm
goin’ to stick by you, Lieutenant, to the
eend.”

The face of the young man ﬂushed

““ After all, I'm not alone!” he mut-
tered. .

“And you won't be, as long’s Guy
Hartrigger's above ground !” said "his
companion, ‘‘But how'll we get down
vonder, Lieutenant? J could walk, but

Lh

“Stop that nonsense, Guy. Why
can't 7 walk? I hate this making me
out a worthless, stuck-up, sham ° gentle-

man,’ Guy. I have as good legs and
arms as any man I know. I don't think
of that, but of the means of subsisting
on the way ; I see nothing, Guy, but sell-
ing out here at Gaymount.”

Guy looked desolate.

“Itis the only thing I can do, old .
friend; and it is the best thing too, I
think. -‘Why keep up this farce lenger, .
of living in a house fit for a nabob—that
is to say, Guy, if the nabob had only a
few hundreds, or thousands, to spend in
répairs. No; I am tired of rusting away
here.  'Why not strike out like a man "

“Who will buy " salﬁ Guy, mduma
fully.

¢That man yonder,” said Cartaret,‘ :

pointing to the heavy personage ‘ap.




proaching on horseback. “ Tugmud-

" dle, our former overseer ;—now money-
Iender and usurer ;—the man who ruin-
ed his benefactor, my father, and hates
us bitterly—hates the very name of
¢ gentleman,’ and ye¢t longs to set up as
one, which he proposes to do by pur-
chasing Gaymount. Here he is.”

As he spoke, the personage alluded.

to reached the spot.

VIL
TUGMUDDLE.

Israel Tugmuddle, Esq., of Tugmud-
die Hall, commonly called “Old Tug-
muddle,” was an individual of prenounc-
ed character, and a single glance at him
gave you a tolerably accurate idea of the
man.

‘He was portly, obsequious, arrogant,
with small red eyes, a huge mouth,
enormous hands and feet, and a bearing
in which deceit and vulgarity were very
equally mingled. It was impossible to
avoid observing the innate vulgarity of
the man; and as to the deceit, it posi-
tively oozed from his pores. Some hu-
man beings scem unable to hide the cvi-
dences of their baseness, displaying it in
their very features, so that you may run
and read it. ‘Tugmuddle’s flabby mouth
said; ‘I am an animal!” The lynx
eyes said: ““Be on your guard!”

“Tugmuddle’s biography was unevent-
ful. Commencing life as a day laborer,
on the Cartaret estate, he had risen
gradually in the social scale; attained to
the position of overseer with Cartaret’s
father ; defrauded that gentleman in his
~ returns of produce; lent him money
" . finally, first at six, and then at sixty per
cent.; fed thus on the unsuspecting
gentleman, flattered him, ruined him—
and now was the owner of one of the
best estates in the counmtry, on which
rose ‘the stately walls of *“ Tugmuddle
Hall,"—new, like its master.
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To grow rich is not a crime, but to
grow rich as Tugmuddle did, is a base-
ness, Honor to the prosperity proceed-
ing from honest toil! Dishoner to;the
luxury which is purchased by ingratitude
and frand. Tugmuddle Lad thus ac-
qguired his property, and so high was his
estimate of money, that he regarded his
social position as completcly assured by
the possession of it. Unfortunately for
him, he was mistaken. The géntlemen
of the neighborhood would not fraternize
with him. He was not invited to their
houses. When he invited Ziems, they
found excuses for rot accepting his hos-
pitality—and that not in the lcast on ac-

-count of his humble origin, but solely

because Tugmuddle was a vulgar fcllow,
who had cheated his old friend and em-
ployer, Cartaret. Soon it became quite
plain that this social ostracism was final,
In spite of hLis great wealth, Lis great
house, his broad lands, in spite of the
fine dinners at Tugmuddle Hall, Israel
Tugmuddle, Esq., was ‘‘ cut.”

At this unfortunate result of all his as-
pirations, Tugmuddie fcil into a rage,
and spat venom abundantly., As the
real cause of his failure to be received
among honest people was not very flat-
tering, he discovered a much more plau-
sible theory, and one not unpalatable to

many of those who listened to him. You .

can always gain a hearing if you repre-
sent your neighbor as a ““stuck up” in-
dividual, who thinks himself better than
other people; and Tugmuddle’s dis-
course was to that effect on the present
occasion. The “‘bloated aristocrats!”
—they would not visit &ém, because he
was not one of the ‘“nabobs.” Only be-
cause he was not born what they called
a ‘‘ gentleman,” they were to look down
on him, as they did on the dirt under
their feet; bow coldly to him, give him
the go-by, and never invite him to enter
their houses.
once, and worked his own way up in the

He had been a poor boy:
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world; and on that account he was not
good enough for these fine gentlemnen—
&e was not !

But, alas! Tugmuddle gained few

partisans, He was not beloved in the
country. He had * ground thé bones”
of the poor as well as of the rich, and in
spite of his highly plausible theory—to
which many assented, in the abstract—
he could make few persons believe that
he was a deserving personage. He was
too well known, The manner in which
he had ruined Mr. Cartaret, and others,
was no secret, So, when he held forth

to the above effect, people listened, and

rode home laughing, ‘
Then Tugmuddle grew furious, He
would humble the “stuck-up” people!

- He would marry his son to one of their
daughters; set him up in one of.their -

old houses. He would show them that
he was not to be despised, and that his
money was their master | From the mo-
ment when he conceived this project, it
became his possessing thought, and he
looked around him for the young lady,
and the house he wanted. The chances
of success did not appear unpromising.
There lived in the neighborhood a cer-
tain Major Vawter, who was Tugmud-
die’s debtor, bound hand and foot to
him; and the Major had a daughter
whom Tugmuddle, Jr., had seen at
church often, and very greatly admired,
Would the Major offer any objection?

It was doubtful; but it would amount to -

nothing. An union of families or an
execution would be presented as the al-
ternatives ; and Tugmuddle said to him-
self that a marriage would result. So
much for that. And as to the house to
be purchased. There was the old Car-
taret house,—Gaymount—whose impoy-

erished and despairing master would not

hold out very long, if he did not yield at
the first rustle of the bank notes. Gay-

mount }—2A4s son established therel- A
secret charm was in the thought, At

complete bankrupt.

_his small account,

one blow he would humble the proud
class arrayed against him. Better stil,
he would turn out of the home of his an-
cestors the son of his old employer,
whose memory he hated, as men only
hate the persons whom they have wron g
ed and defrauded. Tugmuddle, Jr., the
lord of Gaymount. Delightful thought
Cartaret, Jr,, wandering in exile. Fx-
quisite picture] Thus Tugmuddle, with
the baseness which belonged to his na-
ture, aimed at one iasterly blow, to re-
venge himself on the *f aristocrats’ who
had slighted him, and to force down the
throat of the son of his benefactor the
bitter draught of exile and poverty.

As soon as he had devised this plan,
Tugmuddle cssayed to put the latter
portion of it into execution, leaving the
negotiations for the hand of the young
lady, as a matter for his subsequent at-
tention. The first thing was to buy
Gaymount ; and the worthy rode thither,
and offered to buy it. The young man’s
reply was an extremely cold refusal; and
Tugmuddle rode away with a lurking
sensation that the youth despised him.
For all that he did not give up his pro-
ject. On the contrary, he pursued it
even more vigorously, He laid traps

for his enemy, and sct his creditors upon

him. The village storekeeper was in-
formed by him that Mr. Cartaret was a
In consequence,
the youth was dunned for the amount of
To the district tax-
collector, who was disposed to give the
youth a little time, Tugmuddle repre-
sented the delinquent as insolvent, and
about to fly the country; and the result
was, the writ of distraint which the read-
er knows of,

Having thus taken steps to ‘‘ have the

_screws put” on his opponent, Tugmud-

dle retired to his * palatial mansion,”
and watched the writhing of his victim,
He managed to ascertain, in some man-
ner, the effect of his intrigues, sawthat the
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steady decadence of the youth’s fortuncs
was driving him to despair, and on this
morning of October, had come to the
conclusion that Cartarct's poverty was
such as to render ancther ofitr advis
sable. Probably the rustle of the bank
notes would now be listéned to.

Such, in brief and hurried outlines,
was the heavy personage who approached
the friends, as they lay conversing under
the great oak; and such the object of
his visit,

As he drew near, Cartaret rose, hows
ed, invited him into the mansion, He
entered, and taking the seat offered him,
ina fow moments cane to the point of
attack.
® & * @ * * # %

Conversations between gentlemen re-
lating to the purchase of land, although
deeply interesting, doubtless, to the par-
ties themselves, are by no means calcu-
ated to interest equally the general
reader. Tugmuddie once more propo-
sed to buy the Gaymount mansion and
park, an offer which the young man
once more declined, and with no great-
er exhibition of cordiality, or display of
hesitation, than on the preceding occa-
sicn,

Thereat Tugmuddle, fixing upon Car-
taret his little red eyes, under tke brows
knit together, paused for some moments,
and advanced twenty-five per cent, on
his offer.

Cartaret, surveying Tugmuddle in the
same attentive manner and with a per-

fectly composed countenance, replied
that he did not propose to sell Gay-
mount. . ‘

Tugmuddle raged inwardly, but assu-
med an oily smile, and said he saw he
had a hard person to bargain with, but
—well-—he would go FIFTY per cent.
over his first offer.

The new offer was in like manner de-

clined. '

Then Tugmuddle boiled internally;

scemed about to spit forth yenom, and
appeared, from the cxpression of his
countenance, to have swallowed some
bighly nauseous draught.

The place was not worth it, he growled
now ; he was making a fool of himself-—
Lie knew that. But come, he had taken
a fancy to the property. He wa$ pre-
pared to domble his original offer, and
pay the cntire purchase money in
CASH! Cartaret coolly declined.

Whercupon Tugmuddie’s broad waist-
ceat was secn to heave. The bony and
freckled fist grasping his hat, neatly
crushed that article of attire. e felt
indeed such an access of wrath at thus
failing in his cherished scheme, that his
eyes glared for a moment.  But in Tug-
muddle’s character there was another
trait as powerful as his baseness—cun-
ning. He saw that he would lose every-

thing by yielding to passion. Therefore, )

with rage boiling in his heart, and a

"strong inclination to knock Cartaret

down, he assumed a fiiendly smile, more
accurately a grin, and—offered to lend
Cartaret money.

¢ He would take his note of hand sim-
ply, without security,” he said. ‘“People
called him a hard man, but he was bet-
ter than they supposed, and took plea-
sure in accommodating anybody, spe-
cially the young.” ) ,

“When he made this offer, Cartaret fixed
upon him a glance so penetrating, that
it scemed to picrce to the inmost reces-
ses of his nature. ‘Tugmuddle saw that
glance, and knew what it meant. It
meant: “ You ruined my father by lend-
ing him money, and you will ruin the
son—if he lets you” He saw, beforc
Cartaret replied, that he had failed as
before. The reply of the young man
was a polite announcement that he did
not wish io borrow any money.

Thereupon ‘Tugmuddle rose, blurting
out: “Well, well, as you choose, sir;”
bowed, put on his hat, and departed,
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Cartaret was looking after him, when
Guy Hartrigger entered.

“"You haven't sold, Lieutenant !"

The youth laughed. .

“No, I will gizwe you Gaymount, if
you want it, Guy; but I swear I will put
the torch to it before I sell it to that ani-
mal. The very sight of him—the very
sound of his voice—tnakes me sick.”

- VIIL

INTRODUCES A NEW CHARACTER, DES-
TINED TO PLAY AN IMPORTANT PART
IN THIS HISTORY. .

An hour after this scene, Guy and
Cartaret had reached the banks of the
Potomac, and unfastening a small boat,
pushed out in pursuit of ducks.

Hunting is generally pursued as an
amusement. On the present oceasion it
was a business affair, The object was
:co supply the comumissary department,
in view of the proposed visit of Mr.
Lance, .

A quarter of a mile from the shore, a
flock of canvas-back ducks floated on
'the ripples of the river, divin g, reappear-
ing, darting hither and thither, appear-
ing not to see the boat, hut watching it
from the corners’ of their eyes, Guy
scarcely took the trouble to look at thetn :
he knew his enemy, In fact, they were

already edging away; in a few moments
they rose and disappeared. As to the
boat, it had been allowed to drop along
?hc shore, toward a body of reeds, grow-
ing in the water, and resembling, in
their general outlive, a species of cape.
~ Beyond the cape was a small cove,
in which ducks were prob'a-bly feed-
mg; and, lying down in the: boat, the
huntsmen allowed it to -drift on slowly, -
.The result answered their expecta-
tions. A flock of ducks came in sight.
The boat glided toward them, and Guy
and Cartaret rose and fired into them
right and Ieft, at the same moment. J{

whirr of wings was heard. Seven or
eight plump canvas-backs fluttered on

the surface of the water; the rest had
_disappeared. Guy reached the former

with one stroke of the paddle; broke
the necks of the wounded against the

gunwale, and then they pushed the boat

in' among the reeds, to await the arrivai

of a new flock, ;

Cartaret sat with his gun lying idly
acfoss his knees, and soon fell into deep
thought. The scene around him had
evidently disappeared completcly, and
Guy watched him with solicitude, with
which some anxiety was mingled,

‘“ Semething is bothering you, Lieu-
tenant I”” he said at last, in a low tone.

*No,” the young man replied, raising
his head and sighing; ““I was thinking
of my uncle, and the curious will he
made.”

““‘Tell me about it, Licutenant.”

“ Well, here goes for & ¢ brief narra-
tion,’ as the book writers say, Guy!
My father died when I-was a child, you
know—his estate was lower down the
tiver, and, as Tugmuddle had ruin-
ed him, I was adopted by my Uncle
Henry, who was the eldest son, and lived
in the family house, Gaymount. Well,
my unclz’ always scemed fond of me,
but he was a very passionate man, and
in 1860, when I was about twenty, we

had a quarrel about politics one day.
He had always been an ‘old Federal-
ist;’ thought secession a great crime,
and threatened, if I took any part in it)
that he would disinherit me. Well, you
know I am nét patient, and I did not
like to be threatened. I amswered hot-
ly, left Gaymount, and heard, in 1862,
that my uncle had died suddenly, and
left the bulk of is estate to my cousin,
Arthur Botleigh. Al that came to me
was the Gaymount house, and the

‘ground around it, which my uncle’s

will declared ‘ought to remain in pos-

“session of one bearing the name of Car-
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taret.’ That was the result of my hot
blood, you see,—three thousand acres
to Arthur, and forty to me, with the big
house on it. Poor Uncle Henry! 1
" eried when I heard of his death, think-
ing little of being thus disinherited;
but to-day I feel the practical result—the
will exifes me and you, Guy.”

Gy grunted.

£ Can’t we stay here, Lieutenant "

 No; we would soon be crushed with
debt, Guy; and of all the miserable
things in this world, debt is the most
miserable. I remember my father, and
shrink with a shudder from it. Debt
means stavery—-for the debtor is the
mere bondman of the creditor. You
don’t sce fetters on his wrists, and the
law does not designate him as a slave,
but ke 75 a slave in spite of that fact, old
fellow. IHis master, the creditor, says
to him: ‘Go into that field and plough
the ground, for my profit, or to your
desk or workship, and teil all day for
me! Dare to refuse, and 1 will turn
your wife and children out on the high-
way. You are my slave: I am your
master. Obey your master, slavel’”

Guy listened with a gloomy expres-
sion. .
«Weil, I don't like that prospect,
Guy,” cont'nued his friend. *“I have
lived free, and wish to remain so. I
have siricen to avoid debt. When a
shopkeeper has urged me, with smiles,
to buy on credit whatever I wished, I
have refused to, for I knew that pay
day' would eertainly come. Then, if I
found myself unable to pay my debt—
slavery! In spite of all, I have tasted
something of that, and I have no desire
to drain the cup further, Guy. I can’t live
here free from debt; then T will try to
live elsewhere. In a word, I am going
to sell Gaymount, and leave Virginia.”

Guy's head had dropped desponding-
ly, as he listened to these mournful
-words. He seemed to have no reply to

make; and all at once a diversion was
afforded him. A large white swan flew
down, and lit in the water of the little
cove. o
“Hist! there is a swan, Licutenant.
Young and elegant eating,” whispered
Guy. “Try your hand at him.”

Cartaret’s eyes suddenly sparkled.. .

The buptsman banished the dreamer.
He took dead aim and fired.
“Struck " Guy exclaimed, driving
the boat out of the reeds into the cove.
In fact a magnificent white swan, with
only a few dove-colored spots upon his
wings, was fluttering and plashing vio-
lently on the surface of the water, which
was discolored by his blood. Guy séized
him, and was about to serve him as he
had served the unfortunate ducks, when
Cartaret stopped him, and said: o
¢ Pogr fellow ! I don’t like the idea of
breaking his handsome neck! Suppose
we take him home and tame him; you
can give him to your sweetheart, Guy !”
¢ All right, Lieutenant, TMl fix up
his broken wing in a jiffy. That's all
that is hurt about him.”
And Guy drew from his pocket a piece
of cord, with which he bound the wing
tightly; after which the swan, still flap-

ping the other wing, was secured by his

feet to a ring in the boat.

“Vou said something about a sweet-
heart,” Guy then said: ‘‘Not any of
them for se, Lieutenant. And let me
advise you to keep clear of them ; they're
a hard set to deal with.”

“\What a heathen {” returned Cartaret,

laughing. “But you needn’t be afraid,

Guy. A sweetheart means a wife, after
a while, and what would I do with a
wife? Just fancy me .married; and
somebody's papa, perhaps. The thought
is tremendous, Guy.”

Guy grunted, . g

# Stranger things have happened ; but
don’t you be anybedy’s papa, Lieuten-
ant. You take Guy Hartrigger’s advice,

my return. But I have no heart to
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and steer clear of the femalesect. Don’t
go near 'em.  They'll capture you |”
“ Now you are thinking of Rose Lacy,

old fellow. " Is ske going to capture
Yo 27 .

ping gradually into the mire, without an
aim, and almost without bread. Rather
than live in that way, I would sell a
hundred estates, We must g0, Guy. I

. say ‘we,’ fi ! i
¥ Not lfI kncmr myse]f, She aint. T'm }70{1 o s 10T YOu 11 go with me, won't

not a marrying man, Lieut
; Lieutenant,” ;
Guy scemed to have swallowed some-

““Nor 1, old fellow, It would be ab thi i
ot : ' - ting which temporarily ch i
Stop,ha;ile vIehai\’re never becrf in love. “To the endpof thc}: woc:};‘jc’i’ }1111 .
Do :1 Lo 1, 'mnot so r.:ertam of that.  claimed huskily. e

thing I was in love at- eighteen or so
with a young Iady of cleven. I used tg
call her my ‘little wife,’ and she lived in
the neighborhood here,”

““In this neighborhood, Licutenant i

*“Yes, at the “Reeds;’ and her name
was Annic Vawter, [ ought to have
been to see her, and the family, since

“Well, old comrade, get ready.”

Cart'aret went on, dragging his feet
after him, with an expression upon his
countenance which made Guy’s heart
ache. As the last red rays of sunset lit
up the lofty oaks, the old building, and
the grassy slope, the yYoung man ut,tered
a deep sigh, and muttered -

Iy :
make visite- Itis hard: but '
- visits, Guy, and have not seen my 1 ‘““Crajk! " nI m.ust gol
little wife,’ | et eraik!” said the “wounded

t . ‘ swan.
' That's right, Lieutenant; don't
hang around ’em,”
L13
And yet Pm lonely,” said Cartaret
>

sighing; “and a wife would d
I think, Guy.” 0 me good, LOWED.

He laughed, and added : Canvass-back ducks are excellent food
““But this is folly. T can't marry, I but not sufficient of themselves for Ehé
am too poverty-stricken AR entertainment of a t
days T mm ggi:;g . seli ,;1:: ,a I.:Z tlhlrty wished to provide as wglLllezs- po(s);&:?go
my “litde v 2 fave  his friend F ’
ba); o SOW;I;Q, to find some other hus. - morni;;n::eﬁl.ance, and on the very
matter, G » as we settled that important deer, and Ol carly to shoot 2
Y > uy, we can go aftersome more son ’ SUpply his larder with veni-
ne. -
They returned t He had caugt i
owa " t ght a ¢glim .
2t sumset, cammyine :i G?Ymount Ju‘:st fore of a magniﬁcenf anﬁzithc day be
shoulders about a?i ung over their reeds on the river, and 1 Snong the
oze ie no
and.the wounded ser R canvass-backs, od to the spot, ho’ping to ﬁnd‘;iifjlc]?d_
.AS they came 1n sight of th or in the vicinity, If unfortunate lic ’
house, blazing i fh ¢ old this, another might be di * in
Muttored © sunset, Cartaret were by no means se lsc_oveied. Deer
. arce 1n the neigh-
I i
How can I ever Icave Gaymount borhood. It is a singular fact, that even
The very thought comes near): (;)l"l ?  to-day, more deer may be found in the
my heart, and yet I must:——ye © break  thickets of tidewater Virginia—the lde
leave all: the old oaks th" ‘lyes, I must est settlements—than in the Bl LR'0 .
old hillsid » the old lawn, the  and Vailey, " hidge
side where I p ey, settled more than a hund-
€an not siaq red years later.
debt, For some hours Cartaret was uﬁfor-
tunat'e, but then Leon’s ringing notes

;

) IX.
DEER_-STALKING, AND WHAT roir-

used to play. I
e ¥ and be dragged down by
osing my self-respect daily, s!ipé-
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yose above the morning mist, and a fine
animal appeared, and then vanished,
hotly pursued by the houad. Cartaret
did not try to follow. Deer-hunting is
an affair of science, not speed. He knew
that the game would double,—make for
some of the crossings,—and as he had
every “stand” in the whole neighbor-
hood mapped in his brain, the young
man set out at full speed across the
country to head the game off.

He soon reached the “stand” selcct-
ed, and waited patiently. In half an
hour, the distant tongue of Leonf even
approaching, indicated the ciircctlon-ta-
ken by the deer. Then a trampling
“was heard in the thicket; a magnificent
animal came in sight, and Cartaret cov-

ered him with his rifle and fired.

The game had not beén Stl‘l.ick.
Wheeling suddenly, the deer darted into
the thicket again. Leon appeared, and
wheeled in like manncr,—furious, bay-
ing, following the scent;—and tl‘me
sound gradually receded into the dis-
tance.

Cartaret knit his brows, and wiped
out his rifle, giving it a thorough exam-
ination, and carefilly reloading it. He

" then lstened; heard the voice of Leon
more on his right, and exclaimed:

41 will have him this time "

With that he went at full galiop across
the country, leaping fences and ditches,
leaving Gaymount far on the right, and
a smaller house on a hill, to his left. In
twenty minutes he reached a sort of ta-
ble land, open, but surrounded on all
sides with —voods. He stopped in the
edge of these, and looked across the
space. A fringe of trees, growing ffom

- mossy rocks, concealed a little dell, into
which descended a bridle-path, On the
trees blazed the red colors of autumn.

Cartaret had not been at the new
¢ gtand * more than half an hour, when
again the ringing voice of Leon was
-heard approaching, A voice from

Gaymount.

the near thicket reached his ears—he
threw himself from his horse, and the
deer, panting heavily, appcaredl' in the
open space near the fringe of trees op-
posite. He had not seen his enemy,
and paused z moment unczr a huge
forked tree. Suddenly, however, some-
thing betrayed his foe, he turned his head
quickly in the direction of Cartaret, and
standing perfectly motionless, gazed at
him through the forks of the tree.

That look was his last.

The rifle rang out, and the deer
sprung into the air, falling backward
over the rocks, followed by Leon, wha
appeared for an instant only, then vam-
ished beyond the rocky rampart. Car-
taret mounted, and went at’' a gallop
down the bridle-path leading to the little
dell, from which his quick ear had
caught a cry. In a moment he saw the
origin of it.

Beneath the mass of rock, fringed with
fdliage, over which the wounded deer
had fallen, stood a young lady, sur-
rounded by a party of frightened chil-
dren, Within five paces of her, the
deer, shot under the eyg, was struggling
“in the death agony, with Leon growling
and tearing his throat. Before the
young man could reach the spot, zfnd
appear in the character of a hero coming
to the rescue of innocence in danger,
Leon had put an end to his foe, lay
upon him, and was mouthing him.

Cartaret leaped to the ground, and
rapidly approached, looking anxiously
to sce if any one had been hurt. He
had evidently interrupted a pic-nic. par-
ty, from the baskets, cold fowl, cakes,
etc., which were scattered around. The

children were pale with terror, and, one-

and ail, grasped the dress of the young
" lady who, standing evect, with flushed
cheeks, and disordered curls, ga_ged at
the deer,—her arm thrown around the
children in a pretty attitude of protec-
tion. :
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+ There was agitation, but no evidence
that any one had been injured; so Car-
taret smiled.

' He then took off his hat; made a bow
to the young lady, and was about to
offer a polite apology for his part in the
affair, when all at once he stopped, and
gazed attentively at the damsel.

“Why, here’s my little wife, Annie
Vawter |” he exclaimed,

X.

THE LITTLE MAMMA.

A bright smile and a p.air of blush’

roses, suddenly blooming in the young
Iady’s checks, greeted the words uttered
by Cartaret. . ]

She came to meet him, gave him her
hand, and in five minntes they had be-’
come the best friends in the world. Car-
taret hastened to make friends with the
children also; sat down and assisted
them in their work, which they now re-
sumed, of weaving wreaths of lady-slip-
per buds; and he and Miss Annie Vaw-
ter compared netes upon the subject of
the past and the present.

The personnel of the party had been
explained in a few words. Annie and
her small nieces had come from the
 Reeds,” about half a mile distant, to

~have a ““day of sport.” They had been

busily amising themselves; - thén the
rifle: had suddenly rung out, and the
wounded deer landed in their midst,
That was all, said the young lady; they
were not very much frightened, And
now, why had he not been af the
““ Reeds 7 since his return ? - .
The personage asking the guestion
was charming. She was about seven.
teen, had brown hair which curled nat-
urally, blue eyes, a mouth like a rose.
bud, and a slender little figure, which
never by any chance assumed anything
but the most graceful attitudes. When
this young lady looked at Cartaret, her

expression was full of frankness and gay-
ety; when at the children, of maternal
solicitude. In fact, the young things
uniformly addressed her “ Little Mam-
ma,” and it was delightful to watch her
Protecting air toward the flock.

Tor twoe hours Cartaret talked with
kis ““little wife ” about old times before
the war, completely forgeiting that he
was very hungry,. She had been his
Playmate and pet when she was a child
of eleven or twelve, and he a boy o
cighteen; and an affection of that des-
cription has frequently a singular charm
init. Annie had evidently kept all her
old friendship, and looked at him with
eyes full of affection, Cartaret returncd
that glance with a smile of boyish plea-
sure. Toor boy ! that quick sunshine of
the breast, responding ta Annie's, show-
ed how soft and kind his heart was, in
spite of his sneers at the world. It was
evident that the poor youth only wanted
a little love.

Before they knew it, the sun was de-
clining, and throwing the deer over Sir
Archy, Cartaret walked by Annic’s side,
leading the animal, until they came to
the ¢ Reeds.”

It was a plain wooden house, half
buried in trees, with a long porch, a
green expanse of turfin front, through
which a gravelled walk led to a Lttle
gate in the palings, overgrown with
vines; and on every side were seen neat-
Iy-tended flower-beds, beyond which ex-
tended a garden as neat; all due, as
Cartaret afterwards discovered, to the
superintendence of the ‘Little Mam-
ma.”  Entering the house, Cartarct
found himself in a low-pitched sitting-

rooin, with plain furniture, an old cight-
day clock, which reached to the ceiling,
a homeé-made carpet, a tall, and narrow
mantelpiece, with vases of autumn flow-
ers upon it, and beneath, an old fashjon.- '
ed fire-place, with plain, old-fashioned
andirons, upon which a small African
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had just laid somé sticks, and kindled a
blaze,

At one corner of the fireplace sat a
tall, dark-haired young lady, of about
twenty, sad and sentimental in appear-
ance, reading 2 romance, This was
Miss Fllen Vawter, who looked upon
life from the the ¢ Sorrows of Werter ”
point of view.

At the opposite corner of the fireplace,
in an easy chair, sat old Major Vawter,
the ruddiest and bluffest of invalids, with
his fect resting on a cricket, and swath-
ed in bandages, his neck enveloped in a
comfort, and on his old face, an expres-
sion half choleric, half jovial

When Annie entered with Cartaret,
Miss Ellen Vawter rose with a2 sad smile,
and coming forward grected him with
languid interest. But old Major Vaw-
ter exploded into hearty expressions of
delight, mingled with reproaches at his
long absence from the ‘Reeds.” It
must have been gout that ailed this fine

old country gentloman,—he swore in
his talk, and denounced the state of the

times so vigorously, That he was not a

dangcrous personage to approach, how-

ever, was soon shown by the demeanor
of the children. They charged him,
climbed upon him, fell over him, kicked
the bandaged limbs, and tool posses-
sion of him, paying no attention what-
ever to his grimaces and profanity.
They were the children of his dead
brother, whom he had gdopted and
tzken to his own home, Mrs. Vawter
was long dead, and these, with Ellen
and Annie, were the family at the
¢« Reeds;*—once the rest of wealth and
hospitality, now peor, and preserved
from being uninhabitable by--Annie.
Cartaret discovered’ that fact in about
ten minutes. Miss Flien smiled sadly,
and dallied with her romance, as if she
wished to return from the drear outer
world to that realm of enchantment;
while the ¢ Little Mamma * took instant

Gaymount.

command of evervthing, as superior offi-
cer. It was she who provided for every-
body, and saw that they were comfort-
able ; who set the table, made the tca—
who brought order out of chaos, com-
fort out of discomfort; making father,
sister, children-~and Cartaret— happy
with her smile, and the sound of her
voice. )

In fact, Cartaret soon found himself .
following the “° Little Mamma” about
with his eyés, wondering how one small
pair of hands could do all that she did.
At onel moment the “ Little Mamma "
was at the sideboard, bringing forth.
plates; at another she was pouring hot -
water into the teapot; at anothcr she
arranged the snowy napkins; then pla-
ced a huge old ham on the table;
then flitted out, and reappeared, bearing
a cut-glass dish of preserves; then she
received the plate of biscuits from the
small Afvican at the door; set the chairs
“to the tabie; rolled her father's chair to
the board, carefully placing the cricket
beneath his feet; distributed a maternal
smile on the company, Cartaret and
children included, and announced that

tea was ready.
it was the most charming repast of

which the poor, lonely youth had f'o;’

a long time partaken. Accident had
thrown him into this bright domestic
i"amily circle,—a strange sunshine seem-
ed to have suddenly poured upon him
—a2 something came to -him, he knew
not what; he could only find for it that
word # sunshine.” -

Cartaret ate an enormous supper, and
remained until ten o'clock; Major Vaw-
ter monepolizing the conversation near-
ly, and dwelling upon the state of the
country, with shocking profanity. The
children effected a diversion, however,

and dragged the “‘Little Mamma” to-

the old piane, where, at their com-
mand, she sang a ditty, commencing
with the verse:
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" Q, girls dear, did you ever hear

I wrote my love a letter!

And though he cannot read,
Saure that is all the better;

For why should lie be troubled
With bad spelling in the matter,

‘When the meaning is so plain
That I love him faith—ful—ly 1"

This ballad aroused a wild enthusi-
asm in the children, who were grouped
around the ‘“Little Mamma,” grasping
her dress, and encircling her waist with
their small arms, and when she proceed-
ed to sing— :

I wrote it, and I folded it,
And put a seal upon it

seal almost ag big
As the erown of my new bonnet,”

the gerieral excitement and admiration
exploded in delighted cries, amid which
evidences of public satisfaction the
“Little Mamma?” rose, curiseyed in
prima-donna fashion, and came back to
the fire, pursued by her admirers,

An hour afterwards Cartaret had
shaken hands with everybody, declined
the invitation to st:xf all night; and with
the promise to return soom, had, set
forth—the dead deer upon the pommel
of his saddle—toward Gaymount.

As he rode on, a charming smile, full ’
of sweetness, lit up his whole counte-
nance. In thought he went back to the
““Reeds;” but he did not think of the
Major, Miss Eilen, or the children. Al
the way home under the autumn moon
he was thinking of the “Little Mam-
ma l” )

XL
CARTARET’S DIARY,

“ OCTOBER 8, 1865,
. . * Will wonders neveér cease
in this most curious world? Am I going
throngh a2 moral metamofphosis? Ten days -
ago, I was hitter, cynical, blue, misanthropic ;
and, lo! at present I have adopted the habit of
laughing at everything and nothing! Are my
affairs more hopeful 7~ Does the sun shine any
brighter forme? No! Iam as poor as ever,
harrassed by creditors, with no supplies for my
guest, Fran]c Lance, who may come at any mo-
ment; and in three or four days my poor, old
platé, and ragged old clothes will be sold by his

* * *

excellency, the tax-gatherer, To ‘laugh and
be gay " under these circumstances, is unphilo-
sophic—absurd! And yet for all that, I laugh
—never was_gayer! Singular constitulich of
‘ﬁumqmty! Now I ought, in common decendy,
to knit my brows and groan, insiead of which
highly proper proceeding 1 burst out with a
*Halha! and never felt livelier. -
‘“ Decidedly, 1 think b am improving, too. 1
am not near $0 cyhicaj and contemptucus, A
month ago—less than a fortnight ago—1 was
sheering at everything, denouncing all men,
comparing my poot self with my rich kinsman,
and growling and grutbling at’the world 'gen-
erally. Well, to-day I smile atit. If a beg-
gar comes here I would give him my iast penny
~—I have two or three, I think, It must he the
magnificent weather, What an autumn! How
superb! The birds are singing, the clovds
float along Eonder, like white ships on a blue
ocean, and the winds are langhing for very joy, .
I think, in the splendid variegated forpst! "I
go hunting. It is impossible to stay in the
house on such a day. Shall1 look for a wild
turkey or & flock of ducks on the river, or go
and shoot a gre{ squirrel in the woods toward
the * Reeds?” ['ll go shoot a squirrel; I am
tired of canvas-backs, Come, Loon!”  * *

" QCTOBER 12, 1865,

. ** To-morrow the famous ‘ten

_days’ expire, and Mr, Edmund Cartaret being
in contumacy, will be proceeded against. . His
fine plate will be seized, and he will have noth-
ing in the shape of a tea-service. His splendid
wearing anparel will be captured, and he will
present the picturesque appearance of father
Adam, before the vencrable mother Eve dis-
covered that they had nothing o wear.
. "Well, they'll have to levy, I know haw
it afflicts them. Tt is really unfeeling in me to
cause these tender-hearted- friends such acute
distress, Unfortunately I am uralle to com-
ply with their demand.” I might have done so
if Thad obtained a purchascr for Gaymount—
but property is seiling so low now, that I have
determined to wair a little, My [riend, the
* Little Mammaz,’ tells me this’is very judici-
ous; and itis certeinly bad poliey to” sacrifice
property in o mere fit of splecn.

"“Thus the sale of Gaymount is deferred,
and the plate and clothes must go. Farewell,
teaspoons ! I laugh, but it grieves me to part
with you.” Farcwell old coat, that has pretect-
ed me from numesous storms, 1 feel disposed
to get some seatiment on your accouint, but I
can't tell why I amin the absurdest humor as
L write, FPerversencss certainly is a prominent
trait of human nature. Here you are, Mr. E,
Cartaret, with ruin staring you'in the face; to-
morrow the officers of the law are coming to
seize your poor, little * personal property,’ and
yet in spite of the depressing character of the
situation, you are so undignified as to be gig-
gling like a school-girl. Have you quicksilver,
my friend, instead of blood, in your veins # Has
the air suddenly turned to champagne, or
laughing gas? What do you mean, sir, by
giggling in the face of the law? The thing is
idiotic, ~ Try and groan, Cartareét, :

'* No, I'll laugh while I can, and take things
as cheerfully as possible, The' Little Mam-
ma'is a good model. And now that T have
finished writing, I'll go see old Major Vawter,

* » *




26 The Heir of Gaymount.

and carry the swan with the broken wing, if Mr. Cartaret “‘had determined to hold
oung Miss Aunie having expressed extreme . 4, Gavmount, or sell

delignt at securing him for a pet. Am I not . )
visiting the * Reeds’ too often though, I won- ¢1 have determine d to Hold on, sir,”

der? I have becn there every day nearly since

ttfg day of my deer hunt. Well, I'll go over was the reply. 4 ‘ .

this_morning, at Jeast, and sk ‘hi;&l;‘;;ﬂg Tugmuddle looked sidewisc at the in-
"if are t of me, S o ’

ggrﬂ{]ﬁ:g ;rofrt;?;ﬂ:s‘gri tztﬁt *Little Mamma,’ dividual who uttered thésc cool words.

but too pefite to be striking. What a pity she is ¢ Cunning,” be thought; that means

,é%tmtzaggf ;Léog}yyays liked & queenly Woman tnat he is ready to secll.”
« Then it is uscless to speak of the
thing further, sir,” he said aloud. 1
merely called in .passing. 1 must get
On-” ) .
And Tugmuddle rose. = Cartaret imi-
‘Cartarct reached the Reeds in halfan . 0q him, whereupon Tugmuddle paus-
hour, carrying the swan before himon 4 | .
the saddle; and as he returned in the 1 take an interest in you, Mr. Car-
evening minus that burden, it is natural  yyee e said, © and 1 would like to
to suppose that Miss Annie had entered serve you.”
into her property. ) ) The young man bowed, but unfortu-
Had the youth demanded whether his nately he caught the side glance of Tug-
visitswere too frequent ? Wedonot knovw; muddle, and it made his flosh crawl.
but it is cortain that he came bacl with | have known y our family, Mr. Car-
a flush in his checks, and sparklingeyes. . .. »
In his button-hole was a-flower. It ha
been in Annie’s hair that morning!
A somewhat disagreeable surprise
- awaited him. At Gaymount he found—
Tugmuddle. Old Juba was busy doing
nothing at the sideboard—one would
have said that the old African suspected
danger in the direction: of the spoons.
One of . Juba’s most rodted sentiments
was an extreme contempt for his master’s
famous overseer.
Tugmuddle had come to make'a final
offer for Gaymount—his simple calcula~
tion being that a young gentleman about
10 be distressed upon, wanted money,
and would do anything to obtain it.
This being Tugmuddle’s object, he De-
gan to talk about the weather; then he
olided to the condition of the country,
and denounced the North in bitter terms, him, savagely. . .
{Merm,—he had still in liis great pocket- #Thank you. Twill n'ot‘sell,-" he said.
book his ‘¢ protection” from a U.S. ¢ Well, as you please, sxr,”‘jerlfedout
officer, with his own oath of allegiance Tugmuddle. ““Eyery man is his own

on the back;) then he groaned over master. v :
the scarcity o’ money; lastly, he asked\ as T was the friend of your father—"

P

XIil.
ADVANCE AND RETREAT or TUG-
MUDDLE.

upon him, o .
¢ You are not friendly to me, but you,
do me injustice.  Your father never dis-

trusted me.”

blood began to heat, His father's ruin
through this man all came back to him.

1 et me talk plainly,” said Tugmud-
dle. “You ecan’t live here at Gay-
mount, sir. There is nothing fo sup-
port the place, and 1 have seen the no-
tice of distraint and sale at the post-of-

fer you a big price. I havea fancy for
this place, and will give twice its value.”

From hot, Cartaret had become cold.
The voice of this man began to irritate

The young man fixed a piercing glance

It was an unlucky speech. Cartaret’s

* taking a deed of trust for form’s sake—

fice, What can you do?’ Comé! 1 of- -

I have tried to be your friend,

The Heir of Gaymount, a9
fThe fcuﬁ ran over, * ﬂfh! the friend A slight circumnstance prevented this
o n’%y ather, \\:er_e you, sir?” disastrous event. Tugmuddle had re-
And Cartaret’s voice was full of such . treated step by step as the youth ad
sarcaslei that Tugmuddle's wrath was - vanced upon him during the above ti
arouse :
. rade; and at the mo
ouse . le; ment when Carta-
dY:,:s,;,h and lost b‘)‘r lum—-—l.ost thou-  ret’s hand touched the whip, Tugmud-
fj; dsv.' e growled, “ by trusting to his  dle’s form disappeared through thz front
T
, door., Tugmuddle wa y
. ] y g ] s naturally a -
.Cartaret boiled over. His fate grew 2ard. He had but one idea n{)w C(;:‘irs
cr;msor%, and a flash so menacing darted horse. He reached the animal, and
fro{;g 11115 eylcs, that Tugmuddle turned mounted with surprising agility ’
suddenly pale, “Y i :
ou will suffor for this,” he sh
“Da]: to repef'it that!” exclaimed the shaking his fist at his enm;ly ¢ shouted,
1{23:2:,]_“;1}:(1 I will answer you with my Suddenly he struck his heels into the
: X ' : animal, however, and departed rapidl
bil'é[‘lxlglnudd[e recoiled at this outburst; —the explanation of which was silg;ley
“ststo:m had oniy. begun. Cartaret had seized a gun and cocked it:
w1 ?11 prejume to insult my father, That sound affected Tuemuddic’s nerves
will make you answer for it!” ex. disa in
and I ! greeably, and continued to d
f(31_;111’!(1;:3(1 the young man. ““Vax the tlhe reache:l the outer gate P
rien of‘ my father! Yow, the manwho Cartaret uncocked his gun. and pl. cI‘
ruined him—the bloodsucker, thevulgar it in a corner ’ e
usurer! You, the overseer first, the o . '
: , th 8 n What a fool I have been ! he '
the mﬁney—lender. Then the cheat— tered. I have lost my tex'nper n;ug
! i SC . I
?hoe\:, t e v;efﬂthy extortioner! My fa- gained nothing. But the sicht 0;' that
" s friend | -Shall I tell you, sir, how  animal is intolerable to me !”b
z }1 w«zlredthe‘ frlend. of my father? You In fact, Cartaret had committed a de
oserz;;; ! h::fn :V!ule an overseer—not - cided blunder in a worldly point of view.
ut for twenty years. Youlent He had . i '
o made a Dbitter enemy of Tug-
é]m mct;r];cy at usury, “ihm he Wwaspress- nuddle, who from that momen};; was b:gt
; ,daEn ecame his chief creditor. You  on his destruction, ’
’ln . . . 3 v :
y gave him time to pay, simply As he rode toward the village, Tug-
muddle’s wrath exploded in violent
. ks oaths.
ag;l ;);113 ie'r,y, finding that he was ruined, Then he quicted down in some mcasri-!:
;; : 1 estate and ]eft him home- and began to utter his spleen.in conse ,
fss.ﬁ ou call that ‘taking advantage tive sentences e
fn Yg:}t; rlg.rht —I ca.ll it knavery I Well, - “The stuck-up popinjay! the hipl
1e S};—I ;1;1 :fse d;:éd,t 5(;1'#-—1 am.nearly land-  headed fool! He won't sell, won't I%el;
o | trcat ed you with Col.lrtES}’ And he will horsewhip me, will he ? Well
¢ i but utteranother word in my  we'll sce whao gets the Detter, DIl got
e 5 '
?a t ;::c:nzglzunﬁlthe good name of my my hand on him, the bloated you%l
o A o u;: ash you from this house  aristocrat | I ruin him, as he say: g
would Jash a dog ! i i ’ 1
Wi o 7 ruined his father before him—and I'll
ow ;{asterzﬁebwords, the young man, marry my son to his sweetheart, as they
e Y anger, made three steps  call that girl. Old Vawter o’wes m
uc passage, and caught up a horse- more money than his farm can pay :

whip—his evident intention bei
_ being touse and I've got a dee —;
4t on Tugmuddle’s shouldérs, deed of trist " foed o trust a good




28 The Heir of

Tugmuddle licked hislips. He rolled
the words ““deed of trust” beneath his
tongue as a sweet morsel. :

“ A deed of trust; and Il sell him
out unless he consents to have my son
marry his daughter. I've got * The
Reeds' between my forefinger and
thumb—and will kave Gaymount ! Then
T'll join Botleigh's estate of three thou-
sand acres to it—he has shingled it over
with deeds to me—Sam Tugmuddle shall
marry the young woman—live at Gay-
mount—and, while this high-headed -
young bantam is going to the dogs, we—
the Tugmuddles—will be the owncrs of
the old Cartaret cstate. Yes, Ilb have
the placc—and may be, some day, if
we're in the humor, we will invite that
old pauper, Vawter, to come and dinc at
Gaymount with his daughter—Mrs. Tug-
muddle.”

This prospect afforded Tugmuddle *
such delight that it nearly restored his

good humor. He rode on -with more
composure, and soon entered the village,
where he dismounted and entered the of-
fice of Mr. Jinks, Attorney-at-Law, and
Tis man-cf-all-work.

In that den the ruin of many persons
had been effected; and the object of
Tugmuddle now was to take steps toadd
Cartarct to the number.

XIIL

THE TENTH DAY—CARTARET'S DIARY.
¢ QCTOBER 13, 1863,

3 w3Well, this is the femth day,
and things look tather unpromising. In an
hour my friends of the law are coming to cap-
ture my spoons and coat—poor old spoons |

qor old coat {—to satisfy the tax-gatherer.

© Cyrious condition of things at Gaymount,
where [ suppose ‘legal process’ enters for the
first time. In old times they were better off
here: but that is not the point. What 45, is
the fact that I expect every moment toseea po-
lite zentleman of the law appear, and deeply
regrct the disagreeable necessity of taking off
my old speons and coat and selling them. I
laugh—or try to—but it is hard, My poor old
waorn and worthless silver—this dingy old thing
1 wear—they are to be taken to the village and
sold, and it is probable that my dear friend Tug-
muddle will be among the bidders. He willlike

» * .

Gaymount.

to possess the splendid plate, I think, with the
Cartaret arms on it: and I confess this hurts
me more than all—that #4e? man should have
these old articles. Iam less of what is called
an aristocrat than any one alive—! honor an
honest man from my jnmost heart, and treat’
him with deference, whatever his origin; but
this man is not honest; he is a knave anda
common cheat. He ruined my father—would
‘ruin me if he could—and .the day bas ccme
when be buys tie silver of his old Lcnddactor,
whom he destroyed, with perhaps the vay mo-
ney ¢hat he extorted frgm that Lenetacter! Un-
known reader of these lines—am I oo 'aristo-
crat’ for writing that? Place yowedif in my
position, and tell me frankly, would ycu like the

" cupwhich your mother drank from to Lclong to

a Tugmuddle? Callit what you wiil, tut my
_repugnance is hatural, My father is dead, and
this man ruined him—I, in my turn, am nearly
ruined; and while I am in want of tread near-
ly, this man rolls in his ill-gotten wealth.
“Well, anger accomplishes nothing. Let
me not cry out too loudly. The whel of For-
tune musi tura in this workl, depressing the
high and raising the low; but after all, Geod is

yonder, and He is merciful to the poorest of His - -

¢reatures. I am poor, but honest, 1 think, You

cannot say that, Mr. Tugmuddle. I am not

even as much cast down as I think ycu would

like to see me, On the contrary, [ am quite se-

rene—I am not certain that I am not gay even.

Ten days ago Lwas gloomy; but something—

I know not what—has given me my good spirits

back. The thing is absurd, as I wrote yester-
day; but so it is, nevertheless. o

it T wonder if ske has anything to do with it—
the Little Mammal!”

There Cartaret stopped. The idea
seemed to dawn on him for the first time, .
and his cheeks filled with blood. ,

At the same moment the sound of
wheels was heard on the road without—
Cartaret rose and closed his book, ready
to meect the officer of the law—-when the
door was burst open, a hand seized his
own, and a loud voice exclaimed :*

¢ How are you, Cartaret, my old and
esteemed friecnd? Here at last!—this

side up with care—yours, Frank Lance.”

XIV.
THE FAMILY PLATE,

Frank Lance, Esq., was'a young gen-
tieman of about Cartaret's age; short
and stout of person; broad and ruddy
in face, with portentously long, brown

side whiskers and mustache, but a bare

chin, Wore a little brown hat, balanc-
ed on short, curly brown hair; a sack

4
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coat reaching only to the hips, and pan-
taloons as tight as his skin.

“ Here we are, my ¢ good old rebel 1’7

. ke exclaimed.  *¢ Just let me get rid of
that boy that drove me. -Bring in my
carpet-bag, Ebony! I'm not a carpet-
bagger, though I have got a carpet-bag.
There's your money, Ebo. Return
}vhence thou camest, friend, and may
joy go with you; and with all the des-
cendants of Ham, to which ancient and

respectable family yo#t appear to be-
long.”

Having uttered these words with be-
wildering rapidity, Frank Lance, Esq.,

Cartaret obstinately shook his head,
when, all at once, a noise was heard with-
out, and Frank Lance, Isq., looked
toward the door.

“What sound is that?’ he said ;

_ ““every noise here frightens me.”

In fact something like an altercation
scemed going on at the door. Then
old Juba's wvoice was distinguished
Frank Lance’s rattie having ceased : ’

"‘ Master’s got company. Can’t see
him, sir,” said Juba, in accents of frigid
ceremony.

“But I must sec him, and I will, 1

am the COIleCtOr ! was t! i P y
- + te rate re I .
thl‘EW some money to the Afl 1can dl‘l\)- Don't k]low you, 5]‘1 s can t S€¢ mas-

er; added, “ Remem ) i ” was

erj ad {0; e Ebg,e: __};0;3 ?g;::;e :zzl;,é&was Juba's response, in resolute
rat}%er than walked, into the house’:
again, where he once more shook Car-
taret’s hand violently, and exclaimed :

“Here I am at Castle Dangerous. 1
am going to stay for a week or more
'but I ask no favors. ‘There’s ﬁ:y boarci
in advance, landlord;”

And he thrust a roll of bank notes
upon Cartaret, who - drew back in dis-’
may. Thereupon Frank Lance, Esqg,
burst out laughing, ’
. “Don’t you understand ” he cried,

that's the price of 2be o/d Zorse! You
have forgot the old horse ? Well, T as-
sure you, I‘ remember ilim, my sc:n; he
saved my life on that tramp up the val-  lently into Cartaret’s hand,

ley; and he didn’t fall d i
own and die f i
want of fodder till we got to the raﬁf tet;r 1o ouns man blushed and hesita

road. Good old animal—friend of the
unfortunate; he was, like his master,
my best friend. Yow were that to me’
Cartaret.  You lent me one of your two
horses, old fellow, like the good one you'
are; and ever since the old horse fell
down and died, he has been riding on
e / If he werea mare, I would call
him my wightmare; 1 would indeed.
Well, to end that subject, Cartaret, take
the money, or Tl burn it I car;'t re-
-turr{ the old horse, but I can the value,”

A growl was heard, from the officer

evidgntly, and he was attempting 1o
- push by Juba, when Cartaret went out,
' “C;ome in, sir,” he said, ““and ex-
cuse my old servant, who is not used to
legal process.”

.Turning to Frank Lance, who had
followed him into the hall, the young
man added : : ' ‘

~ ““This is the deputy-collector come to

levy on me, my dear Lance. I have
not paid my taxes, and you see the con-
sequence.” T

“Well, pay them,"” said Lance, calm-
ly, and he thrust the bank notes vio-

» “Well, I must, I suppose,” he said,

-but 1 assure you, Lance, that neces-
sity alone compels me to receive this
money.”

Cartafet demanded of the collector .
the . amount due, counted out the sum,
and then watched the ‘worthy as h(;
caunted carefully the bank notes. They
were exact, and the collector delivered
to him the tax receipt, and withdrew,
whereupon Cartaret and Lance returned
to the apartment laughing,

‘
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Here they were struck with the move-
ments of old Juba, He was going
through a performance which the smil-
ing lLance watched with- earnest atten-
tion, and no little curiosity. Old Juba
had in fact taken steps of his own to de-
feat the legal process. He had ascer-
tained in some manner that the plate
was to be seized, and on that morning
had stolen a march on the enemy. En-
duing his frame in an old great coat,
which reached to his heels, and contain-
ed enormous pockets, he had placed in
these immense receptacles cream jugs,
sugar dishes, spoons, forks, teapots,—~
the most valuable silver, in a word,
which Cartaret possessed. In other
pockets there he had placed salt spoons
and smaller articles. The result was
that old Juba, as he now unloaded him-
self, before the eyes of the young men,
placing article after article in their pro-
per position on the sideboard again, re-
sembled an African prince or a wealthy
beggar, dispensing from his pockets the
contents of a goldsmith’s shop.

When Frank Lance, Esg., was put in
possession of the facts of the case by’
Cartaret, he burst into such a fit of
laughter, that his chubby cheeks extin-
guished his eyes.

“ Here's your faithful old family re-
tainer I he exclaimed; ¢ here's your
model darkey to put in my new romance
when I write it. Go it, old 'un! Here,
shake hands, Frank Lance is your‘ad-
mirer, and don't know many white or
black like you.”

With these words he rushed to old
Juba, slapped him on the back, and l}eld
out his hand, which the aged African
took with a low bow, and an air of deep
respect.  After which, as he had emp-
tied his pockets, he waited for a ma-
ment in respectful silence to see if Car-
taret had any orders, and finding he

had none, quietly went out of the apart-
" 'ment.

Gaymount.

XV.

FRANK LANCE, ESQ.

Frank Lance, Esq.,, “Own Corres-
pondent” of the “Bird of Freedom,”
proceeded to take possession of Gay-
mount. Within twenty-four hours after ¢
his arrival, he had explored the whole
establishment, scrutinized the old slecp-
ing apartments, the old pictures, the
old furniture, and the old house gen-
eraflly; and his opinion, delivéred in a
Joud and hearty voice, was:

“Queer old rattle-trap! Suggestive
and venerable monument of the pastl
Here's your scene for a first-class ro-
mance, my son. Secret closets and
ghosts, and terrible tragedies rise be-
fore the imaginative eye here. Think
what some fdistinguished novelist’
would make of this old den, Cartaret.
The idea of anything but spectres and
banshees, and such beings residing here,
is preposterous.”

- %1 never saw any,” said Cartaret,
laughing, and quite charmed by the

gay New Yorker’s voice. ** You are 80

accustomed to your fine new hotels,

Lance, that you don't know a respect-

able domestic establishment when you

see it.”

s« A respectable domestic establish-
ment! Phew! I smell a smell ot
mould, young man.” .

s« You like new varnish and gilt gin-
gerbread, 1 see.”

¢ There, you are sneering at modern
architecture, Is nothing to be sacred ?

‘What do you mean by these low scoffs?

You Virginians are an abandoned set of
people, and perfectly intolerable. Lag-
ging far behind the grand civilization of
the nineteenth century ;—but T'll keep
that fine sentence for my next article in
the ¢Bird.”” .
1 would, Lance; but I have not
- sneered at anything. Itis true 1 have
to laugh sometimes.”

The Heir of Gaymount,

# Like a wild Indian,—a barbarian,
\What do you mean by such views and
opinions as I know you have? Will you
oblige me, my young friend, by explain-
ing, in an inteiligible manncr, why you
are vegetating here in this outlandigh

- and heathenish fashion, while the world
is striding onward ? Look around you,
and dare to defend yourself. Contem-
plate the enormities that environ youl
Portraits,~—silver,—and, as I live, yon-
der is a genealogical tree on the walls,
Tear down that flaunting lie! What do
you mean by having a grandfather?.
Don’t you know that grandfathers are
offensive to the spirit of the age? To
presume defiantly, under the sun of the
nincteenth century, to possess—good
heavens |—a—a-wgrandfather I” -
Having exhausted himself temporari-
ly, Frank Lance lit a cigay, -
“It is the office of friendship, my

- young friend,” he said, “to call your

attention to these things, and place your
misdeeds before you. Things are not
going on in this kouse as I could wish. .
What have I seen her2? An aged and
respectable American citizen of African
descent, secreting valuables from an offi-
cer of the law ; also, well nigh outraging
an urbane and highly respectable col-
lector ; and yourself, sir, have related to
me, with offensive mirth, how your dog

and ‘your friend Hartrigger, put a high-

toned tax-gatherer in peril of his life,
while in performance of his responsible
official duties. What do you call that,
sir? Heavens and earth! Are we liv-
ing in an age of law or barbarism? Is
this a respectable dwelling-house, in a
respectable township, with respectable

selectmen and deacons, respectable con-

stables. and tax-gatherers; or is it a for-
tress of the Scottish Highlands, with

-moat, drawbridge, and portcullis, be-

hind which Sir Rob Roy MacGregor
Cartaret awaits his foe '

Cartaret laughed again,

L

““ In the words of Falstaff, Lance: ‘1
would your Grace would take me with
you! Whom means your Grace#' "

& * That villainous abominable . mis-
leader of youth,’ Cartaret, ¢ that youug
and beardless Satan,’” responded Mr.
Lance,

“ My Lord, the man I know,—Dbut
to say, I know more harm in him than
in “myself, were to say more than I
kIlOW.'" ) ) )

¢ Speak, culpri)L”

“Well—a few' words, your honor.
The culprit before you was born in Vir-
ginia,—he naturally loves it therefore,
and perhaps some of its faults even,
Had he a grandfather? 1t is probable :
most people have, And he pleads guil-
ty to possessing some old pictures, a
little old silver, and even a torn family
treef Js he ‘one of the wicked’ for
that reason? Heaven forbid! . He is
not responsible, -These objects were °
here when he came; they will be here

when he is gone, he hopes, and- his af- |
fection for them is the result of habit,
and not intended to offend anybody.
Doubtless, elsewhere in the world there
are many houses, with pictures and sil-
ver and family trees in them. If theit -
owners detive inhocent satisfaction from
their possession, why should I think hard
ofit, or they of me? But this is not
all. The unhappy culprit is a defier of
the' law,—a highland chieftain{ Poor
chieftain ! You make him laugh. His
house isold and torn down; one old re-
tainer only remains to him; he js poot,
obscure; his means of living' precarious ;

his heart sad, but not unkindly, Lance;

his future dreary; and yet he defes
everything!" Defy the law? What can
the poor criminal propose to himself by
50 doing? He must think of the means
of living.”

** And what is his plan ?”

“You will laugh,”

“ No; proceed, young man,”
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“Well, your honor, the prisoner at
the bar formed a sort of plan. He has
always been ¢ literary,’ and has occasion-
ally written something; so he resolved
to sit down and write a grand volume
on the war; then he would sell it, and
buy some land, and go to work.”

“ Did he do so?” _

¢ He did not. He had no authorities

' ——was too poor to collect them, or cven
purchase the paper to write his grand
work upon. So the thing was a failure;
—the whole matter ended "

“Ygu are wrong, Cartaret. It does
not end there,” exclaimed Frank Lance,
earnestly. ¢ Why don’t you abandon
your grand ideas of writing a big volume
or volumes, and write some sketches?
Listen, my son. I have been fighting
Jthe world all my life, and I have found
out that to @v one small thing is better
than resolving only to do five hundred
big things. 1 make a luxurious living
by ‘small literature,” my dear Cartaret,
Do the same; abandon your grand trea~
tise, and try the truck system.”

“ Truck? What is truck?”

“Truck is—the small. Only the
small in sufficient quantities becomes
the large.”

¢ Ah! 1 begin to sce——"

¢ What your friend Lance is driving
at! Well, reflect thereon, my son. No
more grand literary dreams.  Sit down
there and write me a sketch,”

“ A sketch of what

¢« Of anything. Say of some battle
or adventure. Do you know anything
worth relating? Have you seen any-
body worth seeing? Well, relate the
incident, Cartaret, and describe the per-
sonage.”

Cartaret shook his head.

“ Who will buy?” o

¢t The ¢ Bird of Freedom’ will.”

¢ Can I write, however ¥’ -

“Try. I have invented a proverb:
¢The way to do a thing is—to doit.’”

Gaymount.

“ An excellent maxim, Lance; and

.decidedly T will make the attempt. Let.

me go and take a walk, Perhaps some
ideas will visit me.”

“ Do so; exercise expands the mind.
And Il go storm the den of that wild
being, Guy Hartrigger.”

With these words the friends parted,
and Cartaret set out with Leon for a
ramble. i

Two days afterwards the young man
had written a paper, which Lance de-
clared excelléent s and the ¢ Bird of Free-
dom,’ to which it was sent, seemed to

take the same view of it, for he sent the
author a check, together with a request
to write again, ] ‘
Cartaret looked with «delight on the
crisp check, and the paper he had writ-
ten, in fair round type. Then ke raised
his eyes, and saw that Frank Lance,
Esq., was laughing; whereat he blush-
ed, and threw aside the journal, and
Lance laughed louder than before.

“ Don't be ashamed, old fellow,” he
said; “I always make full allowance
for papas with their first offspring. You

have struck into the right path, my son’

—continue therein and prosper. Give
up all your grand ideas. Come F]own to
small things, above all, to weréd. Do
that, and you shall be great, glorious,
and happy.” o ‘

« Which will please you, 1 am certain,
my dear Lance.” '

¢ 1t will: for you are one of the best
fellows 1 ever knew, Cartaret. [ have
enjoyed myself here to an extent that
astonishes me; but my time is up now,
and I must go to-morrow.”

« To-morrow? Impossible, Lance!

You must spend the winter. I want

your sunshine.” :
¢ There is your vile Southern extra-

vagance. ‘Spend the winter!? ¢ Sun-
shine ' .
¢ Well, what is there extravagant in

that, my dear grizely bear? 1 am lone-
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1y, and you chesrme, I compare SFQu
to the sunshine, bear, because you make
me laugh ; and I want my sunshine to
continue to beam upon me.”

“Impossible, Cartaret! I must go
to my work., Some day 1 will come
back, however. And now, before I de-
part, my son, let me say a serious word.
Go on writing, and make money; dig
your acres, and do the same. What is
needed is werd, Work, then, patiently
and bravely, and don’t be cast down.
Remember, ‘the way to'do a thing is to
do it;’ not to mercly resalve to do it.
That'is the dying speech of yours, res-
pectfully, Frank Lance.”

XVL
LEON;

On the next morning Frank Lance,
Esy., shook his friend’s hand with great
vigor, and, followed by Juba, carrying
his carpet-bag, set out on horseback for
the wharf. )

Cartaret réentered the house and loolk-
ed around him—the place scemed drea-
ry. Lance’s departure had left a void in
the great old establishment, Some of
the sunshine had departed, and' all day
long the youth was listening for his
friend’s laughter ‘or gay grecting.

In the afterncon he called Leon, and
set ont {o take a ramble. He wished to
reflect, In fact a thousand new emo-

tions had recently come to him. The .

Little Mamma—well, things had pro-
ceeded to a considerable extent with the
Little Mamma now. Truck—=#ke smali,
in literature—why not also in agricul-
ure? After all, could he not remain
here at Gaymount, and earn his liveli-
hood—even do more? Perhaps some
day he might hope even to ask the Little
Woman to come and take charge of
things.

At that thought Cartaret blushed like
a girl, and wandered on musing. - The
year was going to its death in a blaze of

'

" but I see little use in it.

‘splendor. The woods were of every co-

lor; the wind was blowing gently, and
“breathing with delight the fresh air of
autumn, Cartaret rambled on untl he
reached the spot where he had {irst seen
Anne Vawter.

Here he sat down and began to muse,
while Leon gamboled around him. His
refiections must have been pleasant, for
he smiled—and that smile was like sun-
sliine, All at once, however, he raised
his head and exclaimed aloud ;

“ Allthisisfolly ! Decidedly I'll never
come to good, Here I am idling when
I ought to be working. But what work.
except these poor sketches can I turnto?
To digging? I am not too proud to dig;
What can I do

with my poor little patch here? Park
included, it is only forty acres.”

Leon growled. The young man look-
ed at him, and saw that he was Paying
with something. He called the dog—
Leon appreached with the’ something in
his mouth--and taking it from him Car-
taret saw that it was a fragment of a
newspaper which had probably served
to wrap cakes in on the day of the pic-
nic.

He was about to throw it aside, butall -
at once his eyes fell upon the words, ¢ 4
Trinmph of Tiflage”

““Here is sometbing that may con-
cern me,” he said; and he began to
read. The article began:

** About twenty years ago a New York gen-
tleman purchased a smali homestead about two
miles west of Newark, consisting of forty acres
of poorland. It was a rcugh otd farm, with
a half ruinous farm house, a large, musty-smeil-
ing cider shed, o small, old-fashioned barn, and
dilapidated stone fences, overgrown with sumac
and briars. This place is now a paradise, and
brings its owner eight or ten thousand dollars
woith of fruite and vegetables annualiy--of
which, more than six thousand is nef profit,"

“ Why can not I do the same?” Car-
taret said to himself, “My land~—just
forty ‘acres—is new soil, richer than this
gentleman’s. I make no use of it at
present, treating myself ex grand seig-

.
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< I may live here at
? Here, ne- make my fortune, .
feur, to a ffine old park, re, o ery comfon
::ith::less, 1 believe that with brains and Gaym(;unte ‘a{:;t, m;\:et; He'a);en omfort
' i ound m .
erseverance, 1 can retrieve  ar ‘ Heaven smiles
enerfg {l’eil}(jrlt)unes and surround myself and helpst he man who is deter .
my fal s . :
Wi)trh 2 Man has. dome Wha; heg) }clilrr:j:}rig Cartaret returned, with
it, an n A
me? Man has done it, i ( 4, wid
Preve“ti do it! I have Baltimore, Wash-  long, elastic stndt.es, tow-ar_d l(?dag't ouns :,_
man ca and Georgetown, and Alexan- in spite of t}:e ghmm(zlrxr:,g g the.
M i
:;lgto?o’r my markets. [ know my land windows of ““The Reeds.
ria, . . '
will raise fruits and vegetables in abun -
dance. I have only to work—to perse- XVIL |
| vere—to bravely resolve, and reso}utely ESTIMATES—WINDING UP WITH THE
execute—my exertions will result in af- ROMANCE OF GUY HARTRIGGER.

fluence.” . “ Guy t?
1s face glow- y: .
He paused and mused, g ¢ Licutenant 1 :

And Guy's fingers went to his cap
“ The programme is changed, Guy—
we are not going to leave Gaquunt——

ing. ' ‘
%‘ Why not try ?” he said. It isworth
the trial. I have the soil—I have oyster
fertilizers
nd bones, and many ‘ i
E‘h:li'lsa.it1 hand on 'zhe river. I have mar- we are gom% t; lwif’icutenam i
E:ts every thing—Dbut have I the pa- ::gn(},no sell,
e, ? 0. ]
i the perseverance? . ) .
T dout t}'!e enIeIEy,: r;zllled I;way my life Guy’s coonskin capdrése 1f12)ﬁzlrfwhi€:h
'I dou'bt i 1 lczﬁmuse ih want of food ¢ Hooray,’t shoute. 1;y;,ca1m e
e 10“‘3;' ;) m goir;g into exile for unwontedexatemel;t 1:1& gG E; e gae -
et hese ie ime’ They were seated in : s
ry qualities. Dut time ; e o @
fvar;tcllolt;;thiii veT}Lf?re is the opening stone’s thr;w ;ndrca:v ac:'atsmau r:l mount
otill . i | -house. The lodge ;
i th the fate that o d on
o h}‘:_rd fxif::lt “gh'lll I give upin  of wood, containing t\;rod(;; ::;;e t;}; Y
n . H
seems crush gh‘ esource is still left ments; above the roo ooped the -
e e (S ¥ liage of an enormous oak; and y }E}
i indi 55 the
" ?”'I .k d at Leon. The hound had proached it by a path winding acro
He looked a .

. leasant litile
: : nsward. It was a p \
his e‘yes fixed on his master, with deep Eraiielor haunt. Guy had fitted it up

in true huntsman’s style, with deer ant-
lers, game-bags, fishing-rods, and fox-
) .

attention, . ‘
“N¢, old Leon,” he said, “we will
make the attempt. Who knows that

- t placed this fragment . stretched be-
Pfr mde??i ::1; ;:thpto change my whole  chase, down to the hound
of pape

i ce, and the
life. Yes, I will work, and see if my fore the t;laze ;)I; :}Eeﬁimcilci‘?(;uch, P
ife. s tlay u .

i cven enableme  gun tha )
ok Am \'VIlioff: Ir':;:ifc." which was thrown a r%be rr:lliet 161’: %(::;t
* a-”.k ;"A nn;;ushed at that thought. - skins, lined with :mdta}i?ilslhmcnt.

f-‘IIIS;x\r;;;‘l:lenot ask her now,” he mutter- and pride of Gufl: e we arc going to
' i At those words, r i
ill. Somethingtellsme inquiringly at his
o “Iblrt iﬁizlfrZQC and perseverance, if work,” Guy I?é’k‘;d Inquiringly
t 1 hav ing officer. - .
:t[h:nce start. Yes, I'll work! I am a cot?ﬁ::izggoing cto the track: bush
ike a man. I can - aret. ¢ that
nan, anl:l. M wc:;c ,3.;:? knows? I may ness, Guy,” continued Cartaret,
- Jose nothing—a :

- capin his fingers. e got the legs

] . time,” said the voun man; “Iam oo
skins. All around was redolent of the . s ! young o

" to the acre, Wha

N
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Is, into raising produce for market on
the Gaymount estate.” thousand,”

* The estate, Lieutenant »” “And you think that can be done,

“The estate, Guy! You think asI Lieutenant
have always made you think, that itis a “I know it,” .
mere patch of ground—and soit is. But ““Not cut down the trees of the Park.”
there is a fortune in that patch, if you ¢ Yes,”
only go to work on it like men, What Ca
men have done, men can do, Listen to  ded

. this paper first.”

And taking from his pocket the frag-
ment of newspaper, Cartaret read aloud
thelarticle. '

Guy listened with deep attention,

bring me as much as four hundred or a

rtaret paused and sighed ; then ad-

““You touch the greatest obstacle of
all to mé, Guy; a mere money-maker,
a man with no home feeling would not
-hesitate—nor do I, Bug to mutilate the

* old grounds around Gaymbunt, " goes
“IYou see,” said Cartaret, ¢ here ig hardest of all with me. You know that
: thc{ esult of brains, and fegs, and arms,

out of the forty acres, about thirty are
Haye we or have we nat these articles, embraced in the park. It is said to be
Guy

the finest in the whole country, and—]|
“We have, Lieutenant,” wag CGuy’s . must destroy it! T must eyt down the
stentorian reply, turning his coenskin old .oaks; 1,must plough up the fine
English turf. Where deer used to roam
about, the axe and the plough must en.
ter.” I have no choice, Nothing is left
me. ' Either that, or sell my house, to
Tugmuddle, perhaps, and have the
Tugmuddles Jord it here, while you and
I are homeless exiles. " ‘
Guy half bounded on his chair,
“Don’t let that Tugmuddle get the

and arms, and you've got the brains,”
¥ Stop, nonc of that, Guy., Remem-
ber one thing, that at these head-quar-
ters everybody is a private,”
““Eh, Lieutenant »»
“I mean that there\, is not going to be
any talk of your wor}({ing and my look-
“ingon.  The firm is Cartaret & Com-
pany.  Proceeds to be shared, Senior old home, Licutenant,”
and junior to work ‘and share fairly. “I don’t mean to, if [ can avoid jt.”
Now Iisten, and T will tell you my whole “ Do anything to brevent tiaf, Lieu-
plan,” tenant,” ‘ .
“Well, T see we agree, Guy; the old
oaks must fall, the turf be rooted up.”
Guy nodded mournfully. .
¥ S6 much for that,” continued Cay.
taret; “‘now for the means, We are in
want of everything, down to the axe and

Guy looked intently at Cartaret,
“I have been an idler up to this

ing to try to become industrious, and I
hope well to do. I have been living in
cloudiand, and I mean to come down to

solid ground. I have been planning * the plough to hegin. Let me make an
and scheming, and dreaming how 1 inventory, One old shovel plough, with
could buy land, and make money by  which Juba broke up the garden this
cultivating it with the old resuit-—teq spring; one old raw-boned animal, that
bushels of wheat, and ten barrels ofcorn  went in the Plough, with rope harness,

t : 4 t I mean to do now and a cavalry bridle; and an old cart,
15, to give up all sych fancics of adding  with the bottom out; a wagon with

to my estate, to cultivate what I have, three wheels and no hound ; and there
and to make this tract of forty acres g the whole stock—rather unpromising,
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tend to raise these and more, or make
a dead failure ;—but I mean to také at
least three years to fail in. What I
need beside the gardener in the Spring,
will be a partner to superintend the
shipment of the produce, and help me
generally.”
Guy suddenly brightened up._
“Take me,—and without a salary,
Lieutenant.” _—
i No, that would be starting badly,
Guy. The Scripture says, that the la-
borer is worthy of his hire, and you are
no mere laborer, either; you are the
¢Co. of the firm, old fellow, We'li
work together, and try to get above wa-
ter again; and as the ¢ Co.,” you ought
to come and live in the great house with
the senior partner.”
Guy knit his brows, and shook his
head. Then he groaned, and said:

Even if we worked Sir Archy;—but
stop! Sir Archy is blooded stock, ‘and
is worth, at least, three horses, for he
will bring five or six hundred dollars.”

¢ Don’t sell Sir Archy, Lieutenant;
he's your old army friend, and it will
bring you bad luck.”

s Well, the trees will go first, Guy;
but 1 warn you before Tugmuddle shall
become the owner of Gaymount, I'll
sell Sir Archy, and all clse 1 possess.
To come back to the trees. The tim-
ber is valuable. I can easily sell it to
some of the Northern men in the neigh-
borhood as it stands; they wilt cut and
haul it, and with the proceeds of the
sale, we can buy work horses, ploug'hs,
a wagen, and farming and gardening
jmplements generally, If I have good
luck in effecting the sale of the timber,

the sod before :
we can breals Up Some 0t “Don’t tempt me to that, Lieutenant. .

i Spri t the
Christmas even. I the Spre 1 4m-in a bad way already. I have been

first moment we can then go to work: im i
again; bring fish, oyster shells for lime, thinking of that—and ‘do you know

and all the fertilizers we can get, from  why 2" .
the river shore; and by May I hope to # Tell me, old”fello}v. . Cartaret
be able to make a beginning.” ¢ Rose Lacy,” said Guy. Ca

Guy listened, but evidently doubted. bgﬁan to laugh. o

¢t We'll make a botch of it, I'm afiaid, What abqut her, Guy e
Lieutcnant.” Cuy was silent a moment, g

¢ No, we'll make a success of it.”

Guy listened, anxious ;pparcntly to
be convinced.

“]am going to try ¢ book farming,’
which everybedy in the South laughs
at,” said Cartaret; but I am not going
to have my head turned by anything, or
depend on myself and the books. Iw_'ﬂl
hire a good gardener, who will superin-
tend everything; and in my ground I
mean to plant every fruit and vegetable
that will sell. The first year I expect todo
little; not much the second and third, and
afterwards, a great deal. In thre:e years
money and labor invested in soil, pro-
duce pears, peaches, grapes, potatocs,
cabbage, strawberries, celery, and eve;:y-
thing that the city markets want. I in-~

his brows.
¢ Ghe's after me, Lieutenant.”

Cartaret’s laugh was repeated with
miore gusto than ever.

about Miss Rase Lacy generally.”

¢ She is a missus,” groaned Guy, “a
widow, with two red-headed chil@ren.”

¢ Then her own head is red, and she
is probably not a beauty.”

¢ There's the worst of it, Lieutenant.
She’s a real beauty, and not red-headed
in the least.”

¢ And she is after you?”

¢¢ Yes, Lieutenant,”

“You interest me, Guy.
make a clean breast of it."” .

¢ Well, Lieutenant, I'll do tbat in 3

Come,

¢t Tell me your difficulties, Guy, and [
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turn of the hand. Ten years ago, when
she was seventeen, Rose and myself
were sweethearts, and she jilted me.
She married Jack Lacy, and then he
died, and left her with two children, and
nothing to feed them. She rented the
little house she lives in, near the toll-
gate, with a small garden to it, and
there I found Rose after the war, Well,
whenever I passed, she looked at me so
sweet, Lieutenant, as much as to say,

¢ Guy, you mustn’t let old scores stay
unsettied. I never meant to do wrong,
Guy. Iknow I treated you hadly, tho.’*
And one day I was weak enough to stop,

and she szi7 that to me, crying while
she said it. Weil, you see, Licutenant,

1 never could stand women foiks crying.

She looked pretty enough as she talked,

and the fact is, she’s prettier than she

was before,” .

“““And you, Guy, like 2 monster, re-
mained unmoved by all that.”

“I'mnot a marrying man, Lieuten-
ant. I like my house here, and my
bachelor living better ;-—and it is this
house Rose Lacy ought to have, as sure
as shooting-" '

¢ This house ?”

“Yes, Lieutenant; that is, if you are
agreeable,”

““Continue, Guy. But first this house
and all it contains, is your own. Dis-
pose of it exactly as you wish.”

Guy knit his brow, as Cartaret uttered
these words. :

¢ That settles the matter,” he said.

““ What ? Explain.” )

“Well, you see, Lieutcnant, after I
had stopped to see Rose once, I
stopped again regular. There was al-
ways something that made me go in,
in spite of all I could do. One day it
Wwas to carry her a. letter which she had
calted to me to ask for at the Post-office;

~ another day it was to drink some fresh

buttermiik she held up to e throngh
the. window, with a smile on her pretty

face—and every time I went in [ said to
myself, * You are making a fool of your-
self, Guy Hartrigger. Rose Lacy is after
catching you—~and in spite of everything
you can do she will have ydir yet,’ At
last, I said to myself, ‘I won’t go in
again; I am not a marrying man,’ and
I kept to that, turning away my head
whenever I passed, pretending never to
hear her when she called out, * Won't’
you come in a minute, Guy " .

‘ Obdurate monster! Well, Low did
it end " said Cartaret. -

“It cnded by my going in yesterday,
Licutenant. 'But I couldn’t helpit. I
wowdd have been a monster, as you call

- me, if Thadn’t.  The poor thing ran to

the door as I passed by, with tears run-
ning down her face; and sobbing out
her words, told me what made my blood
boil. Old Tugmuddle is going to sell
her out for rent. She hasn’t a cent in
the world, or any way to live, not even
a shelter this winter over the heads of
her children; and all that she told me
with her eyes streaming with tears to
that degree that when she had got
through 1 began to ery too. ‘¢ Well,
Rase,' I said, ‘as long as Guy Hartrig-
geris alive you shan’t want bread, if you
did treat me bad, Rose-—don’t answer
tne, but hear me. T've got the best
friend a man ever had, and T live ina-
small house of his that I like better than
a big one, for I am not a marrying man,
Rose.  Now, before you shall want, I
will clear out of that house,’ I said, ‘and
if the Lieutenant is agreeable, you can
movein.’ She cried and hid her face at
that, Licutenant, and would not say yes
or no; but if you are agreeable she shall
come. Areyou agreeable, Licutenant

Cartaret reached out his hand and
pressed Guy’s, :

“Yes, I am agreeable, Guy,” he said,
“Go and tell your pretty Rose Lacy to

" move into the house whenever she gets

ready,”
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“ With the red-headed children, Lieu-
tenant 2” '

 Yes, if there are a dozen of them,
They shalt want nothing as long as we
have anything.”

Guy's face flushed.

¢ Much obliged to you, Licutenant,”
he said simply.

<« But I foresee one thing, Guy.”

¢ What is that, Lieutenant "

¢ That Rose will capture you.”

Guy shook his head.

“ am not a marrying man, Lieute-
nant.”

¢ Marrying man or not, you will.have
too great odds against you, Guy, and
you will succurmnb. You will have against
you a pair of eyes, full of ‘smiles and
tears,’ as the poets say—a pair of rosy
cheeks, a pair of lips—a woman, ina
word ; that is tosay, more than a match
for you, or any other man. You will go
under, Guy.”

“Jf I thought that, I'd set out for
Mexico, Lieutecnant.”

¢ Impossible, old fellow—the order is
issued. We are going to hegin a cam-
paign here at Gaymount. But don’t be
down-hearted, Guy. There are worse
things than being married. You are a
partner, remember, in the firm of Car-
tarct & Co., and that house is going to
make enough to carry out the maxim,
‘Pay as you go.” Your proportion will
be quite enough, 1 hope, to satisfy area-
sonable ‘ Co.'—and all that is needed by
Mrs. Hartriggoer, and the two red-head-
ed children,”

Wigh these words Cartaret rose, and
left Guy to his reflections. No sound
issued from his lips, He scarcely turned
his head. One would have said that he
was overwhelmed, completely dumfound-
ered, by those terrible words, ‘ Mrs.
Hartrigger and the two red-headed chil-
dren.”

sistence.

Gaymount.

- XVIIL
CARTARET NARROWLY ESCAPES VER-
TIGO.

In the youth who is the hero of the
present history, we have endeavored to
place before the reader one of a class
much more numercus than the world
supposes—the class of idlers with the
capacity to perform hard work, if they
can only get a clear idea of how to be-
gin.

Energy and idleness were mingled In
the youth’s character in a remarkable
manner. Hitherto the idleness had
borne sway over him—the energy was
paratyzed, Now he saw a definite ob-
ject before him; thought he had the
ubility to achieve i, and like the race-
horse, would go ““until he dropped.”

With a nature of that sort, ¢ the
start,” as we have said, is everything.
Arouse its powers, and nothing is more
extraordinary than the speed and bot-
tom displayed—the unslumbering per-
Obstacles lose their depress-
ing character; or rather they vanish.
Such human beings begin the work which
lies before them with that most valuable
of all convictions—the conviction that
they have it in their power to achieve
their aim. .

Cartaret’s hour in the lone woods had
given him an aim. He believed that he
could do what had been done by ano-
ther, and asked himself how he could
do it. The point necessary was infor-
mation—he had sense enough to fecl the
full extent of his ignorance. - He, the
idler, the hunter, the dreamer, was go-
ing to embark in market gardening,
fruit planting, truck raising—not as a
pastime, ‘but to raise money; not to
amuse himself, but to live. And to
achieve anything, he must know—the
theory and ideas ﬁrst then practical ex-
perience.

He sat down as soon as he reached
Gaymount, and wrote to a friend in Bal-
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timore, to send him reliable works upon
gardening, the -improvement of land,
and fruit culture, including grapes. In
a few days the works came through the
mail, 2nd the young man began to stu-
dy them.

As he read hour after hour, and far

into the night, he became more than
ever convinced that he could do some-
thing with his fow acres. He had laid
before him statistics, the results of prac-
tical experience, which proved the enor-
mous proceeds to be realized from even
a single acre. All that was necessary
was wor/#. To put into the soil the re-
quisite fertilizers, to thoroughly work
it, day after day, to supply the meoisture
that was wanting, or remove the excess
by draining; only to give nature a fair
field, and no obstructions. Cartaret
laid down his gardening book, after
reading to the last page, and said:

“ With one acre of. earth a man can
live and support his family, if they are
a dozen in number; can owe no one
ariything; enjoy health; laugh at the
constable 1

From the works on gardening and
improvement of the soil, he passed to
the small volume on Fruit and Vine

.Culture. That is to say, he left the sub-

ject of the necessaries of life to come to
that of the luxuries. He was soon deep
in the charming study. The profits
from fruits were evidently enormous.
The dwarf pear, the improved varieties
of apple, the peach, the apricot, the
nectarine, the cherry; these were in

themselves a mine of wealth, a regular !

source of profit from the spring days,
when the nectarine ripens, to the au-
tumn, when the Heath peach first fills
with its delicious juice. Last he came
to the vine—~to the culture of grapes for
the table and for wine. Here the resulis
were'even more astomshmg The pro-
fits realized from wine culture gave him
a sensation of the Arabian Nights !

In Missouri a gentleman had planted
3,000 vines in two and a half acres.
Five years aftérwards they had produced
a gross amount of $23,305 80, Deduct-
ing from this the expenscs, that is,
plants, trellises, labors, and interest on
investment, amounting in all to $3,627,
The clear profit on the twe and a half
acres in the five years had been $19,678°
80; and that, in spite of the loss, one
year, of $1,500 worth of wine, and the
‘failure another year of not less than
2,200 of his vines.

“ Twenty pounds to the vine the
fourth year is not an unusual crop,”
said one exper:enccd grape raiser, ““and
as the vine increases in age, the crop
may be increased one-fourth, that is to
say, forty pounds. With 1,000 vines tothe
acre, this would give say, 30,000 pounds.
These are worth, in ordinary years, ten
cents per pound, #2745 year they are
worth twenty., The proceeds of one
acre would thus range from $3,000 to
$8,000.”

In {llinois an experienced vmcyardtst
realized from one acre of Concord vines,
in their second year, the astonishing
profit of $z2,400.

In a neighboring State a ﬂrqﬁz‘ of
$3,562 was made from one acre of Del-
awarc vines. In the same State from
the same vine, $3,000 profit was realized
from one-third of an acre.

Cartaret laid down the volume, and
leaning his forehead on his hand, begun
to reflect.

** That is really enough to turn any-
body’s head,” he muttered. “1It is
therefore in the bounds of possibility,
that is, not opposed to the natwran re-
#uyr,—to produce upen forty acres of
earth more than three hundred Lhousana
dollars’ worth of grape juice per an-
num! That seems absurd, and I have
a profound unreliance upon figures ; but
what seems reasonable is, that excellent
profits may be realized from wine ¢yl
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ture; far greater profits upon small es-
tates, than what are derived from wheat,
corn and tobacco. Tl give if a trial at
least, and 1 will not catch the vertigo.
Lie there, my dear producer of vinc-de.
lirium, with your reports of $8,000 per
acrc !-—ond ot me go out and walk, and
reflect whether with hard work I can’t
realize a profit of eighiy dollars an acre.
That will satisly me for the present; for
if T can culiivate thirty acres, I will real-
ize something like feo o three thonsand
dollars; and that, under the present
cireumstances, would be satisfactory.”

The young man called to Leon, who
had been attentively watching bis mas- -
ter, and taking his gun from long habit,
set out to walk and reflect. e was
getting the grape-vertigo !

X1X.

THE ENEMY ADVANCES ON GUY HAR-
TRIGGER.

He turned into the path lcading to
Guy Hartrigger’s lodge, when a sound
from the great gate made him turn his
head.

A light wagon, drawn by two horses,
was seen approaching.  Upon this wag-
on was piled up a quantity of dilapidated
furniture — chairs, tables, bedsteads,
beds,—and other househeld effects ; and
on the summit of the mass, in the mid-
dle of the feather Ded, appearcd the
handsome face of a woman, flanked by
two little red-headed children, resem-

bling for all the world two young wood- '

peckers in their nest.

¢ Rose Lacy and her offspring, as I
am a sinner!” cxclaimed the young
man, laughing. “She has come to
eapture old Guy, and he is gone.”

And bastening on, he reached Guy's
small dwelling, which was in a state of
wild confusion. Chalirs and tables were
seen on the lawn. Over a table lay
Guy’s great fur bed covering; and the

unhappy owner of these objecis was sit-
ting disconsolately on the steps, his gua
resting across his knees, his favorite
hound standing near, wagging his tail,
and gazing with sympathy at his master.

Guy’s cxprcsﬁion was so woechegone,
that Cartaret burst into a laugh,

¢ Well, I sce you are taken prisoner,
old boy!” he cxclaimed ; ““look ! yonder
is the cnemy, steadily advancing.”

“1 see her,” groaned Guy.

 And you are ready to surrender ¢

# Never, Licutenant.”

“Well, T have heard that boast made
frequently, in spite of which surrenders
continue to take place. If you are not
soing to lay down your arms, Guy, you
appear to have resolved to evacuate your
position,”

T had to.”

And Guy groaned again.

 She is coming to take possession

#Yes, Licutenant, 1 couldn't resist
w—it was no go. I had to give up. Old
Tugmuddle, you see, Lieutenant, has
been the brute he said he would be. As
I was passing Rose's yesferday, Le was
selling her out for the rent, and she was
standing there, crying, with her arms
around her children. ¢°Oh! Mr. Har-
trigger,” she cried out, “ see how cruel
they are. What shall T do? 1 have no
shelter for my poor little ones, and my
heart is breaking 17 :

Gay drew his cuff hastily across his -

eyes, as he spoke.

«Well, you sec I couldn’t stand that,
Licutenant. 1 am not armarrying man,
but I ain’t made of rock. ¢ Stop crying,
Rose,’ I said to her; *the situation is
not as bad as you think. 1 have seen
my commander. Come and live at my-
house. Hc will share with you as long
as he has anything, and Guy Hartrigger
will do the same.' At that she began to
cry worse than before, Lieutenant. It
was a real waterspout. ‘It is hard—

very hard,’ she said, sobbing out her
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- words, ‘to haye to come to you, Guy.
1 have treatedyyou badly, Guy. Ididn't
mean to, but I did it; and [ would not
let you do this, but for-—my—poor—
children.’” That's the way she said
it, Lieutenant, crying every ather word.
S0 1 up and told her to stop that way of
talking. ‘Come, and go to housekeep-
"ing in my den, Rose,” Isaid. ‘I can
go and lay down in the big house. It's
no deprivation, Rose, for I ave no wife
and children, and I don’t incan to have
any, for I'mnot a marrjfing man, Rose.’
With that [ went on my way, and this
morning I have moved out.” '

“Like the gentleman you are,’ Cuy,
and here comes your wife and children.”

Cartaret pointed, with a laugh, to the
wagon which was rapidly approaching.

““See the face of Madam ! DBy
George, she is handsome, Guy, and I
wonder your heart is so hard ”

“I'm not " ‘

“ A marrying man? I know that.

Bat they are the very people who get
married.. Consider the charms of wed-
ded life ; the watchful eye upon all your
movements ; the close attention to your
morals and every bad habit, with a view
to your reformation. At present you
are a merc wild animal, Guy, prowling

about as free 235 air; a free and indepen-

dent baclielor, with no onc to look after
your morals, and mend your shirts,

Weli, that state of living is sinful, Guy,

you will not he allowed to persist init.

You require reformation ; and Rose will

become your reformer,”

“* Never, never, Licutenant. I mar-
ried? Hoew could 1 support a wife

I see with pleasule, {ruy, that you
approve of the moral reform view, and
are already making your estimates of
expenses.  ‘Well, that is the easiest of
all. Rose will work and help you, and

H

“ Suppose 1 were to dac, Lieute-

'nant ?”

“Itis unnecessary to suppose that.
But Rose would be no worse off than
now. She is pretty and attractive ; and
doubtless a 22i#d- husband would make
his appecarance. If not, she and her
children need want for nothing. She
has only to set them up on the nearest
fence—the red-headed darlings—and the

_woodpeckers will fiy down and feed
them.”

Guy grunted disconsolately.

“In conclusion,” said Cartaret, laugh-
ing, * you are certain to be captured, I
sce Rose’s face better now, and that style
of beauty is fatal.  She will marry you,
old fellow, and you will look back with
horror on your present depraved condi-
tion. You will be a respectable married -
man, with an angel to take command of
you. You will feel that heavenly pres-
cence controlling vour habits and ele-
vating you. You will no longer go and
come at your own pleasure, wretched
bachelor. ¢ Where aig you going # or,
‘ Where have you been?” will be the
charming substitute. | No more, wretch-
cd Guy, will you ret m to your lonely
den, to smoke your p;pe by the fire, and
sleep with your hounds; yeu will find
rcady to welcome you the owner of the
pretty face yonder, and around the
knces of papa will cling, laughing, two
swect red-headed cherubs.”

With these words Cartaret chuckled
with deep enjoyment, made a bow to
Rose Lacy, on the summit of the feather
bed, and strolled on, leaving Guy des-’
perate, and tearing his hair.

XX
THE CROSSING.

At the moment when the wagon con-
taining Rose Lacy and her family stop-
ped before Guy Hartrigger’s deor, Miss
Annie Vawter put on a little chip hat,
beneath which struggled forth a great
mass of brown curls, and, leaving The
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Reeds, strolled down the grassy hill tow-
ard a little stream which was gurgling
between hizh banks, dotted with the
last flowers of autumn.

The balmy air of the Indian summer
came laden with the odors of the forest.
A dreamy haze was over all the land-
scape, rounding every outline. Through
this mist, mellow and silvery, burned a
few lingering masses of crimson, the last
flags of autumn still remaining crect,
in defiance of the storm winds.

The Little Mamma went along slow-
ly, with her head bent down, and lost in
thought. Of what was she thinking ¢
What does youth think of, when the
blossoms of seventeen summers only
have fallen on glossy cwis? Aimless
reveries that wander away into the realm
of fancy! Fond imaginings that lose
the heart in the vague pathways of
dreamland.

And the dreams had their charm.
They were a novelty to this mere child.
A montl before and she had never ram-
bled thus; never dreamed any such
dreams! But the enchanter had waved
his wand, opening her eyes all at once,
and the name of the enchanter was
Lowve/

She gathered some wild flowers, and
made a nosegay, and again strolled on.
The stream, a few hundred yards dis-
tant, came to her in a mellow murmur.
Reaching a mossy rock, she sat down,
remained musing thus for ncarly an
hour, and the subject of her reverie
seemed distressing, for she sighed and
blushed deeply.

It is the old story, you see, friend,
which wiil go on Dbeing narrated to the
end of time. Hearts will beat when
they arc. young, checks will blush at
seventeen, in the year 18063 as 1365,
Corydon and Chloe passing in their bal-
loons, or travelling by telegraph, will
sigh and blush, in like manner, as they
flit by each other.

Gaymoﬁnt.

Annie sat with her head drooping,
the brown curis brushing the rosy
cheeks. The white neck was just seen
above the plain lace collar, which en-
circled it.  She gazed at her poor flow-
ers, picking them slowly to picces; and

* that process seemed to distress her deep-

ly, for she sighed.

Then she resumed ler walk, going
toward the stream. A log -was thrown
across it from one of the high banks to
the other; and a huge mass of rock
from which grew a shady tree, ascend-
ed straight from the water, on the op-
posite side near the log. :

Annie essayed the crossing, intending
to extend her walk beyond. Dut ill for-
tune attended her. She had reached
the middle of the moss-covered log, and
was balancing herself carefully above

the water, when her foot slipped, she

struggled to regain her equilibrium, fail-
ed, and would have fallen into the
stream, when—-— ‘

You, no doubt, comprehend, worthy
reader, who came to the rescue? It
was ‘a young man who, strolling out, lost
in reverie, like herself, had come to the
streamn, seen her approaching, hidden
hehind the mass of rock, and who now,
at one bound, reached the girl, and
tlasped her close in his arms.

Annie uttered a cry, with which a
dog’s bark mingled. Leon had darted
in pursuit of Annie’s slipper which had

fallen into the stream, and seizing the

small affair quietly floating away,
brought it to shore, just as Cartarct
landed his, burden on the bank.

—-An hour afterwards the young man
and the girl were returning toward The
Reeds. Cartaret had ‘‘crossed the Ru-
bicon.” Oh ! wealk heart of youth. He
had determined not to ask her, but he
had dene so, and she was his own ! Was
it her blushes, her murtured words, the
heart beating against his own, which

. had overcome his resolution ? The in-
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quiry was now useless; all that had And the worth}lﬁld Major discharged

happened a thousand years before. a cannonade of expletives, so prof; o

TheY.were walking, hand in hand, with  that it was horrible to listél; to hii3 all:e’

the winds laughing around them; with fullya quarter of an liour the storm. con.

the orange light of evening, and the tinued to rage, and little was to ';CO"‘
moonlight falling upon them, thered from th’e old gentleman LT]'?a—
| li&t the gate of The Reeds that curious  his wrath somewhat moderated 'and AT:

old m i i - ,

o tzo]:xefi:rd-someﬂ-‘nng fhat was plea- 2{1;:;35 able to make out what had oc-

. 1Ilt \;as the face of the Little‘ Mamma, Tugmuddle had called soon after her
full o tears‘ and blushes, leaning for an  departure, and politely requested of Maj
. ';nstanft against the lips of her affianced  Vawter the ¢ small amo?mt” whichajl(l);
over ! had lent him ;—the *small amount” in .
XL question being eight thousand dollars
some cents.

Te this demand Major Vawter had
responded, that he was wholly unable to
comply ; his crops had failed that year;
he had scarcely made bread.  Why was
Mr. Tugmuddie so pressing? The in-
terest had been paid regularly.

Thereat Tugmuddle had growled, de-
claring that *“ the principal was not the
interest.” But he told Major Vawter
that another man would press his claim;
/e, however, would suggest a way in

W which the matter might be arr i

: n he w anged

in his arm chair, fairly boiling over with  a friendly way. He had a son i. ﬁl::
r

wrath, i i
ot fI—ie hlild quite fgrgotten kis  young man, if ever there was one, with
CriCk);t _eeh ;S }\;C_ICh had lfa.l,le}? off the a number one education, at 2 ﬁrs;—cléss
et ; e was red with indigna- school. He would im hi
riclet; M : -hool. ould make him his hejr;
e C,a n;'l th: ?r:;spe.d a huge ivory-head-  his whole property would come to hiin’
o cans ];tel ich mbxtua!l.y leaned against He had seen Miss Annie Vawter 'u‘(i
o amante }?cllecel near him, with the air was pining away for her. He, Tug;nutli-
B e tva 1ua 'fvha would gwe‘all he dle, was a plain man; and he Major
posse: Shouc;dezg it over anpther indivi- Vawter, was a sensible oné; anci fo cut
{ . : the matter short, if th
o ) it the voun €0
e iio:il]';eg té’:.::?;tiy, M;ss Ellen Vaw- made a match, ;ie would teaf 1]1)p ?1'}2
s : er chair, presented  déed on The R i
a decidedly helpless, not t ilapi oo the gt oo oddie
‘ s o say dilapida-  day, and sct up the youn inli
:;:i, appcczlarince, and to her sister Annie  free of expensep young coupleln il
ressed t ion : v
o Eu: first question : ‘When Major Vawter, that choleric
; The. tn, '\?rhat is the matter ?” ““old gouty,” clearly understood thj
L It ? 0 o >
ors “Scouan ;er ]'. sh?uted the old Ma-  proposition-—comprehended that Tug-‘
A thl,;e sm is the matter! low muddle was in earnest in offering thus
not & i :11::;:3; II; I was only to simply purciase his daughter—he fell
the use of sy Liape . 1 only had _‘mto such a rage that it nearly terminated
- : | in a convulsion,~ He clutched his stick,

LELT.

Annie entered The Reeds with a féce
so red that she was afraid everybody
would observe it.  But an event had oc-
curred, during her absence, which com-
‘pletely diverted attention from her,

Major Vawter had received a visit
from Tugmuddle, who held a deed of
trL‘xst on The Reeds; and the result of
this visit had been to throw the old gen-
tleman into a paroxysm of rage.

When Annie came in, he was seated
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fired off a volley of the most shocking
profanity, and consigned the Tugmud-
dles, senior and junior, to a place too
hot to be named.

¢ To make such a proposition to A/
To come coolly in this way and offer to
Suy his daughter L—the thing was no-
thing short of a blank piece of blank,
blank insolence! No other man would
have dared to make such a blank dis-
gusting offer! Blank the blank decd of
trust! Blank the whole blank business !
Blanked if he would not starve outright,
or beg his bread on the highway, before
he would sell his daughter to 7 any
number of blanks.

Thereat Tugmuddle started up in huge
wrath, He had never presented an ug-
lier appearance about the meuth and
cyes. :

“He knew what the thing meant. e
and Ais were not good cnough for the
fine Major Vawter! But he would make
him know before long that he was adan-
gerous man to insult. Hehad The Reeds
between his finger and thumb; he had

" kept his hands off it up to this time—
but-now he was insulted—he and his son
were laughed at.  He would sell out un-
der the deed of trust within a month
from that time, and pcople weuld see
which was the hest man, he or the old
pauper who—"

Tugmuddic dodged. Major Vawter
had started up and aimed a tremendous
blow at him with his cane.

¢ Gell and be blanked, you old scoun-
drel.”

Such were the words that followed the
retreating Tugmuddle, who hastened to
mount his horse and ride away, boiling
with wrath.

“Tg offer to fzy my little girl, the
blank, blank rascal. Annie,” said the
Major, I served him right—he'll feel
my cane yet.”

And with an expiring blank, the old
Major drew his child to his bosom.

Annie was weeping, and her heart
was heavy. T
“Oht debt! debt!” she murmured.

XXIL
IN THE MESHES.

On the next day, Cartaret visited The
Reeds, and was received by Annie with
the smile which he always, in his heart,
compared to sunshine. She was deter--
mined that he should know nothing of
the terrible cloud which hung above the
hounsehold; and such was the self-con-
trol which the brave Little Mamma had
over herself, that Cartaret went away ci-
tirely ignorant of what had occurred be-
tween Major Vawtcr and Tugmuddle.

Two days afterwards, however, the dis-
covery was made in a manncr exceed-
ingly natural and commonplace. Mr.
Jabez Jinks, Attorney-at-Law, and trus-
tee in a certain deed of trust, etc., an-
nounced through an advertisement in the
county paper that that fine property

© known as ** The Reeds,” containing, ctc.,

highly improved, etc., would in four
weeks trom that time be sold to satisfy,
etc., one-third cash, deferred payments
to be secured, etc.—and a handbill to
the same effect was posted up at the door
of the village post office.

Juha brought Cartaret the intclligence,
but the young man could scarcely be-
licve it. He had his horse saddled,
leaped upen hitn, and proceeded at a
galiop to the little village. )

There was the handbill in front of the
post-office, as Juba had announced.
There on the opposite side of the street
was the dingy little building,  where
dwelt, as the tin sign informed every-
body, ¢ Jabez Jinks, Attorney-at-Law”

Cartaret dismounted, and went and
knocked at the door of Mr. Jinks' office.
As he did so, any one locking inte the
den of that legal spider would have seen

* no less a personage than Tugmuddié re-
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treat to an inner apartment, leaving the
door slightly ajar behingd him.

““Come in,” said Mr. Jinks, cheerful-
ly, and as Cartaret entered, he rose and
bowed. : ‘

. He was an insinuating little man, with
the most affectionate of smiles, but his
eyes were so sharp that they resembled
needles, ' .

¥ Glad to see you, Mr. Cartaret, Any
news to-day 2 ‘

And Mr. Jinks rubbed his hands, hold-

ing them towards a fire-place in which
there was no fire. ’ |

“None; I have called to ask about
the sale of The Reeds, Mr. Jinks,” said
Cartaret. o

““An unfortunate business, my dear
sir—very unfortunate,” said Mr. Jinks,
checrfully. : '

““Is no arrangement possible

Mr. Jinks shook his head,

- “None at all, I am afraid, Mr, Car-'
taret. I am assured by Mr. Tugmuddle
that ke is pressed to death for the mo-
ney.” ‘

Cartarct’s lip assumed an expression
not complimentary to Tugmuddle, and
he said;

‘“Is no delay even possible ?”

Now Mr. Jinks sat facing the door
leading to the inner room, while Carta.
ret sat with his back to it. Thys Jinks
could sce Tugmuddle, who was conceal-
cd from Cartaret—and at the last words
uttered by the young man, he saw Tug-
muddle shake his head violently at the
crack,

. The head of Mr. Jinks shook in unj-

© son, and he replied with sad sympathy ;

““No delay whatever is possible, Mr.

. Cartaret.” .

“ No arrangement whatever
L H
I am afraid none at ail, Mr, Carta-
ret,”
“ ine is i
) k‘Y’I’lY the thing is infamous, Mr,
;‘u;vi e:fcIa1med the young man,
1at object on earth can Mr. Tug-

muddle have to force payment of this
loan now? The debt is perfectly secure.
Major Vawter and his family will be
turned out of their house—why, the thing
is unheard of'! Caome, acknowledge, Mr.
Jinks, that a hard heart could invent
nothing morce cruel, or adopt a course
more disgraceful.”

The face at the door was not a plea-
sant one as Cartaret uttered these words.
Mr. Jinks was much embarrassed.

¢ Hum ! said Mr. Jinks.

“The law gives Mr, Tugmuddle the
right,” added the young man, “ but his
course is disgraceful, I repeat.”

M:. Jinks sighed, then smiled. For
want of an answer to make, he twirled
one thumb very gently over the other,

" ““Can nothing be done ? said Carta-
ret. “You might do something, Mr,
Jinks,” :

“ Unfortunately, I am powctless, my
dear sir.  Mr. Tugmuddle's instructions
are positive, and I am only an official
person in the affair, hound to comply
with his directions.” 4

Cartaret knit his brows. The idea of
Annic without shelter made his blood
boil, and turned his head nearly. Could
he do nothing? Was he to stand by-and
sce this wrong done, when he might be
able to prevent it?  He reflected for an
instant, and his expression became

gloomy.

“I must," he muttered.

And raising his eyes, e said:

I wish to borrow cnough of money
to satisfy this claim on Major Vawter,
Mr. Jinks.”

Mr. Jinks glanced at the head. It was
moving up and down violently,

“ This is a wretched business," Carta-
ret continued; “it involves the -dearest
friends I have in the world in utter ruin,
I am averse to debt, and shrink from in-
curring obligation, but I am determined
to stop this sale if I can, and I count on
your assistance, Mr. Jinks.”
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Mr, Jinks smiled meekly. The head

‘approved more than ever.

“ 1t will give me pleasure to assist you,
my dear sir.”

“ You may, yourself, be able to lend
me the money.”

The head nodded vigorously.

““Perhaps I might. - What security
could you give, Mr. Cartaret?”

“1 could give the Gaymount proper-
ty. It isunencumbered, and I have heen
offered more than eight thousand dollars
for it twice. I will give my bond, pay-
able in tweo years, by which time [
hope to pay back, if not the whole, at
least a considerable part of the amount.
What do you say, sir§’

Mr. Jinks saw the head saying, ‘“ac-
cept,” with immense ardor.

“Well,” he replied, with a sweet
smile, ““ perhaps I can oblige-you, Mr,
Cartaret. The Gaymount property is
very available from its situation, and the
improvements on it. And you are lucky
to apply to me at this moment, as I have
a little money I wish to invest. Suppose
you come back this evening, sir, and I
will tell you more about it. Does that
suit your convenience, Mr. Cartaret?”

“ Perfectly, sir; I will return this
evening.”

And Cartarct bowed and went out.,
He had no sooner disappeared than Tug-
muddle issued from the inner apartment.
His eyes were sparkling with joy.

 Close the matter at once, Jinks,” he
exclaimed. .

¢ Hum ' said Mr. Jinks, with respect-
ful meekness.

¢ Don't be afraid, Jinks. It is a mere
form, .Not a dollar need leave your
pocket. Instead of paying out the mo-
ney, you pay-——the deed of trust!”

Mr. Jinks became quite radiant.

“ Then the matter is arranged, Mr.
Tugmuddle. You will no doubt want a
few lines from me, however, on the back
of the bond.”

Tugmuddle smiled. His face grew, if
possible, still uglier from that smile.

“We understand each other, I sce,
Jinks. Close the business.”

And he left the office.

On the same afternoon, Cartaret re-
appeared at the lawyer’s office, and found
Mr. Jinks in the same chair, before the
same fireless fireplace—with the door to
the inner apartment. ajar as durmg the
former interview. :

“I am glad to be able to inform you
that the matter will be arranged as you
wish, Mr, Cartaret,”

Mr. Jinks had never smiled more af-
fectionately. It was a fatherly old good
genius, instead of a lawyer, that Carta-
ret had apparently stumbled upon, I
can let you have the money, or what is
the same, deliver up the deed of trust on
The Reeds, Here it is, and hereis a
blank form. All that is necessary is
your bond for eight thousand dollars and
ninety-five cents, payable in two years
from date, to myself.”

Cartaret sat down and wrote the bond,
which Mr. Jinks read carefully, and
stamped. He then smiled, and after call-
ing two parties from the street to sign
as witnesses, delivered the deed, and
Cartaret bowed and departed.

As the door closed on witnesses and
Cartaret, Tugmuddle emerged from the
inner room, seized the bond, scanned it

closely, and a savage smile came to his -
- ugly face.

# That will do,” he said.

And he laid it before Mr. Jinks on the
table. That worthy said nothing, but
quietly wrote an assignment on the back
of the bond to Isaac Tugmuddle.

Tugmuddle seized it.

¢ I've got him at last,” he exclaimed.

Burstingby Mr. Jinks, he Ieft the office,

Cartaret meanwhile rode out of the
village, but soon checking his horse, be-
gan to reflect.

4¢ 1 have done a foolish thmg,” he said,
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¢ but it was all that was left me.” And
knitting his brows, he drew forth the deed
-which he scanned in an absent man-
ner. Then he tore it into four pieces,
Iet the fragments drop in the road, and
set spur to his horse—but found that Sir
Archy had turned into the road to The
Reeds.

““What am 1 going to The Reeds for?”’
he said; ¢“to tell them of my grand ac-
tion and clim their gratitude! No,
that would be a poor proceeding, and I
will write to Jinks to conceal my -part in
the affair. The sale is stopped, since
the deed no longer exists,”

And turning his horse he leaped a
fence, and rode straight across the fields
towards Gaymount.

Fate had decrecd; however, that his
agency in the affair should be discovered
at once. The small Atrican dining-
room servant at The Reeds had been to
the village that day, and while return-
ing saw Cartaret pass him, and tear up
and drop the deed. Reaching the spot,
the youthful monkey picked up the frag-
ments—proceeded on his way—reached
The Reeds, and delivering the fragments
to the first member of the household
whom he met, the Little Mamma, inform-
cd her that he had secen Mas® Edmund
Cartaret drop the same on his way home.

Annie. glanced with astonishment at
the picces of paper, recognized the deed,
grew pale, understanding all, and burst
into tears. Without saying a word, she
went to her room and had a long cry,
with which mingled the words, repeated
many times:

¢ Oh, no ! he must not! he shall not.”

Then she came down and told her fa-

ther, and while they were still cxamin-

ing the paper, all in agitation—enter

Cartaret.
An hour zfierwards, he left The Reeds,

- with a brilliant smile upon his lips.

“No, I have no# acted foolishly,” he
said, *I am sure of that”

Gaymount,

XXIIL
TRANSFORMATION,

These scenes occurred in the autumn
of 1863.

August, 1868, has now arrived, and
we beg the worthy reader to return with
us to Gaymount.

Is this really Gaymount, however, or
is it some other place? It is hard to re-

.cognize it. All the landmarks of the

past have disappeared. Some enchanter
seems to have waved his wand ovet it,
and worked a veritable miracle. The
house and its surroundings are so com-
pletely changed that the dead Cartarets,
if they had risen from their graves,

-would have rubbed their eyes and turned

away incredulous.

Scarce'a feature of the former land-
scape remains to prove its identity.
More than two-thirds of the great oaks
in the grounds have vanished root and
branch; as to the fine old English sward
which used to stretch away in an unbro-
ken expanse, that’ has disappeared with
the tiees, and given place to trim gar-°
den beds. Beneath the eye, as you
stand on the great portico, stretch row
afterrow of cereals, vegetables, fruit trees,
and trellissed grape-vines. The dwarf
pear trees are laden with their delicious
fruit; peach trees of every variety are
borne down by the yellow masses, in
spite of their youth; beyond these are
seen the grape trellisses, with their tow-
ering vines of the Delaware, Concord,
and Iona—the young vines, now in their
third season, neatly pruned and trained,
and already covered with rich clusters,
which the August sunshine is turning to
globes of nectar. Farther still—to pass
over the green beds of every variety of
garden vegetable—extends a field of ver-
durous corn, the tall stalks with their
silken tassels, covered with crowding
ears, Beyond, anacreor twois in heavy
grass, ‘Theé whole is enclosed by excel-
lent fences. Wherever youlook on this
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August morning, from the great Gay-
mount portico, arfe the evidences of in-
dustry, success, and what follows it—
prosperity. -

Let us enter the house.  All there is
changed too.  The holes in the cornice
have disappeared. The wainscotted
walls display not a single erack. The
frames of the pictures are repaired. The
furniture has entered on a new lease of
life. Through the windows, too, you
see no traces of the old. tumbled down
guarters and ruined barn., The quarters
are removed or repaired; the barn re-
built, and shining in its new plank. On
all sides, at Gaymount, without and
within, you see no longer the old sha-
dow of poverty and neglect; but the
bloom and freshnesss and sunshine of
prosperity—~the result of toil rightly di-
tected to attain its end.

The old house of Gaymount has en-
tered thus on a new lease of existence.
As the sun declines on this August even-
ing, it is the picture of smiling beauty.

And here is some one approaching who
smiles like the sunshine. It is a young
man in excellent costume—mno longer
wearing an old dingy grey coat; a youth
with ruddy and sun embrowned cheeks,
eves sparkling under the brown fclt hat,
a step elastic and springy, like that of a
man who has business to attend to, and
Las no time to idle or dream.

Then the crowning marvel appears.
A young lady comes out to meet him—
a young lady with brown curls, a rdse-
bud complexion, the sweetest smile in
the world on her lips, and in her hand—
the handle of a baby cart.

The baby cart rolls over the gravel;

Cartaret hastens to it, and raises a small -

something in his arms--the small some-
thing clad in 2 variegated worsted jack-
et, with two plump little rosy cheeks,
full of dimples, crows, laughs, flourishes
chubby arms, and seizes the young man
by his moustache.

The lady laughs; the gentleman
laughs; the baby laughs louder than all.
The very sunshine seems to laugh even,
as its light falls on the happy group—
on Edmund Cartaret, the Little Mamma,
and the wondrous baby,

CXXIv.
OPERATIONS OTF THE FIRM OF CARTA-
" RET & cO.

# Help yourself, and heaven will help
you.”

Such had been the motto of Cartaret,

He had resolved, if possible, to make
money from his forty acres of clayey
loam, and in the fall of 1865, had gone
to work with energy.

About, twenty acres of the park were
clearcd of the huge oaks, which for
many generations had cast their sha-
dows on the rich turf, and such was. the
size of this timber, that Cartaret realized
from its sale to a Northerner in the
neighborhood, nearly one thousand dol-
lars.

Supplied thus with the main thing—
the sinews of war—the young man went
to work with vigor. Throwing into a

corner the old shovel plough, whose -

woodwork was rotting from the ironm,
the old cart without a bottom, the old
wagon, with three wheels, and the old
rope harness gone to wrack and ruin,
he purchased a new wagon, bright with
red and Dblue paint; new ploughs, new

harness, a new cart, hartows, cultiva-.

tors and seed-sowers ; and, lastly, three
good horses, together with some corn
and hay to feed them.

Then he went to work.

First came the fertilizers.

About the old stables of the once
flourishing plantation had accumulated,
year after year, a larger and larger mass
of well-rotted manure. In addition to
this, a portion of the park had become
overlaid with a similiar accumulation of
leaves, in a state of semi-decompo-
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sition. These two sources of wealth
were iningled, and thoreughly incorpo-
rated with each other. The cleared land
was covered with the mixture, Then
came the plough, ‘

The stumps were an embarrassment,

but Cartaret, Guy and Juba ploughed -

around them. The young man took his
turn with the rest, or rather did half the
work, He had resolved to work, and
work in earnest.

Meanwhile, other work was going
on.

On 3 spot of about two acres in extent
there was a swampy *‘ low ground,” fuill
of muck, and useless. This was draiged
by a ditch and cross ditches, the brush
cut. down and piled up, the design be-
ing to fire it in the spring, and with the
ashes resulting therefrom, to correct the
acidity of the damp soil.

The old flower garden,. also—about
two acres overgrown with weeds—was
invaded by the plough, trenched two fect
deep, and then sowed in parsnip-chervil,
the seed sent by Lance as a present,

By Christmas—up to which time the:
weather remained open—Cartaret had
ploughed all his land, some twenty
acres, and saw that little more in the
way of preparation could be done, cx-
cept fencing, preparing bean poles and
pea sticks, and attending to his compost
heaps, This could be left to Juba and
Guy. With the opening of spring it.
was obvious, however, that an experien-
ced gardener would be required, and
Cartaret proved extremely fortunate in
securing just the person he wished.

Lance sent him an old German, hea-
vy in figure, phlegmatic in demeanor,
and answering to the name of Routzahn,
He made his appearance one morning;
quietly announced that he was a vine-
dresser and gardener by trade, and
would be glad to be paid $8co per an-
num; his pay to begin when' the work
began, Meanwhile, if Mr. Cartaret was

-willing, he would remain through the |
winter, and job at no salary.

Cartaret at once agreed to this propo-
sition, installed Routzahn in an out-
building, and then, as the snow had
come, went to work on his sketches, by
means of which he supported his entire
household in comfort during the win-,
ter.

With the first days of Spring, in 1866,
he went to work. The thought of the
bond given to Jinks spurred him. In-
formation which he had received, left
little doubt of the assignment of the
document to Tugmuddle, and some-
thing told Cartaret that he was in the
power of his bitterest and most remorse-
less enemy, from whose clutches nothing
but unresting toil could extricate him.

From that toil he did not shrink, but
rather welcomed it as heaven’s blessing
in disguise, as well as command,

The plough began to run again, and"
the land was once more turned up, then
cross-ploughed, then harrowed, then re-
harrowed, then worked over with hoe
and rake; until, finally, it was as well
broken up and as smooth as a garden,

The drainage had been made perfect ;
the compost, leaves, muck and ashes
had Dbecome thoroughly incorporated
with the origirally good soil; and then
Cartaret, Guy and Juba, the whole
commanded by Routzahn, went reso-
lutely to work, to plant the fruit trees
and vines, which had been procured and
were ready, and drill the sceds which
were to spring upinto the rich and fruit-
ful harvest of vegetables, ‘

Hot-beds, constructed by Routzahn,
were already full of plants for early
transplanting, ~~ tomatoes, cucumbers,
cabbage, egg-plant, all the vast army of
tender edibles, which require forcing
even in the temperate zone—and with
the first days of rain and sunshine these
were transferred to their places of per-
manent growth, where in the rich soil
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they seemed from the first to flourish,
promising a rich and abundant harvest.

Cartaret drew 2 long breath. Nearly
fiteen acres lay before him, bursting
forth into verdure,

The fruit trees and vines received no
less attention. _ ’

The loam of the park had a sandy
subsoil. In one place, about an acre
had the surface soil nearly washed off.
This was thoroughly and deeply plough-

d, and the whole set out in peach trees.

" With grapes he determined at first to
experiment simply. The ground had
been thoroughly fertilized with leaves,
muck and well-cracked bones, and well
broken up in the fall, and now furrows,
eight or ten fect apart, were run with
the shovel-plough, in which, at distan-
ces of about six feet, were planted one-
year-old plants, stout stakes for trellises,
being inserted, at the same time, in or-
der to prevent injury to the roots.

The vines selected were: Dclawares,
s00; Concords, 200; lonas, 26. The
Delawares and Tonas were for wine and
propagation; the Concords for sale as
grapes for the table.

One acre was planted in dwarf pears,
to be converted sabsequently into stand-
ards, There were Passe Colmar and
Winter Nelis, with a few Flemish Beau-
ties, and Duchess &' Angouléme; the
winter pears being the most profitable.
The whole planted ten feet apart each
way, without crops, as in the case of the
vines.

Around the two acres in chervil, were
planted thirty additional grapevines—
three-year-old layers of the Delaware—
and ‘to these, like the main vineyard,
were given all the broken bones which
could be collected.

These plants set out, the orchard and
and vineyard were commenced; and
scon, in the bright may sunshine, vines,
fruit trees and vegetables burst into ex-

uberant lifs.

With every passing day and hour they -
grew more luxuriant. Nature develop-
ed with the help of her rain and sun-
shine, the abounding treasures. Sum-
mer came, and poured out all her
wealth, and then the whole establish-
ment at Gaymount labored from early
dawn to dewy dusk in gathering, pack-
ing, marking, and forwarding, by rail-
way and steamboat, to the adjoining cit-
ies, the rich products of the twenty or-
thirty acres under cultivation.

There was neither delay nor trouble
in disposing of the produce. Cities are
omniverous, and greedy of what nature
offers, and Cartaret bad made his con-
tracts in advance; all that was neces-
sary, was to send his garden crop, and
draw upon the consignees.

At last autumn came. All but the
winter products had been disposed of,
and Cartaret summed up his profits,
finding them cxceed hls utmost expec-
tations.

With the - winter produce these were
still further increased, and again in the
enstiing spring the firm went to work,
this time with larger capital, better
qualities, and a consequent increase in
the.amount of produce.

The results of the year 1867 were
found thus to far exceed those of 1866.
All was now in thorough working order
at Gaymount, and Cartaret looked with
satisfaction upon the figures lying before
him,

‘We shall Iay a few of these before the
reader, presenting a very brief resumé of
the operations of the firm. This is not
a work upon gardening, buta history of
the fortunes of Edmund Cartaret, Esd.

We, therefore, sum up briefly, and
only state that the firm of Cartaret &

Co. made, in the year 1866, from—

2 acres of late cabbages, on ground
from which chervil roois were
taken in _]u 8
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2 acres early cabbages. 13,200

c ' (first crop) early peas 724 00
(second crop) cucumbers ior
pickling

6,328 oo
8go co

$5.438 oo
2,106 §9

$3.331 12
In the second year, Cartaret & Co.

made from—
10 acres, [first crop), early cabbages,

(second crop); celery

{first crop) early peas,
beans, etc

{second crop,) pickles..... 1,070 0o
toOMALoES. cavuansanen [

2,835 oo

Charges
Commissions

In addition to this, the layer grapes -

in the garden furnished Cartarct with a
sufficient number of bunches to make
one barrel of wine, without sugar, the
Delaware grape making its own; and

the pears and peaches, bearing slightly,
added—

‘ $rz5 oo

Thus the result of the operanons5 of

Cartaret & Co., for two years, had
heen-— .

ISt YOAT- e rhann e ire e n e n s e . $3. 23T 12
2d 4,806 5o
Interest on amount of first year, in

savings baunk, at five per cent.—

Lwo years

. 10

Interest on amount cf second year-— 333
one year

 Nett profit
This was more than gratifying; and
the profits of the firm in the third year
bad been so considerable already, that
but for an unforeseen misfortune, which

had happened to them, they ‘mlght have

regarded themselves as “rising in the
world.”

The misfortune in question was, the
~ mistake made by the cashier of the say-
ings bank in which their earnings had
been deposited. That worthy disap-
peated one. morning without taking
leave of anybody. His mistake had
been to regard the money in bank as his
private property. In consequence of
this mistake, Cartaret & Co. lost more
than $6,000—nearly every dollar of their
hard earnings—and that at the very mo-
ment when the bend given Jinks, for
$8,000, was about to be paid,
When we again visit Gaymount, in
August, 1868, Cartaret had been sued

" -onthe hond : no further delay in the le-

gal process tp recover could be counted
on. A decree of sale was about to be
obtained, and he had only two or three
thousand dollars wherewith to pay the
Pond for $8,000, with nearly three years'
Interest.

-In spite of everything, however, Car-
taret did not despair, His brave nerve
faced the coming peril to Gaymount,
and he determined at least 1o fight to
“the last, .

There were reasons why he should ex-
ert himself, as the reader has perceived,

He had married Annie Vawter in the
year 1866, and not anly the bright eyes
of the good wife, but the rosy cheeks of
the baby said :

" Work I”

“ And please heaven, Guy,” said Car-
taret, on an August afterncon in this
year (1868), addressing Guy Hartrig-,
ger, “please heaven, I will work, and
work through my troubles. My motto
is: ¢ Help yourself, and heaven wiil Lelp
you.” Do you remember Lancé——good
old Frank Lance? s was: ‘ The way
to do a thingis, to do it.” I wish he

would come and see ys.”

““He is here !” said a voice behind
them. ““ This side up with care!”

And Frank Lance—the real old Frank
Lanice—burst into the apartient,
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XXV.
. THE BABY!

Frank Lance—the real old Frank
Lance, Esg.—was clad in the summit of
the fashion.

His sack coat reached scarcely below
his waist ; his waistcoat buttoned to the
chin; his coat-sleeves were bags; his-
pantaloons adhered to the skin appa-
rently. In his lhand he carried a low
beaver hat; and above his turned down
ecollar rose a ruddy and good-humored
face, decorated with bronze mustache
and side whiskers ;—Frank having vis-
ited England, and affecting the *‘ heavy
English.”

Cartaret tan toward him like a boy,
shouting :

‘ How are you, Lance? W here on
earth did you spring from "

* From a trap, my son; like the Cor-
sican Brothers, or the. fellow in the
Black Crook,” returned Mr. Lance.

“ But you are from—— 1"

“That centre of intelligence, com-
merce and piety, Gotham, my young
friend,” said Lance. ‘Do you know,
Gotham ? It is the only city in America
where a man can live; to reside elsc-
where is to breathe. Yes, the humble
individual who now addresses you hails
from the great city of Gotham, where
the bulls and bears are fighting in Wall
street ; where people are getting run
over on Broadway; where, in a word,
the last refinements of a grand civiliza~
tion—but 'l not deliver a lecture.
Enough to say, that I got tired of the
town ;' said to myself, ‘I wonder how
Cartatet is getting along in his old rat-
tle-trap ¥ resolved to know; packed a
carpet bag; insured my life in three

great companies, each of which has a
paid up capital of $500,000,000, and
never contested a policy ; embarked in
fear and trembling on the railroad; got
through with only a smash-up or two;
took the steamboat; reached your

wharf; took to my pins, leaving my bag,
and here I am."

“ And welcome as the flowers of May,
Lance.”

With which words Cartaret again
shook hands with his friend. They had
not corresponded for a long time. Frank
Lance had gone to Europe, two years
before, ‘as forcign correspondent, and
from that time his friend had heard
nothiny from him.

All at once, however, Cartarct reai-
ized that he was losing sight of the du-
ties of hospitality,

“ But I am acting the part of a poor
host, my dear Lance,” he said. * You
must be starving, Jubal”

“ No, I dined on the boat, my-friend.
It will distress you, as a Virginian, to
ascertain that fact,! know; but at pres-
ent I am incapable of consuming any ad-
ditional rations.” ’

“ Are you certain?” said the young
man, laughing.  Mrs Cartaret will get
your dinner in a moment.”

At the words ¢ Mrs. Cartaret,” Frank
Lance gave a tremendous start.

¢ Mrs. Cartaret!”

And his eyes resembled a pair of san-
cers, .

“Certainly, Lance, a good wife al-
ways sces to the comfort of her hus-
band’s friends.”

“ A ¢good wife '— her husband !
Look here, Cartaret, are you in e¢ar-
nest ]

“Didn't you know I was married

“Married! You?”

¢ Married and settled, old fellow. Ne
longer a miserable bachelor, like you,
but a highly solid, respectable, and—
married citizen. Juba, tell your Miss
Annie to come down and see Mr. Lance;
and tell her to be sure and bring the
baby 1"

# The baby "

And falling back in an an arm chair
in a collapsed condition, Mr. Frank
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Lance stretched out his legs, allowed his
arms to drop at his side, and closed his
eyes, with the air of a man fainting.

 Certainly, the baf)y,” said Cartaret,
iaughing., “‘Is there anything aston-
ishing about a baby ?”

Frank Lance opened his eyes, and re-
turned to consciousness.

“Go on in your depraved .course,
young man,'" he said. ¢ Marry and have
babies, as many as you choaose,” with-
out telling your friends, The Baby—
with a big B., no doubt. And who is
the party of the sccond part? I can
guess, I think.”

“ Here she is,” said Cartaret, laugh-
ing.

Annic entered carrying in her arms
the source of all this indignation, a lit-
tle rosy-checked, laughing and crowing
personage, in a rainbow jacket, with
hair in elaborate ringlets, and chubby
feetin red socks. The Little Mamma
herself was charming, and her smile like
sunshine. The brown hair was carried
back from the fair temples in profuse
masses; the white neck was encircled by
a little linen collar, with a plain breast-
pin. In every movement of her person,
as in the kind blue eyes, and the smiling
lips, was that indescribable sweetness
worth all the mere ¢ beauty ” in the
world.

“I am very glad to see you, Mr.
Lance,” said Annie, her voice full of
candor and goodness. *‘ Here is a Jit
tle stranger I wish to introduce to you—
the baby 1

XXVI.

Haif an hour afterwards Cartaret was
escorting Frank Lance through his gar-
den and vineyard, Lance followed with
a stupefied air, looking around him as
though doubting his eyesight. -

“Well, I have only one question to
ask you, Cartaret,” he sald. “Is this
Gaymount, ‘or have you moved "

‘It is the same old Gaymount—with
a difference,” was the veply.

*“It is 2 wonder. Howdid a good-for-
nothil.g Virginian ever accomplish such
marvelz j*

By hard work, under the influence
of two powerful sentiments, Lance—the
dread of debt, that is slavery; and the
desire to marry.” ‘

““ Debt is a necessity, old fellow—tha
is my experience.” . ’

“You are wrong, Lance, it is an in-
sanity, The human being who puts
himself in another’s power, to enjoy a
few luxuries only, is a madman that
ought to be sent to a madhouse.”

“ Come, that’s absurd, Cartaret. How
can people avoid debt P :

“Shall T tell you one great means?
By knowing what a dollar is—=I have.
only learned lately.”

“ Develope your idea, my son. What
have you learned in reference to that
same dollar 2. . ‘

““'That it consists of 2 hundred cents ;
‘also of two quarters and one half doliar.
A year or two ago I did not believe that.
Listen, my dear Laace—drops make up
the occan; ten cent pieces ‘make up the
fortuncs of Mr, Astor and Baron Roths-
child; those gentlemen, or their prede-
cessors, knew the fact, and that is the
origin of their wealth.”
 “Tencents! It is nothing.”

“You are wrong; it is everything;
that same tencent piece you throw it
away every hour; and in ten hours you
have thrown away a dollar. What you
do one day, you continue to do on the
next day, and when you have thrown
away one hundred ten cent pieces, you

have wasted ten dollars. Say that takes
amonth; then in twelve months you
have spent uselessly one hundred and
twenty dollars, which is the in'terest at
6 per cent. on fwo thousand dollars,

. Lance.”

“That 'is a fact,” ssid Mr. Lance,
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thoughtfully, ¢ who would have said ci-
gars cost the interest on two thousand
dollars ¥

% To proceed, Lance.”

¢“Then you have not finished ?”

“No; 1 propose to lecture on this
subject for at least five minutes.”

“ Continue, my son.”

- “Well, to come now to the subject of .

‘debt, with which we commenced. There
is some check on you when you are call-
ed upon to ¢ pay as you go'—it is ‘money
in hand,’ and sometimes you keep it.
Well, open an account at your grocer’s,
your dry goods merchant’s, or elsewhere,
and from that moment you den's keep
your money. Every day you send for a
few trifles—you regard them in that
light. Well, those trifles—{ractions of a
dolfar to-day, to-morrow, and the next
day—have a curious way of turninginto

an amount of dollars expressed by three.

or four figurcs; and then they are we
trifles. Yo think you about twenty
dollars, and you discover that it is just
one hundred and twenty ! Add that to
what you have spent, in ten cent pieces,
on cigars, and you have two hundred

and forty dollars, thrown away to all in-

tents and purposes; and that sum is the
interest on four thousand dollars. Have
similar ‘accounts’ elsewhere, every head
of 2 household will, and at the end of
the year you have spent in trifles—things
for the most part wholly unnecessary—
the interest on ten thousand dollars, the
-value of your estate, say.”

“ Well, you pay.”

¢ Or you can’t pay; for remeniber the
above estimate leaves out the heavy ze-
cessary expenses of your family.”

“What then

¢ Debt and the pound of flesh, ‘Pay
my bond,” says Shylock, whetting his
knife, ¢ I want my pound of flesh.” Well,
the pound comes from over the heart,
for you have given your bond, bearing
interest, or a deed of trust; you are in-

volved, and the interest is not paid; the
amount increases, doubles, and your es-
tate is sold one day to pay it. No mat-
ter if this is hard—if your estate s worth
thrice the money. Your Shylock, in a
cutaway coat and a black Dbeaver hat,
wants his pound. He sves you, obtains
judgment, or a decree of sale, sells for
cash, and you are a pauper.”

My dear boy,” said Frank Lance,
¢ you feelingly remind me of what*f am
—that is to say, a miserable spender of

‘ten cent pieces, energetically engaged

also in running in debt; and to think
that a wretched Virginian sliould have
to impress these truths on a Zwe Yan
kee! I thought I was making a fine
impression when I Iéctured one *truck,”
that is, the small, but here you are

teaching your teacher. So the secret of

fortune is to keep your ten cent pieces
and not run in debt.” '
“ Yes.”

“ Where are your cigars and juleps to

come from "'
“ Smoke a pipe, and don’t drink ju-
leps—make your own wine.”

‘““Aha! there you are advertising

homemade wines. You are a grand
lover of your species; you exhaust your-
self in giving good advice, and it is all
in the way of business.”

“Well, I don’t dodge the point; don’t’

drink juleps, but home-made wine, and
you won'’t be a drunkard. But my “grand
philosophy’ is not a theory or an adver-
tisement, Lance. My father was ruined
by debt, and I his son have a mortal
fear of it. I never could rest easy, ow-
ing anything; and dow I am working
hard to be free from something of which
I will tell you more, soon. Call me
¢ demoralized’ if you choose, Lance; say

that 1 have turned truckster if not huck- .

ster.. Well, it is true; I am glad to say
I make two or three cents clear profit on
every head of my cabbage—a noble ve-
getable, Lance—and as to my invest-

]
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ment, expenses, and profits generally, 1
will discotirse to you, if you think it will
interest you,” -

¢ It will charm me, old fellow. Let
me know all; this is awonder around me,”

“Well, listen then, Lance.”

And Cartaret launched forth with ar-
dor upon what had now become for him
the most interesting of all subjects. He
showed how, by-raising early strawber-
ries, he reccived ten prices in the city
markets; peas the same; lettuce the
same; tomatoes and every species of ve-
getables the same. How by assiduous
care, he had made his apricots and nec-
tarines precede a long time the very ear-
liest peaches, and had sold the fruit at
ptices which brought him in a large re-
venue. How, later with peaches and
grapes, and vegetables of all descrip-
tions, be had kept up his receipts by
forwarding larger guantities; and now
he said, after laying all the figures be-
fore Lance, he hegan to see that peach
and grape-raising would double his pro-
fits.

¢ Peaches are a source of great reve-
nue, Lance,” he said, “ for I sell at three
cents apiece both peaches and dwarf
pears, which are re-sold by the pur-
chasers at five cents, a profit of 66 per
cent., and I can afford to do so, for my
own profit, with every expense deduéted,
is two hundred per cent.”

“ That is to say, two hundred per ct.
on one cent—only fwe cents 17

“No; four hundred dollars; for yoti
don’t raise one peach or pear; you raise
10,000. I shall have for sale this year
10,000 easily, and as many pears, young
as my trees are as yet. They will cost
me, freight to market included, two hun-
dred dollars; T wil] receive six hundred
dollars, and there is a net profit of just

- four hundred, which is the interest on

something like seven thousand dollars—

the market value, therefore, of two acres
of my soil.”

¥Frank Lance stared at his friend.

“ Good heavens, my dear Cartaret!’
he exclaimed, **you don’t mean to say
that your land here is worth three thou-
sand dollars an acre.”

It is worth more, at least that i:art
that is favorable to grape-raising.”

“ How much '

 About ten acres; Ihave five already
planted—the southern exposure yonder.
Did you ever see finer vines in their third
season, Lance?”

“ And you expect to make your for-
tune from fewm:? Why have not the
people of Virginia done so before

“ Because they had no motive to do
so, Lance; they were planters with great
estates. Why should the. old Virginia
planter, with his ten thousand acres, and
his five hundred servants, ¢ fash his head'

“about grape-raising, and truck, and all

that? He was obliged to raise so much
corn and wheat for his immense house-
hold; he sold the surplus only, and made
his profits from tobacco. That was
enough, however, it made him rich, He
shipped it to England to his factor; the
ship brought back every luxury, velvet
coats, laces, and silks, wine, and new

. books, and plate and jewels if he wished

them; he had all that he wanted, this®
good gentleman with his ten thousand
acres, Well, the consequence? Why,
that he cultivated only corn, wheat and

. tobacco; they sufficed for him, and he

saw no reason to change hiscrops. And
when his son and his grandson, and his
great-grandson succeeded him, they in
turn said to themselves, ‘Farming is
raising corn, wheat and tuvbacco, and -
nothing else.” Well, that answered for
a season ; but the estates began to dwin--
dle. The family divided the estate.-
primagepiture having been abolished—
anm grandson came to the old
house, as head of the family, he found

the estate no longer ten thousand, but
one thousand acres.”
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f Enough, I think, in all conscience,
stilt.” .

“ Yes, but not when divided in turn,
That day came, and the one thousand
acres was cut up into four or five por-
tions. Then the eldest son had a grand
house, and about fwo kundred acres.”

¢ Well, that is enough still.”

‘¢ It ouglht to be, but it is not. Why?
Because the owner of the two hundred
acres believes as his great-grandfather
believed, that the only crops to raiseare
corn, tobacco, and wheat. Well, he
tries to live in that manner, and his hired
Iabor swallows up the whole proceeds
nearly, His great-grandfather planted
corn, etc. Why should he cease the
good old process? Truck P—grape-rais-
ing? newfangled notions! all theory!
nonsense ! And so he continues the old
method of agriculture, which, under the
present condition of things, is about the
same as running a stage line aleng the
railway from Washington to Baltimore.”

Lance reflected.

“1 begin to take your idea, my som.
And that is the reason why the Virginia
agriculturists have not raised grapes?”?

“ One reason—another is 2 very natu-
ral ignorance on the subject; for the fine

? native varieties have been but recently
developed. As for myself, I take no
credit for having my views changed more
than in the case of others; T have but
forty acres, and I must live,”

““ And you expect to do so by grape-
raising? To grow rich even by that

““Yes, Lance; by that and raising
fruit and vegetables. Shall I go back
and try corn .and wheat, and tobacco ?
What. did they bring our farmers just
before the war? Take corn and wheat—
what was the average production? Was
it eight barrels of corn and fifteen bush-
els of wheat? I doubt it; but place it
at that. Well, the farmers managed to
live on that, but they did not prosper.
When the planter at the end of the year

added up everything, he was gencrally
very well satisfied to come out square
with the world. Taking ali things into
censideration, he did not make five per
cent. on his investment, even estimating
his cwn supervision, often his labor, at
nothing. That much brain work in this
country should bring in law, medicine,
or commerce—how much ? Three thou-
sand per annum. Well, that would
bring the average of profit from plant-
ing below three per cent.”

‘* Is it possible ?* said Lance.

““Yes. . The old Virginia system re-
sulted in immense comfort, but it did
not result in profit, which is a good
thing, however it may be denounced by
some, Profit means prosperity, and
prosperity means churches, lyceums,
acadernies, schools, railroads, material
advancement and happiness. - But this
isa digression. Such was the sum total
of the old system of agriculture, in the
past. And do you think even #2af is

possible to-day? If you do you are mis-

taken, Slavery has disappeared, and
black freemen are now the laborers—
freemen, each of whom costs about two
hundred dollars per annum in wages and
food, and who are far less efficient than
they were hefore, under the most indul-
gent masters. The result? The profits
of agriculture generally may be repre-
sented by the figure 0. Unless you walk'

after the plough yourself, your land is

scratched simply—mnot turned up. Un-
less you walk after the harvesters, your
crop is. half ent only, or they lag, at
three dollars a-day. Work partially, or
badly done, but wages and food the

same. The land producing, from bad

culture, one-fourth of a crop, but the
cost and support of labor inexorably the
same. The result is, my dear Lance,
for 1 bore you, 1 fear, that in this year
1869 we make about enough to put food
in our mouths and pay taxes—in ten
thousand cases, not even that.”

‘
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¢ And your remedy ?” 7

#¢ Brains, applied to the situation. Try
and find whether old Virginia is not good
for something besides corn and wheat,
There is no fear that they will be ne-
glecied; in many paris of the country
they pay best; but in others there are
things which pay a thousand times bet-
ter.” .
“ Ah! you return to grapes.”

< Vineyards are only one item, Coal,
iron, lead, tin, copper, every imaginable
mineral; these are bedded under this
soil in inexhaunstible quantities, which
will make gigantic fortunes to the com-
panies which invest in lands containing
them. But to come back to agricul-

ture and horticulture. The old system-

of cultivating thousands of acres is dead;
you cannot do it; then cultivate hun-
dreds, or tens, and not only concentrate
on your ten acres what you once placed
on your hundred or your thousand, but
ask yourself what those acres are best
adapted to produce. Well, one fact has
been ascertained, thata very large por-
tion of Virginia is excellently adapted
to vine-raising. The soil, the climate,
the proximity to market, are all in her
fivor; she can compete, with important
advantages in her favor, with the South
and West alike. The soil and latitude
of Cincinnati are not near so favorable,
and yet the wine of the Catawba grape
raised there Is in every market of the
world. Why should we not enter the
lists, and try to utilize these great gifts
of Providence? For my part, Lance, [
am going to try. Iam going to raise
grapes and press them in a barrel, and
add sugar when deficient, and let it fer-
ment in a dark cellar, and hottle it, and
label it ** Gaymount, 1870,” or whatever
the year is, and sell it. I expect to do
so with little profit for one year or two—
then, I hope to make money, and even
a great deal of it, Up to the present

- tithe I have been'a gardener; I mean to

" houss !

turn vine-grower. The profits on vege-
tables, where you have access to good
markets, and pursue the business with

~ system and judgment, not despising small
gains each day, are great. The profits
on grapes and wine are, however, very
much greater; and these it is my reso-
lution to obtain. I must work, Lance,
T am not a gay young bachelor like you,
but have a wife and child. Worse still,
in spite of all my fine sermons about
debt, I am hampered by it; it clings like-
a chain around my limbs, and weighs
upon me. To be less figurative, my
dear Lance, Gaymount is in imminent
danger of being sold, 1 owe Tugmud-
dle more than eight thousand dollars.”

" Lance turned quickly.

““Not the ex-overseer and present
usurer '
. I Yes.?!

““The man you drove from your
. 4 VYes”

Lance’s face expressed deep concern.
All his smiles had disappeared.

¢ Tell me about that, my dear Cartas

- ret. Nothing could be moré unfortu-
nate,” he said, ‘ .

~ “You are right, Lance; but it was.
unavoidable.  You shall judge for your-
self.” .

And the young man proceeded to tell
his friend how he had fallen into the
clutelies of Tugmuddle through the as-
signment of his bond by Jinks how
Tugmuddle had put the bond in his
pocket, kept it until it was due, and then
instituted suit, refusing peremptorily the
sum offered by his debtor in part pay-
ment. -

That fact had removed any scruple
which the youth had against making usé'i,
in self-defence, of the *‘law’s delay,”
He instructed his counsel to retard the
proceedings in every mahner possible,
and this had been duly done, to Tug-
muddle’s immense wrath and disgust.
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All things come to an end, however—
even the proceedings in suits in court.
The day came at last when no further
delay was possible,
muddte, assignee of Jinks, ws. Cartaret,
was decided in favor of the plaintiff;
judgment was obtained upon the bond,
and Cartaret’s counsel duly notified him
that a decree of court for the. sale of
Gaymount, to satisfy the bond, was now
inevitable, and might be expected at any
moment, _

I don’t see how it can be paid—this
fatal bond,” said Cartaret, kritting his

- brows; ** the bank defalcation overiurned

everything, and all our profits this year

scarce make up more than half the eight

thousand with the interest.”
“I am miscrably poor,”
Lance, ** but—"
¢ Stop 1" interrupted Cartaret, ‘“don’t

groaned

imagine for an instant that I would ac-

cept one dollar from yox, my dear Lance.
No! I will never drag down my friends;
I will fight my way through this, as 1
have done more than once in what we
used to call ‘tight places’ in the war.
With heaven’s blessing 'l ‘pull through,’
Lance.” ‘ ‘

¢ Heaven grant it,” sald Frank Lance,
earnestly.

And they tread their way back through
the red light of sunset, which illumined
Gaymount supeirbly, and showed them
the graceful figure of the Little Mamma
standing on the porch with her baby in
her arms.

As they appreached, old Juba was
seen spurring rapidly from the direction
of the village. As he drew near Carta-
ret saw that he had something of impor-
tance to communicate.

¢ What is the matter, Juba?” he ex-
claimed.

The old man shook his head.

“ Mas' Arthur Botleigh’s -had a fall,
sir, and killed himself.”

The case of Tug-

" They were serious. -

CHAPTER XXVIL,
DRINK.

Juba exaggerated, like news-bearers;

“but his report was not very far wrong.

In fact, half an hour before, the follow-
ing scene had occurred at the village :

A young man driving a *‘ drag,” drawn
by two fiery horses hitched tandem, had
entered the village, at breakneck specd,
evidently unabls to control the animals.
The young man’s countenance was bloat-
ed, and he was plainly very much intox-
icated. He fell forward, backward, side-
wise, in a helpless way. Some persons
seeing his condition, ran to cheek the
horses. The result was unfortunate,
The animals shied violently; the drag
was overturned, and the young man fall-
ing heavily beneath the feet of the plung-
ing and kicking horses, lay apparently
dead in the road.

All this passed in an instant. When
the bystanders ran and raised him up,
he hung a dead weight on their arms;
his eyes were closed, and he was bleed-
ing profusely from severe injuries re-
ceived in his fall.

He was borne into the: post -office, -

where a physician examined his wounds,

a shoulder, and a kick from cie of the
horses had fractured his leg. Half un-
conscious, moaning, and bathed in his

- own blood, the unfortunate’ young man

seemed to have received mortal injuries.

An hour afterwards he was taken in a
carriage to his small house ncar the vil-
lage, and his friends. came to ascertain
his condition. The report of his physi-
cian was not encouraging. A man of
sound constitution might have looked
forward hopefully to an early recovery.
But unfortunately Arthur Botleigh had
anything but a sound constitution. Ori-
ginally rather feeble in health, he had

persistently undermined his physical sys-+.
Thus:.

tem by a long scrics of excesses.

He had dislocated -
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his injuries, which a vigorous person
would have very soon gotten the better
of, were the source of great disquictude
to his physician and friends.

Among these friends who hastened to
his bedside as soon as they heard of his
accident, was Cartaret. - He and his
kinsman had had little intercourse, and
had very rarely even encountered each
other, when a distant bow was all that
passed between them. Cartaret forgotat
this moment, however, every cause of
complaint; promptly came to his kins-
man’s bedside; and it was easy to see
that this mark of regard was entirely
grateful to the sick man,

Another visitor made 2 far less agree-
able impression. This was Tugmuddle.
He came on the morning after the acci-
dent, greeted Arthur Botleigh with great
coolness, and going to the window where

7 the old physician was mixing a draught

asked in a low voicc if there was danger
that Mr, Botleigh would not recover his
Injuries.

The physician did not like Tugmud-

dle, and looked at him sidewise.

“Can’t say,” he returned, gruffty.

“Then Mi. Botleigh may recover?”

‘“Can’t say,” camne in the same tone.

Tugmuddle’s face grew red, and he
went out of the apartment. As he dis-
appeared Cartaret, who was standing by
the bedside, but had taken no notice of
the visitor, heard him mutter:

¢ What do I care? Dead or alive, the
estate is mine.”

As the door closed, the old physician

looked after him, with his under l1p‘

thrust out.
“Well, that brute is gone,” hé said.
And he went on mixing his draught.
A week afterwards the patient was still
alive, but burnt up with a terrible fever.
Cartaret watched by his bedside, alter-
nating with other friends. What the
~result would be it was 1mposs1ble, the
old physician said, to farm any opinion,

So, his good and bad genius watching
him, Arthur Botleigh wrestled with the
grim enemy.

The good genius was the old physi-

. cian—the bad genius was Tugmuddle.

XXVIIL
GUY'S RIVAL.

« Lieutenant.”

[13 Guy‘l!

“I don’t like that Routzalin, Lieute-
nant.”

" Cartaret looked more attentively at
Guy Hartrigger, leaning on his hoe.
He was frowning, and glancing in a sin-
ister fashion at the phlegmatic Routzahn,
who, in the vingyard near by, was cate-
fully clipping the vines.

““¥You dont like Routzahn, Guy?
Why? Come, out with it, old fellow.”

Guy blushed unmistakably, and re-
plied:

“ He's courting Rose Lacy.”

Cartaret stared at his companion.

“Routzahn  courting Rose, Guy!
What an idea! Youmust be mistaken,”

“No, ’'m not mistaken, Lieutenant.
The thing is plain, and there’s no doubt
about it. I've been watching 'em, and
he’s ccurting her, Lgeutenan’c as sure as
shooting.” .
' The idea appearcd so comic to Carta-
ret, that he with difficulty suppressed
his merriment, " Here was a comedy!
Guy, the inveterate bachelor—the gen-
tleman so fond of the phrase, ““ I'm not
a marrying man”--growing jealous, sus-
picious, and directing savage scowls to
ward a rival. )

““ Why, you astonish me, old fellow,”
he said, assuming a grave expressioil
1 know you are an observant man gnd
not apt to be deceived; but are you not
laboring under a misconception? Good
heavens, Guy, just to think of it 1"

““No, 1 ain't deceived, Licutenant,
He's always hanging around her house,
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and sending her the best vegetables we
raise. And as I was passing by yester-
day, I saw him sitting by Rose, and
heard him tell her that just as soon as
the grapes were ripe he would bring her
some of the best bunches, and the best
wine made in North America.”’

Guy groaned. Cartaret with great
difficulty suppressed an explosion. This
novel turn of things appeared irresistibly
comic to the youth, and the temptation

to teasc his compamon OVCFCZII‘HC cvery

other sentiment.,

“Well, the fact is, Guy,” he said -

gravely, “that Routzahn is a fine fel-
low, and after all, a match between him
and Rose would not be a bad arrange-
ment. He is a German, it is true, but
then the Germans are an excellent and
most domestic race of people. They
work hard, save their earnings, drink
beer and wine, and are models of hus-
bands; Routzahn would make Rose a
good one, and her little woodpeckers a
most admirable papa,”

Guy knit his brows.

““Thas finishes the thing, Licute-
nani.”

“What P

“ You are in favor of Rosc’s marrying
that fat old German.”

Cartaret replied, suppressing his laugh-
ter:

“ Routzahn is not so very fat, Guy,
and not as old as you may suppose. I
should put his weight at only two hun-
dred, and his age at forty-five, at most.
Now Rose is at least thirty, and a ‘lone
lorn widow.” Why should she not make
Routzahn happy, in return for his exer-
tions in making her comfortable, old
feuow e . '

uy assumed an expression, which
may be best described as one of high
dudgeoh.

“Well, all right, Lieutenant, if you
approve of it."

“ T've got nothing to do W1th it, Guy,"

“said Cartaret, ready to burst forth at the .

expression on his companion's face, <[
make it a point never to interfere in these
romantic and gushing affairs. Take my
advice, and never thwart lovers. Offer
no obstacle to their transports. If Rout-
zalin and Rose are willing, why should
we not establish a German colony at
Gaymount #”

Guy growled. .

““ And he only to come here so late-
ly,” he said, “ to come here and marry
Rose, while—"

“*While you have known her from
her girthood, Take care, Guy, I begin
to think you are growing jealous.”

““ Me jealous! No, not if I know my-
self, Lieutenant. Rose can do as she

chooses, and take as many presents from .
It's none of my,

him as she wanis to.
business, Lieutenant.”

Cartaret burst out laughing, for Guy's
expression was overwhelmingly mourn-
ful. He was about to drop his tone of
banter, but at that moment Routzahn
came up. He held in his hand a cluster
of half ripened grapes.

““Goot !” said Routzahn, smiling be-

nzvolently, and holding up the bunch,
And he proceeded in broken English

to speak of the fine vintage. which he

anticipated.

Cartaret listened with one eye on
Guy, who had resumed his hoe. Guy's
countenance expressed an amount of
disgust that nearly induced the youth to
explode.

Routzahn terminated his discourse,
and beamed with benevolent smiles.

“[ gonow and trink some peer, and
zee Rose,” he said, “I promise to gif
her zum.”

With which words he pointed to the

grape bunches, smiled still more sweet-
1y, and waddled off in the direction of
Rose Lacy’s house. :
Cartaret ' retreated in his turn, He
had not the courage to remain and face
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Guy. As he approached the portzco,
where Frank Lance was smoking, he ex-
ploded into such a fit of laughter that
that gentleman feared that he would be
seized with a convulsion.

XXIX,
THE CRISIS APPROACHES.

September came, and Cartaret with
his whole ¢ {force ¥ was busier than ever,

" culling and transferring to the wharf for

shipment to market, the abundant pro-
duce of his little estate,

Affairs generally remained unchang-
ed. Arthur Botleigh was still confined
to his bed, with a terrible attack of fe-
ver, Cartaret continued to watch over
his unfortunate kinsman, and do all
that he could to ameliorate his condi-
tion; and still Tugmuddle, hovering
around like some ill-omened vulture,
awaited the moment when the invalid’s
constitution would give way, and death
ensuc ; when he—Tugmuddle—would
seize on the three thousand acres.

TFrank Lance meanwhile lingered at
Gaymount, evidently loth to depart.

The gay denizen of cities, the news-
paper man of Park row, and haunter of
Broadway and Fifth avenue, seemed
never to grow weary of this smiling
country life, of his rambles through the
varfegated forests of autumn, of his vi-
sits to The Reeds, where he carried on

* interminable discussions with old Major

Vawter, of his arguments with Carta-
ret, his laughs and talks with Annie,
who held him in high favor, and his
gambols, romps, and absurdities with
the wonderful baby.: ;

To see Frank Lance, Esq., ““go on”
with that small specimen of humanity,
was a striking spectacle to behold, He
danced the treasure on his knee, chuck-
ed her up toward the ceiling, made faces
at her, causing the small cherub to
seream with delight, or lying at full

- Owlet.”

length on his back on the floor. caused

her to sit in’ triumph upon his chest,
and grin with joy thereat. Every day
he invented a new name for her.  She
was already in possession of jomrleen ?
In consequence of her habit of falling
about in a highly inebriated manner,
and doubling herself up, Lance bestow-
ed upen her the euphonious cognomen’
of ** Mrs, dmallweed.” In consequence
of her great round eyes, peering about
as she sat in her small chair, gayly bran-
dishing her rattle, he called her ¢ Little
In consequence of othér rea-
sons, known only to himself, he called
her ¢ Mink,” ¢ Binks,” * Buck” and
¢ Chinquipin,” — winding up with

“ Lambpig,” * Pussy Cat,” and * Little

Miss Rat.” - R
All this was very yndlgniﬁedﬂ, no
fice; Wik the

doubt, in Mr. Frank®
papa, and above all, thé
not uncharitable, They, n&doubt, pit-
ied the bachelor condition of their un-
fortunate guest, made allowance for his
proceedings, and even when they saw
him stretched on the floor, the baby re-
posing with delight on his and her own
chest, and kicking out vigorously, they
charitably laughed at his absence of
“ dignity.” Cartaret said: * Poor old
bachelor ' and Madam Annie, after.
thest scenes, informed her husband with
a sweet smile, that ¢ Mr. Lance was one
of the most intelligent persons she had
ever known.” ‘

On that point the reader will form his
own opinion. Lance was ccrtainly a’
gay companion, and the life of the
whole establishment. He was an equal

* favorite at The Reeds, with Guy Har-

trigger, with ]uba, and even with Rout-
zabn, His joyous temper made evegy-

body smile. It seemed the most natural
thing in the werld that he should re-
main there forever, and when one day he
informed Cartaret that he must return,
o New York, that announcement occa-
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sioned a positive outery from his friend,
shared by Annie for self and baby.

“I must go now, my dear friends,”
said Lance, looking very disconsolate ;
“but I propose to return to this ahode
of oppression and cheerless gloom at or
before Christmas. Don’t try to per-
suade me to stay now. My Central and
Lrie stock, and various investments on
Fifth avenue, in ocean steamers and the
Atlantic Telegraph Company, require
my attention at the moment, and I must
tear myseif away.”

Lance rose, and tried to smile, but it
turned into a sigh, He then mounted
his horse, and went to have a last viclent

discussion, he said, with old Major Vaw-

ter.

On the next morning Mr. Lance. did
not descend protuptly to breakfast. Car-
taret went to hig chamber, not to bring
a smiléaupon,.tHe Little Mamma's face,
and found Lance in bed—playing with
the baby! The tableau was imposing.
Mr. Lance was leaning back on two pil-
lows, holding the baby under both arms,
chucking her up, letting her fall, laugh-
ing wildly, and throwing the small be-
ing into paroxysms of delight.

“ Go it, old fellow 17 exclaimed Car-
taret, “ you were born for domestic life.
Playing with a baby, when breakfast is
getting cold,” Frank Lance sprang up.

“ Here, take this thing,” he said, “I
am tired of her.”

“ How did she get here 7

Mr. Lance looked somewhat confused.

“ Well—hum—the fact is—I sent for
her,” he said, laughing. And proceed-
ing rapidly to make his toilet, he de-
scended to breakfast.

An hsar afterwards Mr. Frank Lance
had turned his back on Gaymount.
Cartaret and Annie stood on the porti-
co, looking sadly after the young New
Yorker. Some of the sunshine seemed
to depart with him, and they re-entered
the house sighing.

The day seemed destined to be a'

gloomy one. In the afterncon Juba
brought from the village a note from
Mr. Bland, the young man’s counsel.
The note stated that Tugmuddle had
obtained a decree of court to sell Gay-
mount, to satisfy the bond, and that an
advertisement had promptly appeared
in the county paper to the effect that
the sale would take place in thirty days
from that time.

Cartaret quietly folded up the paper,

and reflected for an instant, with a slight
color in his checks,

“Well,” he muttered, ¢ the crisis has
come. Let me face it like a man.”

XXX,
THE STRUGGLE.
Cartaret had saved about three thouy-

sand dollars. The debt to Tugmuddle -

was more than eight thousand.
It is not difficult to pay a debt of eight

thousand dollars with three thousand, if

you have a reasonable creditor, and can
demonstrate to him that you are - reli-
able, practice economy, and are making
profits on your business, which in twelve
months will extinguish the whole debt,
When, however, your creditor is wof
reasonable, when he hates you, and de-
sires to destroy you, it is wo? possible to
pay the debt of eight thousand with
seven thousand . nine hundred doilars,
unless you are able to obtain from some

one the additional sum of one hundred

dollars.

Cartaret’s creditor was unreasonable,
and bent on his destruction. He did
not want the young man’s money in the
least—he wanted Gaymount. He there-
fore intended to use the power which
the law conferred on him, to force the
sale of the estate, calculating on the
presence of few bidders, to buy it in
himself, turn Cartaret out, and reign
the lord of Gaymount, while the youth
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and his young wife and child would go
elsewhere—where they could,

Such was the creditor whom Cartaret
found hitself called upon to face. He
had'less than half the amount of his bond
to offer—the remainder must be obtain-
ed somewhere—and the youth courage-
ously cast about him to raise the sum
he needed. -

He tried twenty times at least,. and
failed precisely as often. No one around
him had money to .lend.” In vain did
Cartaret exert himself to obtain the
amourt in the neighboring cities, by of-
fering his entire estate as security. The
uniforgn reply was, that the State of af+
fairs in Virginia was too uncertain. The
proposed extension of the right of suf-

_ frage would render all real estate of

doubttul wvalue. Crushing taxes were
nearly certain under the proposed new
regime. It would afford them extreme
pleasure to oblige Mr, Cartaret, to lend
him the amount he required on the pro-
posed security, but under the circum-
stances, they were compelled to decline.

With that answer Cartaret came back
to Gaymount, and his wife and child.
Debt is nothing to the unmarried man;
ruin even merely takes away his lux-
uries, and drives him to healthful toil.
When, however, that ruin is to fall on
wife and child too ; when those that are
nearest and dearest to you may want

'bread, and a room to shelter them, that

is different, and tries the stoutest
hearts. . .

Cartaret realized the whole danger,
and looked it bravely in the face; not
cast down, but defying it to break his
spirit,

“Thank God!if Gaymount ¢s sold,
they can not crush me. ' I have courage
and health, and good limbs, &nd I will
work. I will take off my coat, and hold
the plough handles, and work for my

little family. 1 am not proud, and I am

not cowardly, I have made . money

here, and I will make it clsewhere.
Leaving Gaymount is different now, for
I have my wife .and child. I had the
courage to cut down the old oaks; and
plough up the old grounds. I have the
courage now to see all leave me, and go
and work for my dear ones, without too
much complaint. Meanwhile, I'll go on

- with everything, and especially with my

vines. Come, Edmund Cartaret | show
the world you are a man. Face the
danger, and dareit. Be a man, and
work like-one I

Cartaret was °‘ coming out.” The
hour of trial crushes the weak, hut arou-
ses in the man of true courage and
strong fibre the dormant faculties which
enable him to look danger in the face, .
and combac it. Anyone who had seen
the yoing man at the moment when
our history opened, would have regard-
ed him as an idle dreamer, despondent
by nature, and unfit to grapple with dif-
ficulty. The test had come, however,
and he disproved all that, His courage

rose with the strain on him. Instead of -

despairing he remained cool, collected,
and ready to face everything; not a
weak dreamer, but « maxn, argd a stub-
botn one. . )

He sat down and made his calcula-
tions. More than five thousand dollars
were still wanting, He could not bor-
row that sum. Frank Lance and his
other friends were far too poor to furnish
any part of it even; then he must strain
every nerve to earn it in some manner—
to help himself, trusting that then hea-
ven would help him.

" How could he earn five thousand dol-
lars? His winter fruits and vegetables
would bring him something toward it,
but, after making the muost liberal esti-
mates, this resource was seen to be far
from sufficient, and he turned his whole
attention in the direction of grapes and
wine; as he had said one day to Guy,
he had studied this subject thoroughly,
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"He had read volume after volume, writ-
ten by the most experienced vine cul-
turists, and unless those gentlemen had
put themselves to the trouble of writing
and publishing elaborate falsehoods,
there were enormous prefits to be made
by growing grapes for the table and for
wine. Closing his books, Cartaret had
then procceded logically to ask himsell
the question: ‘‘Have I the soil, the
climate, and the requisite experience to
make these profits ?” - He had determin-
ed to try, at least, if his soil would grow
wine grapes, supplied his want of practi-
cal knowledge by engaging Routzahn,
planted five acres in vines, concentrated
the richest manure thereon, and now in
September, 1868, the result had far ex-
ceeded his expectations, The vines
planted by him had been one year old,
two year old, and cuttings; and they
had been placed in the ground in the
spring of 1866. Thus in this autumn of
1868, they were respectively two, three
and four year old plants, and some were
already covered with the richest clusters,
so rich and heavy, in many instances,
as to weigh down the bearing shoots
and cover the trellises. All the choice
American varieties had been planted
under the supervision of Routzahn,
whose only faclt was a natural prefer-
ence for the foreign grapes to which he
was accustomed. Cartaret’s reading had
shown him, however, that the attempt
to profit from these would result in fail-
ure, He needed the home varieties—
Catawba, Isabella, Delaware, Ives, Iona,
Hartford Prolific and the Salem—and
these had been sclected, and carefully
developed by thorough culture. Those
for the table were planted in one part of
the vineyard; those for wine—the Del-
aware, Catawba, Ives, etc.—in another.
In the fail of 1867 the yicld had been
small. Now in the fall of 1868, it was
superb, and promised great profit.

Such had been the result of his expe-

riments in grape culture, The great
profit now was to utilize this success,
Unfortunately wine could not be
Jorced, Time was necessary to permit
the grape juice to ferment, and gain
strength and flavor, But Cartaret reso-
lutcly resolved to proceed as though he
possedsed this priceless jewel Zimze, and
made contracts with wine merchants in
the neighboring cities, which promised
hin: great.profits. ‘
Having thus laid the foundation for
Lis operations, he went {o work, as cool-
ly as though the fatal decree of sale had
not been. fulminated, and Gaymount
was in no danger. '
Routzahn was now the head and front
of everything—the oracle and master.
Gathering and forwarding the late vegs-

tables was left to Guy, Juba and’a vig- -

orous hired laborer, with twe addition-
al laborers, and the indefatigable Rout-
zahn. Cartaret proceeded under the
German’s directions to press the grapes
and make wine. Sheds and presses had
alrcady been constructed; for a long
time the pick and shovel had heen at
work, digging a cave in the side of a
knoll, where the wine could be deposit-
ed, safe from freezing or turning sour,
owing to the equable temperature—now
this work was accomplished; all was
ready, and Routzahn marshalled his
forces for the great process of wine-mak-
ing,

We have no space for a detailed des-
cription of this interesting process, which
Cartaret watched with an enthusiasm
which he had never bestowed upon ve-
getables and ‘¢ truck raising” generally.
There was something very different in
this work of culling the rich clusters,
and expressing their ripe juices—in the-
wise treatment of the liquid, according to
the teachings of the most profound ex-
perts; the process of fermentation and
barreling up for deposit in the cave. In
spite of the danger staring him in the
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face, Cartaret had the courage to pro-

vide thus for profit in the future—to
make wine, put it away, and await the

mellowing effects of that time so valu- .

able to him. It was nccessary, how-

. ever, to secare as rapid returns from his

vineyard as possible, and he promptly
wrote fo ascertain what price he could
obtain for simple grape juice, like the
sample sent., The reply was such as to
induce him, thereafter, to forward the
juice. Even in that state it returned
him a fair profit on the money invested.
This determined him to relax his wine-

making, in a measure, and look for the

moment to quick profits. Routzahn
went on with his wine-making, but Car-
taret proceeded, with the rest of his
force, to'gather the grapes for transmis-
sion in paper boxes to the cities, or for
the preduction of the simple juice, which

" was forwarded without ferinentation to

the wine companies,

Week after week flitted away in this
uanceasing toil; and then Cartaret sum-
med up the results—that is, the profits.
They were cncouraging, but not suffi-
cient to ward off the fatal blow from the
mailed hand of the law, now raised to
strike,

From fruits, vegetables, grapes and
wine; he had been enabled to swell his
deposits in banl to about five thousand
dollars. If he could obtain avery short
credit for the rest, he could easily pay
the eight thousand dollars due Tugmud-
dle. In one month he could sell winter
fruits and vegetables nearly sufficient to
extinguish the debt—but that eserionth

He felt that he nced not expect that

month’s induigence from Tugmuddle—

not even the delay of a week, a day, or
an hour. This Shylock was plainly in.

exorable. He wanted Gaytnount. When

asked to surrender his whole ambition,

and ahdicate his darling revenge, he
would refuse at once,

 If T had only this poor little amount

of three or four thousand dolars,” mut-

tered Cartaret, “*but I can obtain it no-

where. . What Is going to happen? Bug

one thing that I can see—Annie and 1

will be turned out of house and home.

Well, at least I'll not lose heart, OI3

Patrick Henry said that ¢ adversity tough-

ened ‘manhood.” At least I'll fight to

the end in this new battle, and ‘die
fighting,' "
XXXI.

HOW GUY HARTRIGGER ANNOUNCED
HIS EARLY DEPARTURE FROM GAY-
MOUNT.

It was now the middle of Qctober, and

this world—the day of payment—rapid-
ly approached.

Cartaret kept up his spirits, and faced
the  coming wave couraueohsly- He

worked without intermission, continued

to sit up night after night with his sick
kinsman, who did not impmvé, and re-
solved to do his duty, and trust to Prg-
vidence. )

When a man meets trouble in that

spirit, it does not gain much hold upon’

him. Hot iron throws off water drop-
ped upon it—a resolute soul throws off
anxiety and depression. During this
trying period Cartaret even enjoyed a
little comedy which was enacted before
him, greeting the pcrformance with
youthful laughter,

The performers in this comedy were
Guy Hartrigger, Rose Lacy, and Rout-
zahn,

Guy passed one morning before Rose
Lacy’s house, and through the open
window ‘beheld a spectacle and heard
words which threw him into a fever.
Routzahn was seated beside Rose, hold-
ing the two red-headed children, one on
cach knee, and to the jealous eyes of
Guy Hartrigger it seemed that Roge
Lacy's hand was clasped in the right
hand of Routzahn,

- that day of fate for so many persons in |

-
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“Itis goot to lif in Faderland, but
here is better as nice,” said the guttural
Routzahn,

And he smoothed the left hand red-
headed urchin, gazing at Rose with a
smile of deep meaning.

The fair one blushed, and Guy turned
red. Then a spectacle followed which
ran him wild nearly.

Routzahn deliberately raised his aiker -

hand, extended it in the direction of the
handsome Rose Lacy, smoothed down
with an affectionate caress the hair of the
dame, as he had done that of the urchm,
and said :

¢ American frau is burdy.”

Thereat Guy retired in disgust ana
despair, and went and told Cartaret he
must leave Gaymount.

“Why ?" said Cartaret.

Guy Hartrigger described the scene
which he had witnessed, and the young
man’s spitit of humor nearly overcame
him. Guy’s departure would be serious,
however, and he said:

“Who would ever have dreamed of
this, Guy? Why I thought you and
Rose were certainly going to make a
match,”

Guy's head drooped mournfully He
could not even mutter the words, ‘ Tam
nota marrying man.” For some months,
indeed, he had not used that formula,
and now, overcome at the idea that
Routzahn had superseded him with Rose,
the secret of honest Guy's heart was re-
vealed.

# Well, Lieutenant,” he exclaimed,
FiThever thought I'd come to knock un-
dar to Rose, but the fact is, she’s been
gradually getting a hold on me, for a
year past. She began by mending my
old shirts, and sewing on my buttons.
Then she told me 1 must come in every
morning and see the children; she had
her washing to do, she said, and some-
body was needed to keep em out of mis-
chief.”

< And you went, Guy "

Guy nodded mournfully.

“ What could I do, Lieutenant? The
poor little innocents had no ong to look
after *em and keep ‘em straight; and the
fact is, I'm a tender-hearted man, Lieu-
tenant; I could n't help getting fond of
the little red-headed ‘devils—hum--that
is, innocents,”

“1 accept of the amendment, Guy.
So you began to grow intimate ?”

¢ That's the word, Lieutenant—and
wauld you believe it? The children scon
got to call me~""

Guy paused, confused.

¢ What, Guy?”

“ They got to calling me * pappy.

In spite of himself, Cartaret could not
restrain a laugh at the speaker’s EXpres-
sion,

“Taught them by Rose, no doubt,”
he said; “ but did you never make love
to her, Guy "

Guy Hartrigger blushed unmistakably.

“Well, I don’t know—that is, Lieu-
tenant—"

€ I:nough, Guy; make a clean breast
of it. What did you -tell Rose one
morning, Guy, when you were sitting
with the little wobdpeckers playing
around your knees, and Rose sewing on
a button for you, the button wanting on
a shirt you wore, which made it neces-
sary for her pretty fingers—"

Guy stared at Cartaret with a sort of
stupor.

“ How did you know that? You were
not passing, Lieutenant.

“Na, old fellow,” Cartaret replied,
“ the picture is due to my imagination.
I thought it probable that Rose liked
you, and had made up hermind to mar-
ry you; then, as you said she sewed on

L

your buttons, I thought you might need

one on the garment you were wearing

sometimes; then, another step brought

me to the picture I drew for you—that

of Rose’s pretty fingers moving daintily -
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as she sewed on the Dbutton; touching
your neck, Guy; making you feel queer,
Guy; causing you to Dlush and grow
romantic, and think it would not be so

- bad an arrangement if you could make

the fingers your own; also the smiling
and blushing seamstress. Come, ac-
knowledge, Guy, that this was what you
thought.” |

Guy groanced.

“Well, I'll make a clean breast of it,
Licutenant. That was what tock place,
and I thought that. Only I was such a
blasted fool, Lieutenant—such- a darned
and most infernal fool, Licutenant—that
when ' Rose spoke up and said: ¢ You
will make somebody a good husband,
Guy,’” I answered her, and told her-—yes,
I said to her, Lieutenant—"

“ What

“Isaid, ‘I'm not a marrying man,
Rose.” There it is.”

And Guy contracted hisbrows, ground

his tecth together, and uttered a groan
that seemed enough to shatter all his
bulk,

Cartaret with difficulty suppressed his
laughter; but in a- moment had grown
scrious again. Guy was plainly 'very
unhappy, and it was probable that this
contrefenrps would result in his leaving
Gaymount, as he threatened. That

. would never de, he said to himself, and

yet the state of affairs seemed to lead
straight to it. What to do? Cartaret
reflected for a moment.

“ Btay here fifteen minutes, Guy,” he
said, ““and then come to Rose’s house,
Don’t ask me what I intend to do, but
obey orders, Private Haririgger, I am
going to break a fixed resolution that I
have heretofore adhered to:”

“* What are you going to do, Lieute-
nant

“I am going to meddle in—a love af-
fair,”

And pugti:1g on his hat Cartaret has-
tened to the lodge inhahited by Rose.

sir.

XXXII,
HOW MATTERS RESULTED.

The fair Rose was engaged in the pro-
saic occupation of wringing out clothes.
Near her stood a washtub; on the floor
played the red-headed children; the la-

- dy's appearance, with the trim figure,
~ shapely, round arms, and rosy checks,

fully accounted for the execution which
her charms seemed to have wrought.

“Good morning, Mrs. Lacy,” said
Cartaret, bowing. .

Rose blushed, and dropped a curtsey.
¥ Good morning, sir; take a seat,
" "

And she began to bustle about, hos-
pitably.

“1 only called for a moment, mydear
Mrs. Lacy. What pretty children !”

The mother's face lit up.

“ They are very good, too, sir.”

‘“ But very troublesome, I suppose;
why not have some one to aid youin
looking after them :

The laughing eyes of the young man

- made her color more than before.

“Oht Mr. Cartaret |”

“You regard me as a friend, do you
not, Mrs. Lacy ?”

‘‘ Indeed [ do, sir; as my best friend.
What would I ever have done without
y0u ?!l

‘“ But you have another friend as good,
or better, than myself.”

¢ Who is that, sir?”

* Guy Hartrigger.

Rose blushed immensely, and then
looked mournful. ‘

““ He never comes near me now, sir. #

*“ Because you have driven him away.’

“1 drive Guy away, sir!”

“He'says you do, and yet he is de-
votedly in love with you,”

Rose’s cheeks, from resembling her
floral namesake, became like carnation.
Then an unmistakable pout came to the
lips of the lady.
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¢ He don’t care a pin for me, sir.”

“ How do you know it ?"

# He as good as told me so, sir.”

#Guy? I'm sure he never could have
been so ungallant. How did it happen?”

Rose raised her apron to her eyes.

¢ He told—he told me,” she sobbed,
t that—~that—he was not ‘a marrying

man.’ 7

¢ 1s it possible?” sald Cartaret, with
his unfortunate propensity to laugh,
“ Not one morning when you were sew-
ing on a button for him, Mrs, Lacy "

Rose turned away in confusion.

“You see I know all, Rose—that is,
Mrs, Lacy. Now let me speak plainly,
like the true friend you say I am. Are
you going to marry Guy or Routzahn?
Tell me,”

Before Rose could reply, a low, guttu-
ral laugh was heard from the door. .Car-
taret turned round and saw Routzahn,
whose broad face was lit up with a cheer-
ful smile.

¢ 1 alf one frau in Faderland, cont she
goom here soon,” said Routzahn.

Cartaret stared, and then exclaimed,
joyfully :

4 1s it possible, Routzahn? And you
to pass yourself off for a gay young ba-
chelor 17

71 dell her,” responded Routzahn,

nodding benevolently in the direction of

Rose.

« Then this whole affair is all right,
Good heavens, my dear Routzahn, here
is Guy Hartrigger persuaded that you
are courting Rose Lacy. I am afraid of
you foreign gentlemen. You are all gay
deceivers.  You make love to the madam
here, and drive your rivals half crazy.
Why are you and Rose so fond of each
other ¥

Routzahn smiled.

<1 gif her grabes,” he said, ‘““oont

she pe like mine frau. She marry Mr.
Hardrigger, soom day, she dell me.”
As he spoke, Guy bounded into, ra-
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ther than entered the room.
true, Rose?”

Rose was all blushes, but seemed far
from displeased.

“ Come on, Routzahn,” cried Carta-
ret, dragging the old German out; and
turning his head he said to Guy Har-
trigger:

“ Forward, Guy ! draw sabre! charge

As he vanished with Routzahn in tow,
Cartaret looked over his shoulder. He
saw Guy Hartrigger—but let us retire,
and respect the rules of good society.

" An hour afterwards, Guy Hartrigger
rejoined Cartaret in the garden.

“What luck, Guy? But your face

‘¢ s that

1

. tells the story,” said the young man.

Guy was blushing, but exhibited cert
tainly no traces of disappointment.

# What's the result?” said Cartaret
¢ Are you a marrying man, Guy, orare
you not "’

“ I'm a marrying man, Lieutenant.”

XXXIIL
¢ OCTOBER 20.~—TI1 ! 10~TT.-—3 D.L.—
N.W.—DI1G.”

Half an hour afterwards, and just at
sunset, Cartaret returned towards the
house. As he approached he saw, wad-
dling to and fro in front of the portico,
a character in this work, to whom we
have accorded too little attention, seeing
the important part he was destined to
play in Cartaret’s life,

This character was the swan shot by
the young man, when he was hunting

that day on the Potomac, and given to’

Annie for a pet.
The young lady had carefully bound

up his broken wing; effected a com-

" plete cure; and conciliated his warm
regard. When her marriage took place,
and she came to Gaymount, the swan
accompanied her to her new abode, in-
stalled himself as a member of the fa-
mily, and spent at least half his time
waddling gravely about the portico;, with

- his ease.
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the sedate and dignified air of a portly
old gentleman, who has no occupation
in life but to look around him, and take
The swan, in fact, was tho-
roughly domesticated. All his wild. in-
stincts seemed eradicated. Quly atlong
intervals did the fancy for an expedition
to the Potomac seize upon him ; he seem-
ed to grow weary soon of his old com-
panions, and twenty-four hours after
these disappearances, he was pretty sure
to be seen flying back, to go no more in
the direction of his former haunts for
whole weeks, sometimes for months.
Petted and fed by Annie,*greeted with
laughter by the baby, free to roam over
the'grounds, through the mansion when-
ever he wished, the dignified fowl led a
serene existence, undisturbed by the
least cloud, and no doubt looked upon
himself as the most fortunate of swans.
As Cartaret approached the portico,
on the evening of the scene at Rose La-
cy's, the swan waddled out to meet him,
and testify his regards. Self-interest, as
with human beings, probably had some-

thing to do, however, with his friendly

sentiments. Cartaret generally brought
him grapes, or some other delicacy; and
on the present occasion his claims had
rot been forgotten. His bunch was
ready. Cartaret held it out; the swan
hastened to him and pecked greedity,
and as the young man entered the house,
the swan followed, still pecking at the
grapes,

Cartaret sat down in the large apart-
ment, having surrendered the whole
bunch to the swan, who scon gobbled
it up.

Reflecting on Guy's adventure, the
youth laughed and fell into a reverie,
Fiftecn minutes thus passed, when, hear-

ing a pecking noise, he raised his head.

The swan had finished the grapes, had
roamed around the apartment idly, seen
a paper stickiag half out from a crevice
in one of the old presses, and now amus-
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ed himself by attempting to pluck it
fortli from its hiding-place,

In a few minutes he had succeeded,
and the paper lay upon the floor. Grave-
ly lifting it with his beak, he then wad-
dled with it toward Cartaret, and letting
it fall beside him, proceeded as before to
play with it.

The young man glanced at the paper.
It was old and discolored. The fancy
seized him to ascertain what it was, and
he took it from the swan. He unfolded

“it, saw that it contained only a single
line, chiefly made up of figures, and was
about to toss it back to the swan, who
was gravely gazing at him, when the sin-
gularity of its contents suddenly arrested
his attention. '

He recognized the handwriting of his
uncle, the former owner of Gaymount;
but the significance of the document was
an enormous puzzle to him. It ¢contain-
ed the simple words and figures : .

“ October 20—-11 10—T.T,—3 D.L,—
N.W.—Dig.” '

XXXIV.
TROUBLE DETWEEN MAN AND WIFE.

" From the evening on which he disco-

. vered the singular paper, Cartaret’s en-

tire demeanor underwent an extraordin-
ary change, and he seemed possessed by
some haunting thought.

Before, he had been buoyant and full
of life and activity, Now, all this had
disappeared; he seemed to be scarcely
the same human being. Something ap-
peared to weigh upon him and crush all
his energies. He went about as in a
dream. His brows knit together, his
eyes fixed upon the earth, his lips mut-
tering unintelligible words. When any-
body spoke to him, he started in the
strangest manner, gazed at the speaker
with vacant eyes, and either answering
in a confused way, or not answering
at all, went on pondering, knitting his
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brows, and muttering as before.

‘We need not say thdt this alteration
in her husband’s demeanor quickly at-
tracted the attention of. Annie. The
watchful eye of the good wife is the first
to see trouble on the brow of her other
self.  Annie suddenly became conscious
that something weighed upon the young
man, occupying his mind almost to the
exclusion of all else—of his business,
and even of herself and his child. In
fact Cartaret’s absence of mind, and ab-
sorption in one possessing idea, could
not escape the attention of the most care-
less observer. His whole character secin-
ed all at once to have changed. He no
longer scemed to care for his garden,
his fruit trees, or his grapes. Guy Har-
trigger consulted him about his ship-
ments, and Cartaret muttered, * All
right, Guy; attend to that; you ar¢ in
command.” Routzahn came to give in
his report of the progress made in the
wine manufacture. ‘“ All right, Rout-
zahn,” said Cartaret absently, and scarce
looking at the German, “you will see
that thing go on properly.” A friend—
onc of those kind friends of whom every
human being possesses several—sent him
thecounty paper in which Gaymount was
advertised for sale, in about ten days
from that time. Cartaiet read the ad-
vertisement, which he had already seen,
frowned, muttered something, smiling
strangely as he did sc, and then slowly
tearing a strip from the margin of the
paper, lit a pipe with it, allowing the
remainder of the newspaper to drop upon
the floor, and fell into his singular apa-
thy as before. '

In a word, the whole outer world
seemed to have disappeared from the
young man's cyes. What had interested
him most deeply, the subjects upon which
he had betrayed the most solicitude, ap-
‘peared suddenly to have lost their hold
upon him. He would sit for hour after
hour, gazing with contracted brows upon
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the singular paper, studying its contents,
endeavoring to make out something that
puzzled him—attempting, apparently, to
grasp some vague and subtie thought
which its cabalistic contents suggested.
Thus day followed day, and Cartaret
still remained absorbed in this paralyz-
ing meditation upon some secret subject,
of which he would say nothing to any
one, not even to Annie, who vainly tried

to penetrate the mystery. At first she

took no notice of her husband’s pre-oc-
cupation, rightly thinking that it does
not please men to be catechised and
made to give an account of ¢verything.
But this forbearance soon yielded, not
to curiosity, but to anxiety. Her hus-
band was plainly laboring under some
secret weight, either of trouble or solici-
tude, she knew not which; but some-
thing weighed upon him. - What could
his trouble be? Qught he not allow her
to share it? She might lighten the
weight upon him—help him to bear it, at
least. And when she reached that
point in her anxious reftection, Annie
went straight and asked him to explain
all to'her. ‘

Cartaret gazed at her with deep ten-
derness, and' the appearance of the
young lady was sufficient to move him.
Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes full
of tears, and her lips were trembling.
Bending over him as he sat, late at night,
in his arm-chair, moodily reflecting, she
was an exquisite picture—the angel of
the household incarnate in the person of
a lovely and loving woman—a girl in
years, but a full woman, instinct with
the charming grace of maternity,

¢ 1t is nothing, my dear Annie; don't
be annoyed by my silence,” he said.

¢ Annoyed, Edmund! You do not
annoy me; do not use such a word, Ed-
mund. Itis trouble, anxicty, that I feel,
and on your account—"

Her tears choked her.

Cartaret placed his arm tenderly,

The Heir of Gaymount, 7%

around her, and drew her toward him.
“You are making a mountain of a

. mole-hill, little one,” he said with a

smile. ‘¢ Your fancy exaggerates a trifle

/into a thing of real importance. What

are you uneasy about, Annie? I never
was in bétter health in my life. Feel
the muscle in my arm. It is as hard as
oak, and I believe [ could knock down
an o with my fist—all of which is the
resultof taking my coat off and going
to work.”

He hughed, and looked at her with
the greitest tenderness.

(13 Bul-___”

# There it comes again,”

¢ 5till, Edmund—"

“ There is another word precisely sy-
nonymoeis with ‘but,” Annie.”

#Oh, Edmund! you must not jest
with me so. Something troubles you,
and you will not tell me. When will
you tell ne ”

““In afew days. That is a straight-
-forward nply, is it not P

Her hewd shrunk on his shoulder.

““You o not trust me,” she sobbed.

. Cartare gazed at her with grave ten-
derness. A good woman likes that ex-
pression better than the fiery glance of
a lover, '

““I trus; you as I would trust my own
souly” he mid; “but I do not tell you,
from very ove for you.”

“It is surely not the sale of Gay-
mount—"

“No,” }e said, with a short laugh.
# Somethirg more important still. And
now, there; Annie. You make a fool of
me-—or make me make a fool of myself.

1 can’t exphin matters to-night, dear; it

is best that} I should not; but be easy
Fupon one bint. I have no weight either
of 5in or.sorow onme. I am working
out a problim—one I regard of the last

importanee My mind is busy; I think

I begin to see-——something resembling a
clue beging to appear, Do not question

me further now; I will tell you in due
time,” :

Annie had lost much of her anxiety—
in fact a great load had been raised from
her heart by those words, ““I have no
weight either of sin or sorrow on me;”
but to anxiety succeeded a pique now;
the woman’s thought, “why .can't he
tell me

Cartaret looked at the beautiful face;
saw the new expression and compre-
hended it. '

“ But your health," said Annie; pout-
ing a little; “‘ you are far less active; what
can make you do so??

Cartaret smoothed with a tender hand
the glossy brown hair; drew the fore-
head down to his lips; as it touched
them they wore a smile which made the
youth resemble his old sclf.

¢ My health, Annie!” he said.

¢ Yes; why don't you take care of it?”

Cartaret laughed.

““ Do you remember the night scene
between Brutus and Portia, Annie ?—
what sZ¢ said, and what %esaid. She
chid him for not telling her all his se-
crets, and wound up as you do. He
must take care of his health, and Madam -
Annie—I mean Madam Portia—and he
replied——

“What?

“1 will give you his very words—
‘Andso I do, good Portia—go to bed '

Cartaret followed this impertinent
speech with a hearty laugh, and the
Little Mamma, greatly relieved, also
very indignant, pulled his ear with vio-
lence, to revenge herself, Thereupon
Carfaret added :

“ Beware, madam ! I will address
vou in the words Hotspur uttered to his
Kate, if you persist : ¢ Go to bed, Por-
tia.”” There is the baby. I hcard her
crying distinctl 4 )

Annie fled from him precipitately at -
that cunning announcement, for the
baby would grow crimson in the face
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and choke. if not attended to. She
fled—disappearcd, and Cartaret was left
to his musings.

He drew the paper from his pocket.
There the cabalistic document lay be-
fore him :

“ October 20—11: 10—T.T.-—~3 D.
L.—N. W.—dig.”

He began for the hundredth time to
study every letter and figure, remained
thus silent and motionless for an hour,
and then suddenly spran’g to his feet.

“Eureka !” he exclaimed. “I am
confident I have solved the mystery,
And yet—suppose. Well, to-night shall
decide !”

- XXXV,
THE MESSAGE.

As Cartaret uttered these words, the
hoof-strokes of a horse were heard with-
out, and going to the door ke found a
mounted servant, who handed him a
note. ,

The note was from Arthur Botleigh’s

physician, and stated the patient had re-
quested that Cartaret might be sent for
—he had something to communicate to
him. Mr. Cartaret had better lose no
time, the old physician added, as Mr.
Botleigh was already sinking, and be-
coming delirious, and it was scarcely
probable that he would survive until
morning. .
_ Cartarct sent back word that he would
come at once; ordered his horse to be
saddled, and went up stairs, where he
explained to. Annie the causc of his
night ride. TPassing the baby's crib, he
bestowed a kiss on the rosy face, and
then dcscending, mounted his horse,
and rode at a gallop to the house of the
sick man,

Arthur Botleigh was, in fact, gradual-
ly sinking, and had become delirious.
The injuries received in his fall had
been too much for his feeble constitu-
tion, For many weeks the skill of his

old physician had kept the destroyer at
arms-length, but now the long fever had
dene its work; all remedies had becun;e
powerless ; the death of the unfortunate
young man was simply a questlon ofa
few hours,

Cartaret took the thin hand, burned
up with fever, and pressed it,

¢ Poor Arthur ” he murmured, “he

_ is nearly gone! He does not knov me,

doctor.”

The invalid apened his eyes.

“ You are Edmund Cartaret,” }e said.

¥ Yes, Arthur. I have comegas you
requested.”

He stopped for pure pity. The sight
of the wan face made the heartof Car-
taret contract.

“Yes, 1 sent for you——thzmlc you for
coming, Edmund—I have dore you a
wrong, Edmund.”

The words were hoarse and broken.
The dying man had plainly synmoned
his last vemains of strength jo enable
him to utter them., He weni on in a
low whisper now,

1 did you a wrong. You yere near-
er to him; the estate ought to have
come to you, Edmund, 1 vsh it had
—it has ruined me—it male me a
drunkard—Tugmuddle i

Cartaret laid his hand genly on the
hot brow of the patient.

“ There, don’t agitate yO,JrseIf, Ar-
thur.”™ :

“ You—forgive—me 2

“From my heart. You' have done
me no wrong. What wronui. My un-
cle had the right to make yoj his heir.”

““Yes, his heir; and left you poor. -
But he did wrong~T have trkd to right
it Tam in debt—deeply—Ilut my will
—1 have something to tel| you—lean
down.” ‘ |

Cartaret leaned toward :the dying
man. He tried to rise to,meet him.
The hot lips were at his ezu; -d husky
whisper only issued from them.
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Suddenly Arthur Botleigh fell backﬁ-w_
dead.

An hour afterwards Cartaret was re-
turning sadly home, leaving the old
physician and a servant behind, in the
house of the dead man.

“Poor Arthur ! he had said to the
docter, ““ I pity him from my heart. He
sent for me to tell me of his will in my
favor, poor fellow! Unfortunatcly I
have secn on record a deed of trust,
which covers every foot of his property.
To-morrow Tugmuddle will be the mas-
ter in this house—the will is only so
much waste paper.”

He reached Gaymount, and gave his
horse to old Juba, who was awaiting his
return.  As he entered the house, ke
cast a singular glance over lis shoulder,
toward the great oaks on the lawn.

¢ To-morrow night I'll make the trial,
at least !” he muttered. “Who knows?”

XXXV
A FRIEND IN NELED.
Cartaret slept late the next morning,

-as men will after losing their rest, and.

had just risen, when he heard voices in
the hall, especially a loud and sonorous
one that seemed familiar.

‘He put on his dressing gown, opened
his chamber door, took two steps in the
passage, when suddenly a shout came
from helow, which shout was to the fol-
lowing cffeet.

“¢Go to the ant, theu sluggard
Consider her ways and be wise.’ "

“ Frank Lance I” exclaimed Cartaret,
joyfully, and he hastened down to greet
lis friend.

It was that gentleman in person, clad
in a splendid new suit of clothes, his
coat .shorter, pantaloons tighter, side-
whiskers streaming more wildly than
ever; while the small; white teeth, un-
der the Dbrown mustache, were exposed
by a positive grin of joy.

Annie had descended some time bé:

fore, and had thus received Mr. Lance,
and welcomed him,

“ I{ere you are,” he said, as Cartaret
made his, appearance, ““and in all the
colors of the rainbow. What a bird-of-
paradise of a dressing-gown, my son.
But beware of that article. Shun it as
you would the plague! I never knew a
man who wore a dressing-gown and slip-
pers who prospered. 1t leads to smok-
ing, idlencss, sclf-indulgence, laxity of
morals. The wearcr of a dressing-gown
is a felon in embryo, and in the way to
the gallows,” .

With these words Frank Lance, Esq.,
cooled down, and looked toward fthe
breakfast table. 2

“ Ah ! my mind is relieved,” he sigh-
cd; ¢ you liave not breakfasted. Brmg
the Dbaby.”

People whe did not laugh at Frank
Lance were unable to go through that
ceremony. You might call his manner
sans-fagorn-—too free and easy—with

some justice, perhaps; but there was’
such a delightful bonke:amie about him,

so much laughing good nature, that to
have curtailed a single one of his pecu-
liaritics, would have seemed a meon-
strosity. His demeanor, tone of voice,
and all about him seemed tosay: I
am with friends. I am not afraid of
their laughing at, or thinking ill, of me.
1 love them, and use no ceremony with
them.”

“ Where in the wotld did you spring
from, Lance 2" said Cartaret, when they
were all seated at the breakfast table.

““ I desire to know, before giving an

account of myself,” returned Mr. Lance,

with his mouth full, “why the baby,
whose presence I requested, has not
been ordered to report ¥’

Annie smiled behind her cups and
saucers, and said :

# She will be down directly; she’is
not dressed.”

“Dhessed? Why should she be
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dressed up for me, madam? I never

knew what she wore in my life, and -

doees not the poet assure me that ‘beau-
ty unadorned,” and so forth? DBut the
covenances must be observed, I seec.
Little Miss Rat-—that is my fifteenth
name for her—must be decked out in
gorgeous apparel, doubtless, And all to
meet the gaze of one poor bachelor.”

Annie laughed.

“Who knows? You may wait for
her, Mr. Lance, and there is everything
in making a good first impression.”

““Well, that never occurred to me.
You are right.” Who would have
thought of such a thing ? Yes, stranger
things have happened, and I'll exert my-
sclf to make friends now.”

With which the breakfast proceeded ;
soon it ended, and then enter ¢¢ Little
Miss Rat," in her nurse’s arms.

The subject of babics possesses, to
many readers, but medium interest.
Therefore we spare our respected pa-
trons, bachelor portion, at Ieast, for the
fathers would be indulgent. It need
only be said that Mr. Frank Lance made
himself, if possible, more ridiculous
upon this occasion than ever before.
He chucked *f Little Miss Rat”” toward
the ceiling, rode her on his shoulder,

made tremendous faces at her, asked.

her a hundred questions, seemed de-
lighted with her crowing replies, and

conducted himself generally in a manner

far from dignified.

During all which proceedings neither
Cartarct nor the Little Mamma could
extract a word from him. But in half
-an hour the interview terminated. ‘The
baby was borne off by her mamma; the
friends began to smoke, and Frank
Lance said :

“ Now for the account of myself, But

first Iet me show you something, my -

son.” .
So saying, he rushed to the hall with-
out, opened a carpet-bag, which this

time he had shouldered himself, extract-
ed a splendid volume therefrom, and
‘presented it to Cartaret,

“‘What is that ? said his fricnd.
~ % Read the title on the back, my son,”

Cartaret did so. The volume declar-

ed, in gilt letters, that it was e Greps
and the Blues, by Edmund Car tarel.

The youth blushed with pleasure, and
exclaimed : .

¢ How in the world, Lance o

“ Did this great and astounding work

ever put on so handsome a dress? I .

will tell you, my son. I reserved this
little surprise for you. IfI have done
wrong, abuse me, insull me, but hear
me first. I will be brief, I won't bore

_you. Give me your ears. Here is the

whole thing.”

Cartaret listened with a smile of un-
mistakable pleasure, holding the beau-
tiful volume half open in his hand.

1 left these headquarters in Septem-
ber, and the commanding officer hereof

announced to me at tirat time that he .

was hard ap, ‘Hard wp? Terrible
words—words that have so often applied
to yours, truly. So I sympathized with
the poor young man whose coandition
they described, and said to myself, ‘ Let
us see U we can’t cure the evil in some
way.” How to do it was the question;
but suddenly a brilliant thought struck
me. 1 had seen in the Bird of Freedom
a series of papers of considerable inter-
est. I said: ¢ The Bird is a magnani-
mous fowl; he has made his dinner on
these papers; he is gorged; ina good
humor; let me go andask him for the

picked bones.’ No sooner thought of

than accomplished. * Bird,” I said to
him, ‘my friend, the author of these

. sketches, desires to print them in a vol-

ume. He’s the best fellow in the world
he has increased your circulation, Bird.
Give your consent like a good one, and
be forever great, glorious and happy ¥

The Bird laughed. Ile was smoking a
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cigar, was that high-minded fow), and

said: ¢ With pleasure, Mr, Lance. We

propose {0 make no further use of the
articles you refer to.” Then 1 blessed
the noble bird. Observed: “Let us
go and take something.” The Bird did
s0, partaking moderately of a beverage,
imbibed through a straw. We parted.
I cut out the articles, pasted them care-
fuily in a brown paper volume ; hurried
off to a liberal publishing house, and in
two hours had made a contract for their
publica.tién. Let me enter at great
length inte the terms of this contract.
It was agreed between Frank Lance,

Esq., the party of the first part, and his

friends, the publishers, the party of the
second part, that the said Frank Lance,
Esq., the, party of the first part, con-
veyed to the said publishers, the party
of the second part—but the contract is
long; 1 believe I will omit it. Enough

_to say, my son, that everything was

soon arranged; the book commenced
immediately ; I read the proofs day and
night. Soon the plates were all done ;
an edition of 500,000 copies printed, and
I have the pleasure of presenting the
author with a copy of his own work, and
also’ with a small slip of paper, half
‘printed, half written, the stamp duly af-
fixed and cancelled in accordance with:
law.” : ) ‘
As he uttered these words, Mr, Lance
drew forth his pocket-book, extracted
thence a paper, and presented it to Car-
taret. It was a check on the Mercantile
Bank, of New York, for the sum of
$1,000. '

Cartaret stared at it in amazement.

“Well, now, I see you are indig-
nant,” said Lance. * You are dissatis-
fied; you repudiate; are ready to de-
clare that [ have ruined you !”

“ A thousand dollars, Lance

“ And you expected a hindred thou-

“sand! That's always the wa% with you

literary people. But hear me, young
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one. 1 didmy best. I was offered ten
per cent. on all copies, or one thousand
dollars for exclusive possession of the
work, I said: ¢ This splendid produc-
tion may not seli—in consequence, no
profits, Cartaret wants his money niow.
1 will take thelittle check.”

“And you were right a thousand
times, Lance. How can I ever thank
you enotugh, old fellow ? You are my ~
good genius, Lance.”

And Cartaret seized his friend’s hand,
shaking it vigorously, with beaming
smiles. Then his eye wandered from
the check to the wonderful new volume,

“ Decidedly,” he said, “I am a fool.
T am as pleased as a child with a new
tﬂy."

“No, you are not a fool,” said Lance.

““ What then ?”

. ¥ An author, old fellow, which, what-
ever this world may say, is not always
the same thing.”

XXXVIIL
PRE-OCCUPATION.

. Cartaret did not know until long af
terwards that the object of Frank
Lance'’s return to the North in Septem-
ber, had been to sell out a few poor little
shares of stock which he possessed, for
the relief of his friend, having effected
which, he had hurried  back to Gay-
mount, to arrive before the sale of the
property. - :

Rightly. thinking, with that true deli-
cacy which characterized him, that to
reveal this transaction, would be to
place Cartaret, unnecessarily, under a
sense of obligation, the volatile New
Yorker—that ¢ rattle trap ” outwardly,
with the. good, kind heart within—said
nothing to his friend of having sacrificed
the few. shares of stock, and an hour
after breakfast, they were walking about
the grounds, smoking and talking of
a thousand things.

Cartaret escaped from his friend as
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soon as possible, to go and pore over
the wonderful Greys and Biues/ What
author born ever inspected his first work
with indifference? The first offspring
in gilt and muslin, like the animated in
long dresses and ribbons, has charms
for its parent, which the outer world
can not understand! So for hours Car-
taret remained absorbed in the volume,
forgetting everything else. It was only
in the afternoon that he began to return
to his possessing thought, the mysteri-
ous scroll, and the scheme which he had
resolved upon. )

It was fortunate that Frank Lance was
monopolized by Annie and the haby,
otherwise the profound pre-occupation of
his friend must have excited his aston-
ishment. The events of the morning
—Lance’s arrival with the wonderful
new book—seemed to have only made a
ripple run over the surface of Cartaret’s
mood for a single instant. The ripple
disappeared, the surface became still
aga;n, the youth wandered about the
grounds, with contracted brows, vacant
eyes—muttering, and more absent-
minded than ever.

Annie escapad from Lance occasion-
ally, and watched her husband with
deep solicitude. What was the cause
of this strange conduct? Sbecame and
joined him and took his arm, and look-
ed up appealingly into his face. He re-
turned her glance calmly, with a sweet
smile, smoothing her brown hair as he
did so, but he did not open his lips to
reveal his secret. This time Annie did
not annoy him with gquestions, or utter
a word even. She slowly left him, and
went up stairs, and sat down and had a
cry, and then prayed for her husband.
As for Cartaret, he went on muttering,
apparently oblivious of all around him.

Night came, and the young man
found himself called upon to perform a
most disagréeable part—to coneeal his
pre-occupation, listen to his friend, and

reply to him, and take his share in the
conversation of the little family circle.
If the reader has been subjected to this
last, ke knows how onerous itis. ‘The
word Zerfure is not inapplicable to it,
Who will relieve you of the necessity of
listening to that dear friend, with his
amiable nothings? What good genius

‘will supply you with commonplaces to

prevent your silence from attracting at-

tention? Cartaret could only find a-

few, and he uttered them in the most
unnatural manner. In vain, however,
did Frank Lance endeavor by plain
questions to penetrate the matter. The
youth only smiled in response, uttered
a few commonplace disclaimers, and
Frank Lance was as much in the dark
as before.

1 tell you what, my son,” said
Lance, rising from his seat about nine

o'clock; “1 believe the appearance of

that gorgeous volume, the Greys and
Blues, has been too much for you. Re-
tire to resty my young friend! Snatch
repose after "too much emotion! Re-
member that authors have written books
before, and publishers have published

. them  that your literary baby is wonder- .

ful to you, only because every papa's is
to Adn. You'll soon get used to the
darling, and behold it without agitation.
Go to sleep, my son, and rest yourself,
as your friend Frank Lance is about to
do.” .

Lance yawned as he spoke, and Car-
taret remembered the claims of hospital-
ity. B

“ You are right, my dear Lance,” he
said ; *“ here is your candle. I’ll show
you your room.”

“My room? Don't I know it? I'd
like to see anybody take my room from
me.” o

Half an hour afterwards Frank Lance
was snoring with enermous vigor. His
walk from the wharf, carpet-bag on
shoulder, had wearied him; and the’
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low, melodious thunder proceeding from
his apartment, indicated that he had be-
come oblivious of all around him.
Cartaret had returned to the sitting
room, where Annie was sewing at a

_baby dress.

He sat down, and gazed into the fire-
place, where a few twigs were singing
cheerfully. -

For some moments Annie watched
him, out of the corners of her eyes
Then she laid down her work, and came
and sat on a cricket at his feet.

¥ ® * % * *

We omit the scene which followed. It
is not material to the narrative. The
Little Mamma with tears in her eyes,
and a voice tremulous with tender anx-

iety, had besought her husband to con- -

fide his trouble to her, and Cartaret had
once more refused. s

“ There, Annie,” he said, smoothihg
the glossy head which drooped upon his
knee, *‘ you distress me by distressing
yourself thus, and fancying that some
weight of anxiety or trouble oppresses
me. Again, I assute you, little girl,
that I have no such load upon me,
strange  as that may seem to you. It
seems even stranger to you, no doubt,
that I do not explain the whole matter
to you, bitt I have excellent reasons for
my silence. I am acting for the best,
Annie, and if it is any consolation to
you, listen, Annie~-I will tell you the
whole secret to-morrow.”

““ Why not to-night, Edmund?” she
said, looking up and smiling through
her tears. '

‘I have a good reason for not doing
so, Annie. Can’t you trust me i’

The words went to the heart, and she
rosg, with the most tranquil smile on
her lips.

““Yes, Edmund, in all things; but
take care of your health,”

¢ So I do; good Portia ——* 7

‘¢ Bad boy. You shall not finish; sir.”
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The quotation was arrested by a kiss,
and Annie flitted from the apariment.
She had surrendered in the struggle to
discover her husband's secret; but Ma-

~dam Annie was a true woman—that is

to say, she did not abandon her object
—and it will soon be seen that while she
was willing to “‘ trust” Cartaret to the
utmost, she did not mean to deprive
herself of the tender satisfaction of
—watching him.

. XXXVIIL
THE HOUR ARRIVES,

As soon as Annie disappeared from
the sitting-room, Cartaret looked at his
watch, and muttered : ’

“ Twenty minutes past ten. Tt will
not be time to start for nearly half an
hour yet.”..

And, replacing his watch, he took
from his breast the discolored paper,
which the swan had discovered, and to
which all his moody meditation seemed
traceable. Placing it flat on the table,
beneath the tall astral lamp, he care-
fully scanned its singular contents for
something like the thousandth time.
There it lay, that mysterious mernoran-
dum, in the handwriting of his uncle.

# October 20—11: 10—T, T.—3. D\
L.—N. W.—Dig.”

 Yes,” he muttered, * there can be
no doubt of it. My explanation, as the

-lawyers say, ‘excludes every other hy-

pothesis.” Iam as certain that I have
discovered this mystery, as I am of my
existence. And now before going to
test the matter, let me reflect upon one
or two*points not cleared up entirely.
Why did my uncle make this memoran-
dum? Was it intended for miy eyes, or
simply for his own? Did he write it
and place it in that press, to be referred
to for his own guidance, after some timd
had elapsed; or was the writing design.
ed for me by the eccentric old gentle-
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man, who may have trusted to my ear-
ly developed skill in reading cypher,
and wished in this eccentric manner to
test it 2"

He remained silent for some mo-
ments, attentively gazing at the paper.

* Well,” he said, at length, ‘*there
is nothing to decide the question here,
Either may be the fact, but fortunately
it is not«material. Did Arthur Botleigh
know or suspect anything? I thought
he sent for me to reveal something;
shrunk long from doing so; was about
to, perhaps, when he fell back dead.
Well, no matter.”

He looked at his watch again,

‘“The time is near,” he muttered.
“ Let me take a last look at the paper.
‘October 2z0." This is the night of the
zoth of Qctober. ‘11: 10.' Yes, there
is no doubt what that means. *T. T.
As little about that, I think, ‘3 D. L.
N. W * That can signify but one
thing, I am convinced. And lastly,
¢ Dig,” which, being in the plain verna-
cular, needs no study to ascertain its
meaning, Come, the cryptograph is
too simple. Why was not something
really difficult thought of? My dear
old uncle must have never seen a book
on secret writing, or he inust have de-
termined that I should net have the
least excuse for blundering.”

He folded up the paper and carefully
deposited it in his breast pocket. An-
other glance at his watch informed him
that the hour was ten minutes efeleven.

AL last,” he said, “there is just
time to get the tools and reach the
spot.”

XXXIX.
* OCTOBER 20.—~11: 10.”

In the first chapter of this veritable
history, under the title, ¢ Watched,’ we
described the stealthy and noctural ex-
pedition of Cartaret to the old oak in
the grounds, how he wrapped a cloak

around him, supplied himself with tools
from the conservatory, stole off, follow-

ed by Leon-—and Annie—reached the -

spot pointed out by the cryptograph,

dug at the point indicated by the sha- -

dow of the dead bough, thrown in the
moonlight, failed to find anything, dis-
covered his mistake by fitting to the
stump the portion of the bough which
had fallen to the ground, and finally,
digging at the new spot, found his spade
struck scmething—at which exciting
moment, Annie, hidden behind her
tree, sprang forward, just as Cartaret,
overcome by vertigo, fell back fainting
in the grave-like opening.

If the reader has forgotten the details
of this myster;ous moonlight scene, we
beg that he will go back to the first
chapter of our history, where we left

Cartaret in the pit which he had dug.
What follows will then be more intelli-

gible.

The faintness which had seized upon
Cartarét when his pick-axe encountered
the obstacle, giving forth a dull, metal-
lic sound, speedily passed away. Joy
overcame every other emotion, and leap-
ing from the. pit, he recognized Annie,
caught her in his arms, and exclaimed :

““Atlast! Oh1 yes, at last, Annie,
Now you shall know all, my own An-
nie, and how all my trouble and anxiety
was for you I”

The young lady lay upon his bosom,
sobbing in his arms. ‘

¢ Oh Edmund! Edmundt” _

There the trembling accents of her
voice died into silence. Nothing was
heard but the violent scratching of Le-
on, who had leaped into the pit, and
was tearing up the earth with his paws.

“So you watched me, poor dear
child !” said Cartaret; * you watched
me, followed me, and, no. doubt,
thought me suddenly deprived of my
senses. Oh, no, Annie, I was sane—
perfectly sane. I have found what I was
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in search of. It is there, within six feet
ofus! I have not seen it—my hand
has not touched it—but I have faith—I
believe, and here is the proof that I am
right in believing.”

As he spoke, he seized the spade

teaped into the opening, and throwing -

cut the earth, spadeful after spadeful,
without resting for an instant, finally
uneartbed an oblong sheet iron box,
which he dragged by main force from
its position, and deposited on the side of

_ the pit, before Annie's eyes, in the bril-

liant moonlight.

““There is our fortune, and the for-
tune of our children, Annie!” he ex-
claimed, with beaming eyes. ““1 have
faith, as I told you, to helieve that. See,
now, if my faith was well founded, or
not.”

And with a blow of the spade he forc-
ed off the lid of the box.

As he did so, Annie started back al-
most at the sight which was revealed,

The hox seemed to overflow with pold -

and silver coin, with which was mingled
finely carved plate, jewelry and great
rolls of bank not2s, On top lay a paper,

" and this paper Cartaret seized, and tore

open, neglecting all else,
JThe bright moonlight enabled him to
read its contents without difficulty.
Ashe did so,a resplcndenf smile it

up his countenance.

With Annie clasped to his breast, he
held up the paper before her,
“Look ! he said, ‘“‘you can read,

~ Annie. - Was I wrong in believing that

I would discover something? This
morning we were poor, and oversha-
dowed by coming trouble. Now weare
tich, and can defy the whole generation
of the Tugmuddles 1

Annie made no reply. The scene
had been too much for her. With her

arm around Cartaret’s neck, she fainted
in his arms.
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XL. 7
LEGAL MATTERS,

When Frank Lance came down on
the next morning, he found Annie only
in the breakfast room, and was inform-
ed by the young lady that her husband
had ridden to the willage at an carly
hour on business.

In fact, Cartarct had risen soon after
daylight, mounted Sir Archy, and be-
fore sunrise drew rein in front of the
house, in the village, occupied by his
counsel, Mr, Bland.

That respectable old gentleman had
already breakfasted, and was reading a
legal document in his office, attached to
the mansion. . He was one of those com-
posed and courteous lawyers of the old
school, whom nothing surprises or
throws from their balance. Helping
himself to a pinch of snuff from a black
box, which he carried in his waistcoat
pocket, he drew up a chair, and said :

¢ You must have something of impor-
tance to bring you so carly, Mr. Carta-
ret,”

“ Something of very. great.import-
ance, Mr. Bland,” rejoined his client.
¢ 1 will explain myself, and Icave you to
judge.”

With these words he drew from his
pocket the paper found in the iron box,
and handed it to Mr. Bland, who put -
on his spectacles, and examined it atten-
tively. When he had finished the peru-
sal, he turned back and went over it
again, Then he rose, and opening a
drawer, cxamined carefully a document,
extracted from a package of papers
therein, Then he refolded the docu-
ment, restored it to the package, closed
the drawer, and coming back to his
chair, said, quietly:

“ There is no doubt of the perfect
authenticity of this paper, Mr. Cartaret.
I bave coimpared the signature and
handwriting generally, with a specimen
in my possession. 1 congratulate you.
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Where was this discovered

“1 will tell you as we ride to the
Courthouse together, Mr. Bland. Let
us attend to that first.”

¢ I understand,” was the quiet reply.
“1 will go with you, and then you wiil
“go with me. Possession is nine points
of the law, my dear sir.”

And rising, the lawyer called a ser-
vant, and ordered his horse.

Fifteen minutes afterwards the old
gentleman had caséd his legsin a pair
of drab leggings, and mounted his
steady old riding horse. Cartaret
mounted in turn, and they rode off in

the direction of the Courthousc, a few

miles from the village.

A curious pair of eyes from the dingy
office opposite, had watched them ; and
the curious eyes in question belonged to
the sweetly smiling Jinks. As they dis-
appeared he put on his hat and hasten-
ed in the direction of Mr. Tugmuddle’s.
An hour afterwards he returned to the
office, and ordered his horse to be sad-
dled and brought to him.

Meanwhile, Cartaret and his grave
old legal adviser proceeded in the direc-
tion of the Courthouse, reached it, dis-
appeared in the clerk’s office, reappear-
ed, visited the sherift’s office, and’ then
remounting their horses, struck into a
country road which brought them in an
Ttour to the house of Arthur Botleigh.

It was the day of the unfortunate
young man’s funeral, and a large crowd
had assembled. He had had few friends,
hut a very great number of acquaintan-
ces, and these had come to follow the
body to its last resting place.

Cartaret and Mr. Bland reached the
gate leading into the contracted
grounds, and tying their horses, pro-
ceeded on foot over the narrow walk to
the mansion,

#If there is any occasion for it, I.

hope you will act for me to-day, Mr.
Bland,” said the young man., “ Itseems

a profanation to think of business in
presence of the dead, and I have only
vielded to your professional advice-—
you must represent me.”

“ I will do so with p]easure, Mr. Car-
taret.”

“You think Tugmuddle will come,
Mr. Bland, and for the purpose you in-
dicated ¢

“ There he is, my dear sir, justin. .

time to see them bear out the body.”
As he spoke, the old lawyer pointed

" to two horsemen approaching from the

direction of the village,

“The worthy Mr. Tugmuddle,” he

added, ““and my professicnal brother,
Jinks. Come, we had better go into
the house, Mr. Cartaret, as you will not
be able to attend the funeral.”

He took the young man’s arm as he
uttered these words, and they both en-
tered the mansion just at the moment
when the coffin was borne forth to be
deposited in the hearse. Cartaret was
about to follow it with the rest, when
Mr. Bland interposed.

* Your presence is desirable herc, my
dear sir,” he said, laying his hand upon
the young man’s arm. ‘“Yonder is Mr.
Tugmuddle getting off his horse, and
my esteemed hbrother Jinks doing like-
wise. Business men, Mr. Cartaret.
Here they are coming right in.”

In fact, Tugmuddle and Jinks entered
the gate, a moment after the coffin had
passed through it. As the procession
began to mave, they rapidly came along
the walk to the porch of the small
house, where they all at once found
themselves confronted by Mr. Bland,
taking snuff,

‘¢ Good morning, gentlemen,” be
said ; “ this is a very sad occasion,”

And inhaling his pinch of snuff" with
philosophic composure, he added :

“Can I do anything for you to-day,
gentlemen ”

Tugmuddle had stopped suddenly at
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sight of the lawyer” A vague. disquict

was plain to be séen -upon his counten-
.ante.” :

Do anythmg for me " he said, al-
most rudely.  “No. I am here to at-

.tcnd to my interests.”

“¢ Your interests P - Lo

These words were uttered ina tone of
mild inquiry. -

“Yes, my own business, I have
come to take possesswn of this house

-and this estate.”.

Mr. Bland elevated his grey eyebrows,
atid looked fixedly at Tugmuddle, upon

.whose 'countenance .the expressicn of
-disgust and vague apprehension of seme
. coming danger grew' more .observable.

- % To take posséssion of this house and

- estate, did you say, my dedr sir?” said
-. his composéd opponent. - “* There seems
-td -be some micunderstanding. m this
..matter, sir.”

¢ There is. #o misunderstanding 1”

- growled Tugmuddle, losing his temper.

¢ ‘Flhis estate is my property.. - Any one

- entering here witliout my consent, is an

intruder. I say.the property is mine.”
¢ By what right or title, sir "

“ There is my title! You aré a law-
yer, and know the meamng of that
paper.” .

With which Tugmuddle drew forth a
document, which he handed to Mr.

- Bland. That gentléman put on his
.'spectacles, carefully pérised the paper,

and then folding it up in 2 business-like

~manner; Testored it o Tugmuddle.

“¢ % hopé you are satisfied, sir? You
now know my title to this estate.” .

Mr. Bland "did not move - fx‘om the
doorway.

““ You have exhibited to me 4 deed of

trust, my dear sir,” he replied, “and
the paper is regilarly ditawn. It covers

the entire estate of the late Mr. Botleigh,

teal arid pefsonal, and I have - only one
objection to make to it,”
$f What objection 2.

“There is.a seriovs flaw in it, my
dear sir—a fault that is quite fatal.”

“A flaw!—a fault!—what? What
objection do you make to that deed "

“ A-very simple one,” said Mr. Bland,
¢ the objection that the late Mr. Bot-
leigh was never at any time the legal
owner of the property named in the
deed.”

Tugmuddle stared at the lawyer with
eyes which seemed about to start from
his head. His complexmn, ordinarily
sallow and muddy, assumed a green tint,
- “What do yoil mean?" he gasped.
# This is nons¢nse! Come, I am tired
of thig—"

Mr.: Bland smiled slightly. One would
have said that he enjoyed the interview.

“Iam not talking nonsense in the
least, my dear sir,” he said, “ but, on the
contrary, the very soundest good sense.
I know what I say, and I repeat that the
late Mr. Arthur Botleigh, although in
possession of this estate, was never at

.any time the Jegal owner, or able to en- .

cumber it,” : ;
Another gasp came from Tugmuddle.
He felt some unseen met closing round
him.” A hoarse growl issued from his
lips, and he was about to speak, when
the lawyer went on.
¢ Perhaps I had better explain, with-

- out further delay,” he said. “Itis a

simple matter of business, and you are
a business man; my dear Mr. Tugmud-
dle. To the point, The Jate Mr. Bot-
leigh ¢ame into possession of this prop-
érty, a§ you are aware, by virtue of the
last will and testament of Mr. Henry
Cartaret, of Gaymount, which paper
bore date the third day of June, 1861,
At that time Mr, Heary Cartaret enjoy-
ed excellent health, but in the succeed-
ing spring .he took a' cold which finally
proved fatdl, He died in the winter of
1862, very suddeinly and unexpectedly;

.and the only will discovéred ainohg his

papers was the one which I hadve :mén.
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tioned, by which he devised his whole’

property, with the exception of the Gay-

mount house and the curtilage thereof,
to @ distant kinsman, the late Arthur
Botleigh.”

The old lawyer paused. Tugmuddle’s
eyes exhibited the appearance described
as“‘ popped.” On’ his brow could be
seen beads of cold perspiration.

¢ Well—thatis interesting I'" he sneer-
ed in a hoarse voice; *¢ tell me something
new,’

“Twill do so,” was the lawyer's reply.
“You can scarcely be in possession of
the fact [ am about to state, my dearsir.
I see that your curiosity and anxiety are
strongly excited, and I will relieve them.
Ohbserve, first, however, that the will of
June, 1861, disinherited mnearly Mr,
Henry Cartaret’s favorite nephew—the
only explanation of which fact that has
<come to my knowledge being the young
gentleman’s - disobedience of his uncle’s
wishes in political matters. However
that may be, Mr, Edmund Cartaret was
disinherited. Mr. Botleigh came into
possession under the will of June, 1861,
It is only within a few days—I may say
-within 4 few hours—that the discovery
has been made that Mr. Cartaret relent-
ed toward his nephew. Of the fact there
is no doubt, and it is sufficietly shown
by a very simple circumstance—"

The speaker paused, Tugmuddle
said in a low, trembling voice:

“ By what "

. ¢ By the fact that Mr. Henry Cartaret
‘made a second will, in which his whole
property, real and personal, goes to Mr.
Edmund Cartaret.”

For an instant Tugmuddle tottered,
and seemed about to fall.  His face was
livid; his lips writhed ; the countenance
of the worthy resembled a dirty and very
ugly mask rather than a face, Then
wrath came to his relief,

“7It is a lie! a base forgery!” he
shouted.

"was authentic, - and

Mvr. Bland smiled.

“The paper is perfectly regular,” he
said, drawing the will from his pocket,
““ You are the legal adviser of Mr. Tug-
muddle, Mr. Jinks; here, look at it.
You will see that it is dated October 15th,
1862, and written throughout in Mr
Henry Cartaret’s own handwriting; in
addition to which, though it was wholly

‘unnecessary, the paper, you observe, 1s

regularly witnessed—the witnesses died
during the war, but . their handwriting
can be easily proved. I defy you tobreak
the will, my dear Jinks. Look at it.”
Mzr. Jinks took the paper and examin-

‘ed it with -an air of deep melancholy, .

The. heart of that excellent man.- was
deeply oppressed. He was too wellcon-
vinced of the acumen and honesty of his
professional brother Bland to cherish
hopes of breaking a will which he de-
clared to be without flaw. As to the
cruel fact that it was in the testator’s
hand throughout, and regularly wit-
nessed in addition, that was scarcely
needed. Mz, Jinks felt a profound con~
viction that there was no hope.

He sighed deeply. ‘

“ What do you say 'to that, Jinks?"
said Mr, Bland, with great composure.

¢ Say it is a lie! a forgery! the wark
of 2 felon !” shouted Tugmuddle, foam-
ing, almost,

Mr, Jinks shook his head.,

1 would advise 2 compromise in the
matter, Mr, Tugmuddle—"

The meaning of these words was un~
mistakable, They meant that this will
triply-defended
against all exception.
that he must yicld, and burst forth into
furious 1mprecatmns.

1 say again it is a cursed forgery-—a
_swindle and a felony 1 ‘he yelled. It

is a pack of lies got up by that yourg:

Cartaret, who hates me, And I am to
acknowledge this will—to withdraw my
claim on this estate—when I have ad-

Tugmuddle saw :

W
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vanced to Botleigh on the security of the
land more than thirty thousand dollars
in good money—in greenbacks. I say
.he owes 'me more than f&iréy thousand
dollars, and [ will be paid. I will dis-
pute this forgery—it is a swindle. Tl
spend my last dollar but I will break it.

" I'll be master here yet, and master at

Gaymount too{ before ten days roll over
Il sell out that Cartaret and own his
house, He owes me upwards of eight
thousand dollars—"

Mr. Bland drew forth a paper.

¢ ‘The debt was paid this morning,"”
he said. ¢ Here is the bond, the only
evidence of it, and the regular receipt
for the payment of the principal, inter-
est and costs.”

Tugmuddle c¢lutched with both hands,

as if grasping at some weapon. His fore.

head streamed with sweat, and his eyes
had grown so bloodshot that they resem-
bled coals of fire,

““ So that stuck-up young. popinjay is
to have sy estate, and owe me nothing 1™
he shouted, “Iam to meet him at
every turn and be hated and spurned by
him as I was by his father—"

“ No—forgiven by him,as you were
forgiven by his father before him,™ said
a solemn voice. ' '

And Cartaret, who had witnessed this
whole interview from the drawing-room
of the house, suddenly made his appear-
ance and confronted Tugmuddle, .

“You say 'l hate and spurn you, as
my father hated and .apurned you before
me,” said the young man. in the same
solemn voice, ‘¢ You are mistaken, sir,
I de not hate you, and I am incapable
of spurning any human creature, Itis
youwho hate me, and you have attempt-
ed to ruin me. You have spent a long
life in defrauding and oppressing the
weak; you live to-day on the wealth ex-

torted from my father, who befriended

you. You ruined him and- the poor

youth whose dead body has just left this
house-~you tried to add me to the num-
ber—to crush me, turn my wife and
child into the highway, to gratify your
lifelong hatred to my family, by destroy-
ing the last representative of it; and
“here is the result of all your intrigues
and your hatred. You have not crushed -
me. I owe you nothing. You will ne-
ver enter the Gaymount house, and you
are at this momeént an intruder and tres-
passer on my property ! 1 forgive you
all, sir; but I must say that your face is
disgusting to me. This is my Imuse,
Mr. Tugmuddle—leave it.”

Cartaret advanced, as he spoke, to-
ward Tugmuddle, fixing a cold and re-
solute glance upon him.

As he advanced, Tugmuddle retreat-
ed, in silence, with a strange expression
on his face. Mr. Jinks followed without
a word, and they mounted their horses
and rode toward the village,

. Tugmuddle had not uttered a ¢ound
His eyes were fixed with a vacant ex-
pression on the ground, as he rode be-
side Jinks. Was he cowed, and com-
pletely disarmed, or was he planning
som counter-stroke ¢

They came in sight of  Tugmuddle
Hall"—approached tlie house, and stop-
ped in front of it,

Suddenly some unintelligible sounds
issued from Tugmuddle’s lips, 'The
next moment he tottered in the saddle
and closed his eyes.

“What is the matter, Mr, Tugmud-
dle 7’ exclaimed the lawyer, catching
him.

“Thirty thousand seven hundred dol-
lars, with interest from 1862 1" said Tug-
muddle.

With these words, uttered in a dull
and stupid tone, Tugmuddle fell - for-
ward, and fainted in the atms of h:s
fnend ]mks :
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Cartaret was busy all day, and only
* returned to Gaymount as the sun was
setting.

~ The scenes through which he had
passed since morning had been gloomy
and fatiguing ; but now, as he drew near
the old mansion, whose window panes
were all ablaze with. the crimson lght of
sunset, his pulse throbbed for joy, and
he murmured, as- he looked at Gay-
mount:

¢ Safe at Iast! mine and Anme s, and .

my child’s.”

His face glowed as he spoke, and he
put spurs to Sir Archy, who flew along
gayly beneath the great oaks still left
standing, '

Frank Lance and Annie, with the baby
in her arms, were on the porch awaiting
him.

“JTock, baby! there is papa,” cried
madam, holding up her treasure, which
treasure was crowing and laughing,

s And look, papa, there is baby-~that
is, Little Miss Rat !" exclaimed Lance.

¢ Miserable bachelor, you are sneer-
ing,” Cartaret cried, leaping from 'Sir
Archy, wherenpon that highly intelli-
gent animal trotted off to the stable,
where Juba awaited him. '

¢ And you are radiant,” cried Lance.
“Who ever saw such a face? Come,
Cartaret, my son, what wonder has ta-
ken place? Only last night you wereas
gloomy and sulky as a hyena; now if
they put you up on the house-top, your

smiles would light up the surrounding -

region. What has happened? Iasan
aged relative left you three million five
hundred thousand dollars? Have you

- discovered that you are the owner of a.

.square mile in the “heart of London?
Has your stock in the Erie, or Central
gone up fifteen per cent. 2—-or have you
seen some gorgeous puff of that stupid

Gaymount,

Grey.é and Bhies? Come, unbosom.

* Behold us dying with excess of curiosity,

See the mama, and little Miss Rat,
otherwise Miss Scrap, in an agony of
expectation,”

Cartaret uttered a gay laugh.

¢ There it is—a perfect stunner!”

cried Lance, *“ The art of laughing in
that way is not possessed by everybody,
and your face, my son, is a perfect bon-
fire " .

The young man’s countenance was in-
deed radiant. One must be a very great’
philesopher, indeed, to be able to con-
ceal every trace of grief or. joy; and
when one is only twenty-seven, and pos-
sesses a wife and child whom his good
or bad fortune affects, he is rarely such
a philosopher. - Cartaret made no pre-
tensions to any such self-control, and
uttering another laugh, if possible more
joyous than the last, cried:

“ In the first place, I want my din-
ner.”

“We waited for you,” said the de—
lighted Little Mama.

And they went to dinner, after which
the lamps were lit, and seated in front
of a blazing fire, between Frank Lance
and Annie, Cartaret proceeded to give
an account of himself,

He related how he had discovered the
will on the preceding night, and ridden
that morning to sce Mr, Bland—how the
lawyer had verified the handwriting—
how they had then ridden to the Court-
house, where the amount for which Tug-
muddle had obtained judgment against
‘him was paid, and all further legal pro.
ceedings on the bond for $8,000 arrest-
ed—how they had gone thence to Ar-

. thur Botleigh’s house, discussed matters

with Tugmuddle—caused that gentle-
man to beat a retreat, and remamed
masters of the field.

‘¢ That is to say, my dear Lance,” he
added, ‘1 am-no- longer'a poor young
man, with enly a truck patch. You
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have the pleasure of beholding Edmund
Cartaret, Esq., of Gaymount, proprietor
not only of that lumbering old mansion,
but of about three thousand acres be-
sides.”

Frank Lance opened his eyes to an
inordinate extent. It was difficult to de-

termine which sentiment, astomshmeqt‘

or joy, predominated in him. Hesptung
up, caused 'his heels to come into colli-
sion in a violent manner, and shouted:

“ Send for Little Miss Rat. She must
hear this before she sleeps.”

¢ 11 tell her to-morrow, old fellow,”
said Cartaret; * the most interesting por-
tion of the unbosoming process is about
to begin. I hava told you the result. I
am not mistaken, I think, in supposing
that, as soon as your excitement has
calmed down somewhat, you will de-
mand an explanation of the manner in
whick®I came fo discover the hiding-
place of the will, Am I wrong, Lance?
At least I am certain that Madam Por-
tia theref—Annie, I l;nean—wishes to
know.”

Aunnie blushed at this satlrlcal com-
ment on the curiosity she had displayed,
but replied :

“1 certainly am dying to hear, Ed-
mund.” ;

¢ And I, too, Cartaret.”

“ Well, listen, then, I need not make
a very long story of it: and as Annie
knows something already, I will address
myself t¢ you, Lance, who know nothlng
whatever,”

As he spoke, Cartaret drew from his
pocket 2 paper.. It was that which the

wswan had dtscovered in the mztnner aI-
ready related, o

A week ago, my dear Lance,” he he-

gan, “I was_ trying to work out the

problem how to pay somewhat more

_ than eight thousand dollars with five or
six thousand, when chancmg to be sit-
ting in this apartment, I heard Annie's
swan pecking at something, and discos

vered that it was a paper sticking from
a crevice in the old press yonder. The
swan succeeded finally in extracting the
paper; began playing with it upon the
floor; I took it from him and read it—
but here is the actual document,”

He handed it to Frank Lance, from
whom it was transférred to Annie,

“ What gibberish is that " said Lance. -

“If I studied it a thousand years, 1
never would find the meaning of it,”
said Annie. The faces of both express-
ed such astonishment that Cartaret be-
gan to laugh.

¢ Gibberish 1” he said, ‘it is an ex-
tremely intelligent and very important
document, Lance. A thousand years,
Annie? Jought to have discovered its
meaning in ten minutes, instead of puz-
zling at it for days.”

‘“ Explain; begin at the beginning,”
cried Lance. ‘““ What on earth does
that mean ?” .

1 wilt tell you,” said Cartaret, taking
the paper. “You see it contains only
the following words and figures: *Oc-
tober 20.—11: 10,~—T.T.—3 D, L.—N.
W.—Dig.” Such was the extremely
simple” cryptograph which saluted my
eyes when I took the paper from the swan,
fWhat did it mean? I asked myself,
and ‘ What hand had written it? The
latter query was not difficult to solve. |
at once recognized the handwriting in
¢ Qctober,’ and ¢ Dig,’ of my uncle Hen-
ty; and as-soon as I did so, the inquiry
presented itself, * Why should my uncle
make a memorandum in cypher? The
only reply which suggested itself to that
question was thid? ¢ My uncle was a man.
of wealth; he was in the habit of keep-
ing a very considerable amount of ready
money at Gaymount, from an inveterate.
want of confidence in banks; this
amount must have been larger than.
usual in 1861 and ’z, as the . unsettled

- condition of the times probably induced

him to draw out such sums as he had
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on deposit; anQ the meaning of this
memorandum is that he has buried his
money to preserve it from thieves, or
patties of the enemy, who might visit
Gaymount, in some spot which the me-
morandum was intended clearly to show
himself, when peace returned, and he
could digit up again.’ You sce that this
wassomething like an intelii glble explana~
tion of the existence of the paper, inmy
uncle’s handwriting. The next thing
was to discover the meaning of its con-
tents-~and here an early fondness for se-
cret writing, and some practice in decy-
phering such puzzles, came to my aid.
First, there was the date of something,
or the time when something was to be
done—* October zo,” The letters and
figures indicated nothing, however, and
1 passed to the figures ‘11: 10.” This
plainly signified ‘ten minutes past ele-
vent'”

¢ Why " said Lance.

Cartaret drew out a pencil and a slip
of paper.

¢ At what hour does the morning train
to Philadelphia leave New York, Lance P

“ At six, thirty.”

¢ Write it down.”

Frank Lance took the pencil, and
wrote the paper, “6: 30.”

“Well, you answer your question

yourself,” said Cartaret. *Look at the

arrangement of the dots between your
figures. If six, two dots, thirty, means
half-past six o’clock, then, eleven, two
dots, ten, means ten minutes past ele-
ven—does it not? In other words, my

dear Lance, men write down hours and

minutes in that way; and I soon saw
that my uncle intended, up to this point

in his memorandum, to say that some-

thing had been or must be done at ten
minutes past eleven on the twentieth of
October.”  That is plain, is it not?”
“1tis at least ingenious. But drive
on, my son, You interest me.”
¢ Having proceeded so far,” continued

Cartaret, ‘I asked myself which was
meant ; that something zad becr, or that
something should &2 done at the time
here indicated. The word ¢ Dig,” at
the end of the cyptograph, left no doubt
upon that point; you can see that for
yourself, Well, then, I had this much,

f Dig, at ten minutes past eleven. on the -

zoth of October.’ Dig where, however ?

I looked at the writing again, and saw -

the letters “T. T.”and I confess that
they puzdled me immensely. What
place could *T. T.’ refer to? One of
the letters might stand for ‘ Tree;' but
what tree? I had never heard of any
T. tree. 0. H. or P. T. might” have
meant Oak, Hickery, or Poplar tree;
but T. tree was a puzzie, and it paralyzed
me for days. At last 1 did what Iought
to have done as soon as I found myself
at fault. I went to old Juba, who was
born here, and said to him, ¢ Are there
any trees that have particular names in
the grounds, Juba? I would not like to
cut down those that have family associa-
tions connected with them—that old sto-
ries are told about, and all that, Juba.
Think if any of the old trees have a
name.” Juba is extremely intelligent,
Lance, and what he wants in brain, he
makes up in heart. Whenever the word
¢ family’ is used he seems to understand
you perfectly, and he replied at once,
‘Well, there’s the Trystin® Tree, Mas
Edmund.” ‘The whai? 1 exclaimed.
¢ The Trystin’ Tree, sir; that's the name
of it; the big oak tree yonder, sir; they

used to tell an old story about it, some-

thing -about your grandmother, Mas'
Edmund, and a2 young gentleman that
courted her, and they had a last meet-
ing there; and he killed hisself, and
they called it the Trystin’ Tree

1 scarcely waited to her Juba out,
Lance. T had no longer any doubtwhat
¢T. T." meant, and the cryptograph was
‘becoming plain. Somebody was to
dig in the earth at ten minutes past -¢le-

_ at once.
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ven, on the zoth of October, beneath the
¢ Trysting Tree,’ But the exact spot?
The tree is large; it would take a week's
hard work to dig up everywhere be-
neath it.  But the paper was not wholly
decyphered. There remained the let-
ters and figures, ¢ 3 D.L.—N.W.” What
does that mean? I said. Part was plain
‘N, W.” in the English lan-
guage means ‘ North West," until it is
proved to mean something else. DBut

what was  North West #——it must be “3

D, L.’ What was that? I went to the

~ Trysting Tree, and the mystery was at

once revealed.- On the northwestern
side of the trunk, at a considerable
height, were three dead limbs, or rather
stumps of limbs, growing in a row, and
at nearly equal distances from each other.
¢3D. L. N. W.’ could refer to nothing
else but these limbs, or one of them, 1
had then read the paper to this extent,
‘Dig in the earth at ten minutes past
eleven on the 2oth of October, benecath

~ the Trysting Tree, at a point ‘indicated

in some mahner by three dead limbs, or
the third of them, on the northwestern
side of the trunk of the tree.” Thatis
plain; is it not, Lance?”

“ As a pikestaff, my .son, after you

have explamed it,” said Mr. Lance,

“Well, I need hardly weary you any

further.
now,”
¢ Certainly—hum—certainly 1 see,
Cartaret. That is, about as clearly asa
blind man, lost in a fog, on the darkest
sort of night, secs his way home.”
“Is it possible? Well, I will go on

You no doubt see the whole

and finish my lecture on this simple spe- -

cimen of cryptograph. I, or somebody,
you perceive, was to dig under the Tryst-
ing Tree at aspot which the three dead
liinbs, or the third of them, in some
manner indicated. The figure ‘3’ plainly
means the third, [ said, as otherwise
three spots would necessarily be indi-.
cated, and I saw I was right in this, be-

~and saw everything.

cause a large rock was just under the
limbs."”

“Arock! What had that to do with it?"

““A great deal. Nothing could he
buried in 2 large mass of rock without
crevices to dig into. Did my wuncle
mean drop a line from the three dead
limbs, and that is the place?” No. You
see he would have stultified himself,
since the rock immediately beneath made
it impossible to ‘ dig’ there, Thus1con-
cluded that f3'D. L.” meant the third
dead limb; and there you find me at sea
again, and plunged once more into pet-
plexity. How could the third dead limb
—aobviously the upper one—paoint to the
treasure? 1 went back over the crypto-
graph. Something had all along conti-
nued to puzzle me in it; the injunction
to dig beneath the tree for the unknown
something at ¢ ten minutes past eleven
on the 20th of October.! Why on that
day of that month, and at that hour of
the night? I say ‘the night,” because I
was satisfied that the treasure had been
buried, and was meant to be dug up
during the hours of darkness, not in
broad day. On the night, then, of Oc-
tober 2oth, at afew minutes after eleven,
the digging was to take place; and on
that night, at that hour, the third
dead limb on the northwest side of
the Trysting Tree, would indicate the
place. . When I said that to myself
plainly, I suddénly exclaimed, ¢ Eurekal?
I had discovered
2 new element in the problem—the light
of the moon. Shifting with the pro-
gress of the month, now pointing to one
spot, now to another, the shadow of the .
third dead limb on this October 2oth, at
ten minutes after eleven, would point to
the hiding place of the treasure.”

“Good heavens! just to think. that
you worked out all that in your own
small head, Cartarct! By my soul, the
very attempt to follow you gives me the

vertigo.™
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“Want of i)raciice, simply, Lance, I

reapeat that this cryptograph is by no
means difficult. ‘The only really hard
part of it was the *T. T.,” which I had
1o clue to from ignorance.”

“1 should have read it ‘Tramp,
Tramp ! my son; but don't mind my
levity; go on.'

“ Well, I have detailed the praccss by
which I reached conclusion, Lance. As
soon 25 I.had satisfied myself, I deter-
mined to test the accuracy of my reason-
ing—all the more as my preoccupation
occasioned Annie very serious trouble,
and I could not reveal everything to her
for fear of causing her hitter disappoint-
ment, in case my expectations were' not
realized. That is the explanation, An-
nie,” said Cartaret, turning to the young
lady, “‘of my persistent silence when you
were suffering so much uneasiness. - [
had not the heart to tell you all, because
I was not certain that the hidden object
was of value. It is true, I was nearly
certain—that I even went beyond the
theory of a hidden sum of money, and
suspected the existence of a later will of
my uncle’s, making me his-sole heir.”

¢ How did you cven suspect that, Ed-
mund

¢ It would be too tedious an explana-
tion to make, Annie. From many things,
my uncle’s love for me, his placability,
his smdll regard for Arthur. When I
left Arthur on the night of the gth of
October, I was tolerably certain that 1

was right, and that he had sent for me

to reveal the truth.”

¢ It is not possible that be knew,” said
Annie. '

I don't know; the grave covers all
that. He may have simply formed the
opinion that my uncle had made a new
will— that its hiding-place had not been
discovered, and that he inherited under
an old paper, which my uncle had for-
gotten to destroy. However that may
be, the poor fellow fdied and made no

sign.’ ‘But I thought he intended to tell
me something, and that something the
existence of a later will.”

+ f¢It is probable, more than probable,
Cartaret; bat go on,” said Lance.

‘A few words will end the matter,”
said his friend. ¢ discovered the sha-
dow part of the cryptogiaph on the night
of the 19th of Octobor, and as 1 did so,
the message came from poor Arthur to
come and see him, Thus the quest was

necessarily deferred until the succeeding

night, and this proved to be the twen-
tieth of October, you see; what was bet-
ter still, the moon was shining, to make
my shadow.”

“ And you went t]lElC.”

L3 Yes. n .

“While I, the dolt, was asleep.”

“Yes; but somebody was watching
me; one of the fair daughters of Eve,”
said Cartaret, laughing.

¢4 It was from solicitude, and not from -

idle euriosity in the least, sir.”
And Madam Annie pouted in the
most indignant manner. .
“Very well. So beit. 1 was watch-
ed. with tender solicitude—but I was

.watched. It was about eleven when I

stole out, like a guilty thing, and got a
pickaxe and spade. A few minutes

Dbrought me to the tree.  Ilooked at my

watch, and found that it was precisely.
ten minutes past eleven, There was
the shadow of the third dead limb on the
sward, and I began to dig, not knowing
that the dearest of beings had her eye
upon me, from'a point near at hand. A
bitter disappointment attended my first

exploration. 1 dug down for five or six-

feet, and nothing was discovered. ‘That
was one of the bitterest moments of my
whole life, Lance! A profound depres-
sion seized upon me, and I was -uitgr.ly-
discouraged. Providence came to my

relief, however. My eye fell upon a

large fragment of dead wood beneath
the tree, and quick as lightning came
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the thought— The third dead limb has
heen broken off since 1862, by some
storm. This is the piece, By climbing
the tree I. can verify the fact, and if 1
am right, the limb thus reconstructed,
will throw a shadow many feet distant
from that thrown by the stump.’ No
sooner said than done. 1 dragged it up
to the tree, found the broken ends fit
perfectly, slid down again, began to dig
again, ahout six feet from the first hole,
taking care to follow the original direc-
tion of the shadow, and at the depth of
a few .feet struck the treasure, just as

" Annpie ran to me, hearing me mautter

that I was digging “ my grave,” and like
a true heroine screamed and fainted in
my arins "

¢ 1 did not {aint at all, sir.”

“ Well, not wholly—but I did nearly.
I was worn out, and the excitement was
natural, The box I dug op, my dear
Lance, contained the will, a considera-
ble amount of valuable plate, and near-
ly fifteen thousand dollars in coin and
bank notes, which enabled me to pay
Tugmuddie the amount of my bond this
morning. As to the will, it declares me
sole heir of the old Gaymount property,
and thus gives me possession of Arthur
Botleigh’s estate—in all about three

. thousand acres.”

“ And this little paper dld thatI” ex-
claimed Lance, pointing to the crypto-
graph,

 Yesy but remember the swan found

it. 1 confess I think of that often,
"Lance-—~that this ‘dumb animal'! has

made my fortune ; or as I would rather
say, given affluence to my little family.
I think the fact teaches the value of
kindness in this world. I wounded that

~ swan, and might have killed it, but I did
not, and I have been rewarded! Moral,

my friends: you will never lose anythin g
by doing a kindness 1"

————

XLIIL
A MERRY CHRISTMAS, AND A HAPPY,
NEW YEAR, ‘

Here we might terminate our parra-
tive, for observe, reader, that we have
conducted our hero to the end of all his
troubles, and would have nothing more
to describe, save a life of humdrun and
most uninteresting happiness. '

In October, 1865, Cartaret was poor,
harrassed by debt, depressed, resolved
to scil his house and forty acres, and
wander away, a hopeless exile from his
native lJand. Now in this October, 1868,
all that appears like a dream to him.
He is no longer poor; he is the owner
of forty acres, which Dbring him an am-
ple support, and of three thousand acres
im addition. He is no longer harrassed
by debt, every obligation has been dis-
charged—the accounts at the village
store, the bond given to Links, he owces
nothing, He is no lenger lonely, de-
pressed ; he s joyous, hopeful, happily
married, the possessor of a wonderful
baby, and certainly entertains not the
least idea of emigrating to Mexico, or
any other country, but expects, with the
blessings of Providence, to live and die
at Gaymount.

But Cartaret is not the only personage
in our history. There is Frank Lance,
whom we do not like to leave in so very.
unceremonious a manner, and of the
movements of this gentleman we pro-
ceed to speak Driefly. .

Three days after the above scene, in -
which Cartaret unravelled the mental
process by which he discovered the
meaning of the cryptograph, Mr. Frank
Lance mounted Sir Archy, exhibiting
unwonted “agitation as he did so, and
tiding off'in the direction of The Reeds,
remained absent until evening. He was
then seen returning, and as soon.as he
entered, both Cartaret and Annie oh-
served evidences of tremendous excite-

ment in his countenance.
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“ What's the matter, old fellow " ask-
ed the young man, gazing at him with
wondering eyes.

Frank Lance, Esq., threw his hat
upon the table, and burst into a joyous
laugh. .

- ¢ The matier is,” he replied, in an ex-
‘cited manner, * that somebody else is
going to be married and settled as well
as Mr. and Mrs. Edmund Cartaret,
namely, Mr. and Mrs. Frank Lance!
It’'s all arranged.”

““ Good gracious !" exclaimed Annie.

‘s it possible ?” cried Cartaret, ““not
you and—" :

“Miss Ellen Vawter? The very
same, my son, The attack has been
made, and an unconditional surrender
has taken place. Behold the future, re-
spectable married man-—no longer the
miserable bachelor! We are to be uni-
ted in the bonds of wedlock, my son, at
the festive season of Christmas.”

To describe the astonishment of Car-
taret and Annie at this announcement
would be a hopeless task. They stared

at Lance with distended eyes, but you.
could see joy therein as well asaston-

ishment,

¢ 1 observe slight indications of men-
tal paralysis in your faces, my friends,”
said Mr, Lance, ““and as I have a sin-
cere regard for you, I will essay to re-
lieve your curiosity, This campaign has
been going on, after a fashion, for near-
1y two years. I reconstructed the ene-
my, as far back as the autumn of 1865,

summer, I renewed the process. The
result was highly encouraging. I
thought a heavy advance would carry
the works. The advance has been
made, the enemy’s flag has been struck,
a reconstructed and harmonious union
is going to replace the strife. Frank
Lance is to be your brother-in-law, my
dear friends !- Congratulate him 1”

It was not necessary for the gay youth

to make that request. The joy in the
eyes of Cartaret and Annie was unmis-
takable. When he had cooled .down
sufficiently, Lance proceeded to explain
affairs at length. He was engaged to
Miss Ellen Vawter, with the full consent
of her father; they were to be married
at Christmas, and Lance was to come
and reside at The Reeds, investing all
the means he possessed in the estate,
and cultivating it for the family.

“ Your example has taught me every-
thing, my son,” he said to Cartaret, *“I
am active, fond of country life; I will
work hard, and, perhaps, write some
bocks, too, and a pleasant part of the
arrangement will be the vicinity of a
place called Gaymount, where Frank
Lance, Esq., and his—wife——intend to
come often and enjoy themselves t*

* L * * * #*

The scheme was carried out in full.

At Christmas, Frank Lance, Esg.,.

was united to Miss Ellen Vawter, of The
Reeds § and at the same time Guy Har-
trigger, Esq., was married to Mrs. Rose
Lacy. 4 o

"At both weddings there was a great
abundance of excellent wine, and this
wine had been made on the estate, and
was labelled ¢ Gaymount.”

But the festivities did not end there.

On New Year's Eve Mr. and Mrs. Carta--

ret gave an entertainment in honor of
the newly-married people, and Gay-
mount was lit up from top to bottom,

* and crowded with guests.
and when I got back to Gaymount this -

The old apartment in which we first

saw Cartaret, poor, shabby, plunged in -

gloomy reflection, was now. in a blaze of

" light. In the centre stood the great old

family table, piled up with fruits, wine,

‘and every edible; and around this table,

about the hour of eleven, gathered the
happy party, full of laughter and enjoy-
meént. - ‘

_At the head stood Cartaret, with An-
nie¢ leaning on his arm, and holding
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with the other hand no Jess a personage
than *Little Miss Rat,” now possessed
of thé accomplishment of standing up-
right on her feet, and even taking a few
uncertain steps, which generally ended
in a tumble.

On Cartaret’s right were Frank Lance

and Ellen, his wife; on his left, Guy -

Hartrigger, and Rose, his wife,

At the foot stood Routzahn, hale,
friendly - "and  honest-looking; and
above the edge of the table near him,
rose the ealm and intelligent head ot
Leon, flanked by the inquiring eyes of

‘the swan.

Gaymount. 9i

Cartaret raised his glass, in which
sparkied the ruby “ Gaymount” vint.
age.

“To the health of Mr, and Mrs.
Lance, and Mr. and Mrs, Hartrigger,”
he said. ““The way to do a thing is to
do it, Lance; and you seec you are a

marrying man, after all, Guy., Your

health! 'We all drink to the happiness
of the newly married 1

‘ Oont may dey brosber 1" came from
Routzahn, in ‘the midst of the joyous
clink of glasses, with which mingled the
gay bark of the joyous Leon, and the
baby's laughter.

FINIS.
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PIANO-FORTES,

Of cur own make, equal to any, and prices much lower than those of other first-class
houses.

THE PARLOR GEM 7-OCTAVE PIANO,

In handsome TRosewood Cases, medium size, is the handsomest and best Piano ever
made, and the prices exceedingly low, Every Instrument fully warranted five years.
Send for Price List. We have always on hand all kindsof Musical Instruments in

great variety. BAND INSTRUMENTS’

Of Brass and German Silver, warranted correct in tong ; at prices much below other

manufacturers.
e VIOLIN STRINGS.

We keep the very choicest and best Strings that are made. Price per set, for best
Violin, $1.00; for Guitar, $1.50 ; mmled, postage paid. :

NEW MUSIC AND MUSICAL WORKS.

Our catalogue embraces over six thousand different pieces, and is immensely popular,
New Music published every day; and Music mailed, postage paid, when the marked
price is remitied, . - :

_]U‘ST PUBLISHED.

‘

Tue New EreMentary Prano MersOD.
By Fean Manns and Henry Klcber. 7
The simplest, mast progressive, and best work cver published. Price, §2.50.
Nmve O'Crock 1y THE MoRrNING. o
The new School Singing Dook used in the public schools of New York. Price 50

cents, Splendid discount to Teachers and others who introduce the above _works.
Send for Catalogue and Price List. Agents wanted.

LAvrer W REATH.
The new Singing Bock for Female Seminaries, I;iigh Schools, Normal Schools, &e.
Mostly arranged for female voices, DBy W, O. Perkilis, Price $1.00.

Mousica. MoNITOR. o
Public School Singing Book, written expressly for the use of Teachers and Fupils in
Public Schools. By George Henry Curtis, Price, $1.00.

& Either of the above Books sent by mail, postage free,-on receipt of the retail

pries WM. A. PonD & Co.,

547 BroADWAY, NEW YORK Crrv.
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Joun Esten Cookr’s NOVELS.

HENRY ST. JOHN, GENTLEMAN;

"Of “Flower of Hundreds,” in the County of Prince George, Virginia.
A Tale of 1774-75. By Joun EsTEN CooKE. 12mo, Cloth, $1 5o.

This charming atory depicts the socinl life of Vir-
tuin in the time of Guvernor Dunmore, and is full of
ﬁappy, effective touches, The characters are well in-

troduced, and the scenes of old@ Virginia are finely
sketched.

i

LEATHER STOCKING ‘AND SILK;

Or, Hunter John Meyers and his Times. A Story of "the. YValley of Vir-
ginia. By Joun Esrex Cooke. 12mo, Cloth, $1 50. *

Without & traee of the andaelty and extravagnance
which are so much iz vogue with many recent Ameri-
can writera ot flction, this unique story of Virgiuin life
quistly winds its way to the heart of ibe reader by its

simple toucheg of nature, ita gentle pathos, and the
admirabie harmony and fldelity of its cvloring. The
author has a rate perception of the capacities of char-
acter for dramatic effect.—N. ¥, Tribune.

PupLisHED BY HARPER & EROTHERS, New Yorg.

W Hareer & BroTHzks witl send cither of the above novels Sy mail, posiage prepaid, on veceipt of $1 3.

ParTisaAN LiFe wiTH MOSBY.

By Major Joun Scorr, of Fauquier, Va., late C.S.A. With a Portrait of
Colonel Mosby on Steel engraved by Halpin, also one by Jewett, and
nearly Fifty Ilustrations, embracing Portraits of Field Officers and Cap-
tains of the Battalion, 2 Map of Mosby’s Confederacy, and numerous spir-

ited Illustrations of Fights, Raids,
Beveled Edges, 3 50.

This work is the history of the Battalion which; uan-
der the command of Col. John S, Mosby, achieved so
great a fame in the Virginia campnigns of 1352, 3,
and ‘64 It has heen prepared for publieation by the
express sanction of Col. Mosby, aud has the patron-
ttze and co-operation of the partisan chief, his ofii-
cers, and men, - .

Partisan wurfare, ns established and conducted by

. Col, Mosby under the Partisan Ranger Law, intro-

duced s novel and very effective instrument of de-
fense against the march ol’invaﬂin%armies. The ¢x-
planation of thia system afforded by the suthor was
derived from Mosby himself, and exhibits the rpa.rtimau:.
leadue 1 his trre aslfect. as the co-operator of Lee.

Fhe author served under Mosby during the memo-
rable campaigns, aud is & native of that Portion of
Virginia which was the scene oi<the principal opera-
X His material is drawn not
ouly from the actors in the strange history, but many
a thrilling and meany a homorons incident has beon
derived from spectators of the flerce drama.  The im-
partiulity of history has been praserved, and the gen-
erous acts or heroic exgloir.s of Mosby's opponents
have been frankly related. :

and Humorous Incidents. 8vo, Cloth,

The women of that reglon were often connected
with * Mosby’s men,” sometimes ns actors and pome-
times as spectators.  ‘They appear in this volume nn-
der their ‘own names, gnd the important gnrt the
acted in these strange scenca is fully recorded. Wit
thig feature omitted,” remurks the author, it wonld
be impossible to draw a truthfal !ptcture of the stir-
ring and memorable scencs.of which I treat. It will
impart ta much of the narrative the high coloring of
romance, for Love, with its enchantments, is ever
rendy to attend upon War," .

The skill and prowess of the officers and men under
Mosby is related with every lparticulnrlty of detall,
and the work affords not only a compléte and ex.
haustive record of the achievements of the famous
Battalion, but aleo an inside view of sotial life among
the partisans, showing how they lived b{ ““boardlng
round” when off duty, how they amnsed themselves
in comp and on the march, and how they Joved as well
as how they rouﬁht. ‘Hundreds of anecdotes and in-
cidents, nenrl, ﬂg engravings and portraite, and a
niap of * Mosby's (o d beau.

nfedoracy,” illustrate an

tify the volume.
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