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“ ain in 'Dnrh:m until Kth, of May. T will be at
my offier in Ghapel Hill until the 21st, then in
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;culmt which my father had. declined
i to pay, as he firmly believed it to be a
facts went

an ac-

| gross overcharge; but
| against him, and he was ordered to
| pay. My father vowed that he would
“do no such thing.
meut “iniquitous and oue-sided,” and
ultimately expressed his . termina-
tion to emulate dear old Mr, Pickwick,
‘and go to prison if necessary, rather
' than to sabmit to such an injustice.
“But, father,” I ask in an awe-struck
‘tone, “what will they do if you don't
(pay? Shall we all have to go to
| prison 2
“No, my dear,” replies my father,
ealming The
('ourt will issue what is called an ‘ex-
ecution,’ and try to put a man in pos-
'session; but T think I shall prove more
than a mateh for a County Court bai-
" Futher smiles while saying this,
ias if the latter person were a very
contemptible ‘and insignificant thing.

down —“not exactly.

“Ixecution!” “Man in possession!”
What do they mean? I am afraid to
ask my father, he looks so cross, so I
go on quietly with my work, waiting

‘until the frown shall have left his
biow,

“Mary,” at last exclaimed my father,
.« have to go to Bardmoor to-morrow,
and T was thinking that it might be a
' wise thing to consult young Barton;
' he has just come from n large office iy

 London to help his ungle. 1. den’s,
| know much about. him, bat old Barton |

{has always been considered ‘a -good
lawyer, and perhaps the nephew may
 be following in his uncle’s sfeps. At

He callod the pife: I onised velping and barking, just out |

-~

) A akee, I wilf’ grioned
31d rascal, plamping his ugly self
'f_\} fhe ehair. ‘Tm t
gsior® says he, amd pu
his p()'(‘.k ‘s

5 i

fan in pos-

s the warrant
fork out, my
5€ g sell every

_ n-
in possesgjon amtil T

Lhemas fsomething

: . Afted the hreak-
fasf-’&bﬁfgl hgve been removed T per-
A "_ challd duties—
for I have been papa's housekeeper
| sinee e manima died—and then. tak-
ing a book with me. ¥ go to the veran-
da to have a quiet read before Junch-

eon. The reading has not advanced

side the gate.

“T amn sure that's Tiony's bark,” 1
say to myself. “She must have crept
under the gate and is now fighting
with some other dog. Naughty, quar-
relso e little thing! She will be kill-
ed!”

Starting from my seat, T seized the
key of the gate and a large garden-
broom which happens to be standing
near, and heedless of “executions” and

| “anen in possession,” I opened the gate
| e
"and rush into the road, there to see

'my poor little Tiny in the grip of a
' most disreputable-looking cur. My ef-
: forts to part them are at first fruitless;
| but at last, after one or two vigorous

.| punches with the broom, I succeeded.

-iTiny is rescued, but at my expense,

| for the angry cur directs his wrath
|against me. Terribly atraid I turned

' to run, but my opponent is too quick.

| He seizes hold ef my dress and shakes

(it as il it were a rat. A gentleman

| -
{ rushes forward, and with one or two|

smart raps of his stick, drives the dog
away. [ snatch up Tiny and make a
start for the garden Dbefore the
attack is renewed. Fate, however,
i+ ngniost me. * The hahsid little dog
| has torn my dress, and, of course I
must put my foot through the hole
and awkwardly stumble. A strong
‘arm, outstretched in time, just saves

- | no petice of my discompfiture.

very far when I am startled Ly an ag- |
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towdliCs_the
it yelps, sprity
gate.
I | jump back with aZstart, and the
impudent bailiff actualfy smiles; T sup-
' pose T must have very funay.

| Speine my look of ann®vance, he takes
- o - ]

w-wow wow |”

it is—like a dungeon in some old cius-
gely at the

tle! Thereis nothing inside but aspade
'and aral eand an old sarden tool thieme |

T carefully remove I hesitate over

the stool. but eantpassion isovercome.

“Nn.” T say to myselg“out vou must
go! If he. ikitived, heymust sit on the.
ground. You would he toe handy an
a batterine-ram.” —and I throw it out
after the spade and rake. Ay next
procreding is to earefully examine the
| Tock. This nearly foils me—it is =0
stiff that T can hardly turnit Tam at
a Josg what to' a(\. whea 3 catesh sight
'nity as I can scrape together “this|af a small bottle of oil and a feather
Holmfield, Mr. Morton’s place:| standing on a little ledge. 7T joyfully
' but papa is out, and I do not know ! seize them.
| when he -will be back, so I donot | The bottle is very dirty and sticky,
(think it will be any good for Lut T am too excited to heed suzh pet-

' you to wait. Perhaps you had better | ty discomforts. so T pull ont the feath- |

“Pardon me,” he sage politely. tais-
ing his hat—and I wdhder to myself
how it is that a bailiff Jean look and
behave so much like a gentleman —“is
not this Holmfleld, Mr. Wek-{.n’s plhee?

“Yes,” I replied._t.’.%:;@awh dig-

|18

call again,

| T wait, hoping that he will go. But
| no, he hesitates; and then, slowly tak-
i ing sowe papers from his pocket, dc
| suys—

| “I shuadl be very soirry to miss secing
It |
|is about legal business. I think he
" has been expecting me;” and he looks
| at me enquiringly; but I make no re-
:ﬂponse. so he continues—“With your
permission I will wait for him. I ean
amuse myself very well strolling
round these nice gardens, if you/
will allow me to do so. But may

I hand you my card ?” and he takes

one from a card case.

T persistently refuse to see it, for I feel
certain that he must be a bailif. His
reference to papa’sexpecting him and
the legal buisiness have removed my
last doubt. Notwithstanding his po-
liteness, T determinged not to take the
card, which I firmly believed to be

mys~If in an awful mess, and it is suel) |
slow work getting the oil into the lock 1‘
throngh th ' key hole.

“Oh, yon nasty, tiresome thing!” T
ery passionately stamping the _g“m:mﬁ.

“Who—T or the 1ock?”  And turn-
ing round, T beheld my vietim regard-
ing me with a slightly astonished, yet
amused look. I am too much non-
plused to reply. ‘

“C'an T assist vou?” he inquires; and |
without wailing formy permission.
the bottle and feather are takea from
me, and my voluntary assistant, heed- |
less of the dirty moss covered step, is
on his knees busily working away at
the lock as if he had been a'locksmith.

He works on quietly for a little time
without speaking, while T stand by
confusedly trying to think of some
means by which I ean trap my game.
There is the prison, and there is the
prisoner: but how is he to be put in-
what Jane described as the warrant. {dide it? “What a strong lock this is!

“As you please,” I answered curtly, | I should not care to be behind'it with-
' and with a stiff inclination of my head, font a crowbar,” he 1emarks.
| I hwrry into the house in a gréatetate| T answer nothing, but' I am ready
of terror lest he should hmry after me |'to cry for vesalion. I wish thatT was
and force his way in. asstrong as an elephant. so that T might

+ I fitsten the dobr; shff*péep 'out of | push him in noleas VIR !
the side window. There he stands| I think you will find it allright|
where I left him. He is actually light- | 10w- It is a little stif, but you will
ing acigar- What impudence! I feel|be able to turn it;" and, rising from
a trifle soltened as my nose informs his knees, the vietim faces me with a,

him. J bave come some distance.
|

“Tust the thing!” T ery. |

er and begin to oil the lock T make! withstanding that it is early in the af- |

- = ———— e e——————
“Can’t T act as William's substitute?s | him to release mp prisoner, as be insists
And  without waiting for my [ per- ' on calling himy.  Out in the dark we o,
mission, the unfortunate bailiff braves, t I linger behind, hoping that niy fatuer
the earwige and spiders and enters | will arrive at the ruin before I o
the tiap. , Alas, he has no such intention, for,
“Thank you!” Lery exeitedly. “You  calling me to him, he places my hu:d
will find them in the recess behind the  under s arm and makes @ kerp
door!™ B 1p:we with him, while bhe indulges
Hastily following him, T pull to the | dismal {orebodings a8 to the condition
door, turn ‘the key with a desperate | in which my prisoner will be fouad.
wrench, and, covering my ears with 1 He rings the changes on suicide aud
my hands, T fly like a hunted deer to- | melancholyimpdness. The ruin is. 4t
wards the house. lla.a!: reached. The Clé]icstp an;mn nfa
«Poor Jane's wts are nearly se which salutes ovr y:a-
away when I relatato her my ac O Femiove our ﬂhli"t“"J“ to
urcs  She d ¢'ares that bailiffs always | the prisoner's being totally destit-ite
hunt in couples, and that there is sure | of comfort. My father pusheg
to be another lurking about the place. | wards the door. e
So, to prevent a surprise,jwe carefully o ‘pen it, girl!" ke says with melo-
lock and boit all'the doors, and not- , dramatic sterimess.
I am trembling all over, but with a
ternoon, close and fasten the shutters | greai effort I mnuage to turn the key
to all the windows on the ground|and give the doora feeble push I
floor. }feel the door julled open. "1 dvre
How slowly the time passes! Three not look. My eyes are cast to the
v'clock—four o'clock-—no father! If | ground, and my ‘cheeks ae on fire,
he does not cateh the four o'clock ex- | as in a searcely audible voice [ say
press from Bardmoor, Le will not | “I ww sorry, Mr. Barton. Ididnt
reach home till seven. } mean to——1I took you for aA—a—"
It is too much. I break down, and ig-
nowinously bursting into tears, ymu
to my {ather and bury my fase o’ diiu.

shoulder.

me fo-
4 o' ‘

Another hour before he can arrive!
[ try to read, but cannot settle my
ideas. It is equally uscless to work.
I torture myself with all kinds of hor- |
rible thoughts, but at last the hands| “There, there, my gisl!” criesiny -’
of the clo:k point to half past five! He| ther soothingly. He liolds me t6 him
must be here soon; so I go to my bed- | and softly patting me with ons ‘han 1,
room window, andjwatch the road till | '@ turns to Mr Barton and says, “Wo
I see him eoming, and then Ilrush to | ™St ask your forgiveness, Mr. Baréon;
the door, and opening it on the chain, and I‘_ am sure you will give it when I
cautiously whisper to him— explain how wy little ginl Lt made- a
“Be careful, father, and when I open great mistake. In fact she mﬂ"ﬁun
the door come iu as quickly as you|.oF & County Court bailiff!"—and bmy
can; but look round first to sce it ;mv fat.h(:r explains everything to him.
one}is watching, as the bailiffs are lw::u When he had finished, I raise my
and have been trying to get in. | head and, looking shyly ak Mx. Bart i
I cautiously unhook the chain, and 38—
open the door so gingerly that fat,her't; “T am soary. 1 donot know how T
has to give it quite a push before he#“mﬂ‘l bave made such a wmistake. It
ean get in. ' was so faalish ; but I was so frighten-
“Ol, dad dad,” I cry as I kisa him, !ed!”
“I am 50 glad you are come back! Iv'e| 1¥ WOUME Do uscleas to relate the
bad such an awful fright. The bailiff | 220V kind thinge Mr. Burton said.
has been bere, and would have got in- | He made so many excuses for me; and
to the house but that I was too clever | Y25 % k,ihd and good-natysed, that
for him.” AndI clap my hands and by the time be bad reached the house

R ANNUM

. oy 1 | |
ACCOMMODATIONS ~any rate, T will make the attempt. and | §ib from méasuting wy lengthin the)

Equal to any inthe City. “see if he ean’'t save me from_this atro- | dust.
- 3v) s - cious swindle. I wrotd yesterday, : ! >y o B 3}
BO&!‘.{L B2 Pex Dav  asking bim to call here, if passing, as Don't be frl;‘htf:ned. I hear a
BILLMARD ROOM AND BAR T wanted to seehim ‘about those Yaas- ’Pleﬁm“‘_l ful voieaexelaim there

) yes; but I suppose he has been too | 18 no danger” The little dog has bedt.

wie that the cigar 15 a good onme. 1!4rAve face, which all at ouce breaks |luugh gleefully, as I relate to my fa- lzlf"‘] vecorered my  sellposession suf-
like the aroma of 2 good cigar ahout into an irrepessible smile of amusement | ther the exciting events of the da.y;lnc'e"_ib' to be able to laugh at an
| the place. It makes it 80 masculine. that he vainly tries to coneeal [nml he calls me “,bis brave little girl,” | *""UBE “nem_hﬁ related fows, ©
Lam obliged to admit to myself that if | _ I flush a:ngril-y at what I considerfand “a hercine.” but only laughs| Fm;nnate]g dinner had ot ad-
$his one is & specimen of his class, bai, | WS impertinence. Afterwards, whenI when I assure him that the bailiff| ""0C°% very far when J discorveed my

ATTAGHRDY I see my self in the glass, my wonder | mistake.

We made a merry party

Dedightully situated next to Capitol Sinadie,

C. D.-OSBORNE, Plroprietor.
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I hawe recently fitted np mp Hall in the town
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Catalonge of New, Rare and
Beautiful Plan

Will be ready in February
Miny new and Leantiful Plasts fare offeredfor
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Cuckoo, Va.,

Is u»m-"prr-pare-l to £l orders [far all the lead-
ing Varreties of

K,

gwered, . 3
J. W. REYNOLDS,
[Cuckeo, Va;
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\.ﬁb ABLE RE.:
/ FORmRS
A lot 6 %amd 2'4 miler
ing 115@eres.n which thigecin 2 new co e
residence neatly built, painted #nd finished np
in good stvle. The land iz adapted to the
growth of corn, wheat, oatg, cottol and ink-
lv tobacen. Also an acre lot on which there is
a newatore liogac at the fprks of th ars
mileg from T)i:lmt' thre o ybaro
tract of land ligs afow hundred yards fom the
gtore honge. For Mrther partignlars address
C. B. GREEN, Durham, N. C.,, nov 13—t
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Tobacco Fixtures For Saie.

One Aydraalic (bo3) Pump, two ratainers gnd
fivie box sove il of which are in the varF t
working ordor, a.r:igl guaranteed to give sa e-
tion. ill be sold low for cash. 'Address, |

: R. T. FAUCETT,

Darham, N. C.
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| busy, or perhaps my letter has not
reached bim.”

My father does not volunteer any

! - . - .
+ more information, so Iavish him “good

'night,” and retire to rest, to dream of
| executions at Newgate, ‘and that the
| murderers expiating their erimes are

, | the *men in possession.”™

The next morning on coming down

 started ‘by the early train for Bard-

I Ii:- recontly fitted up my Barber Baloon to breakfast I find that my father has |
=

‘@gﬁ:}.’“;moor, and has left positive orderni

' that during his absence the gate is to
be left locked and no one admitted

lunder any pretence whatever.

| “But tell me why, Jane?” I ask our
old cook, who has been with us long-
er than I ean remember, and to whoem
the orders have been given.

“To keep out the bailiffs, miss, re-
plies Jane. “Not that it will be any
good, for they are as sharp as needles.
‘and nothing can keep ‘em out if they've
a mind to get in.” 3

“What is an ‘exeention,” or a ‘man
in possession X Task: “Did you ever
{ see one ?”

“Only on
enouch, A
"'SelSion, and ¥
linto a house they sell all the furnitme
and everythibg they can lay their

ss, and that wis quite
#iff is the man in pos-

|

| an exeewtion.”
Lﬂ,;e doors locked, how can they get
m ?” ’

“Lor, misa” answerd Jane, “vou
don't know How artful ;th
they want'to get into a
much they will disguise themselves
like play-actors do. I remember when

had keptthem out for nigirthreew sl
when one day an old cart broke down
just outside his @or, and the driver
was thrown off his seat and fell into
the _
mudh hurt to move. Unelehad a kind
heart, s0 he ran into the road and
‘helped the driver on his feet. “Oh\.
groans the man. ‘Come in and rest a
bit," says uncle, ‘and let's see where
youare hurt;' and-swith that ke hel
bim/to'lifap intodheliodsas . iSit

4

Bothe;’ and uncle brings out his own

en he or his men get |
‘hands oa—and that'i8 what they éall |

_“But, Jane,” I argue, “if we koep;

are! If

ouse \'er)“'w_v worked its way out of his

where he lay as if he was too

‘en a retreat”
| “Bow-wow-wow!” yelps the little
mionster in contradiction, as exccuting
a cautious side-movement, he renews’
the attack. There is nothing for if
but to ruu; and run T do, nob stopping
till T reach. the other side of the'gar-
| den gate, the li,fl.t.le dog at full speed
"-after me. But my deliverer is egual
to the occasion. He makes a xapid
plunge, and seizes the dog by the
l}lwk of the neck—which unesy.ected
attack so alarms the animal that it suf-
Ifo:s itself, without a snap or bite, to
be ignominiously expelled from the
garden and the gate closed upon it.

|
|

“Oh, thank_you!” I hurriedly ex-
clasimed. *I hope you are not hart ?”
For the first time I look at my pre-
server, and meet a pair of merry
brown eyes 'looking at me with an
l amused twinkle,
| “Stupid fellow!" T sag to myself. “T

;W"iﬁl] he would not stare so, I don't]

lknow what to say to him.”
| To add to my discomfort. I feel my
'l cheeks getting erimson—I have such
{ & fivesome habil of blushing—and a
| trdant lock of -bair will keep blowing
about my forehead. I wish that he
was & little awkwnrd or baghful. Ial-
| ways have plenty of self-possession
when talking to a shy person; their
diffidence gives me courage. ‘I push
the hair from my forehead with an
impatient hand, and, raising my eyes
{o.his as he is assuring me that he is
qmte unhurt, I eatch a glimpse of a
] blue, official-looking paper which has
poeket. All at ence it flashed acroas
my mind —the “man in possession!”

ipgpunele JIEn Bal'the bailiffs 1# #Me| He must be a bailiff, and I have let

{him in, and papa will come back to
find his home devoid of furniture—
everything seized. I have no doubt
that he has plenty assista waiting
autaide. “% :

“I am very much obliged to you"—I
try to say it winmingly, but fear and
indignation drove all softness from my
voice—“1 won’t trouble you any long-

I hasten to the gate to open
r his departure; but that wretch

and rest yourself-—make yourself atled animal, revived with courage, ir I push the door open and enter. Ugh!|

' w: iting outside, and assoon as my hand

liffs must be very handsome mén. How

looked “guite like a gentleman”

that night.

' er.” I continue. “I am not at all afraid.” |

is removed--my dress, all tumbled]
and creased, is smudged all down the
front with green moss and rust, while |
| across my forehead is a great dirty)

He talics lt streak of oil. T supposeT must have

| well his shooting-suit fits him! It is
1‘:0 neat in pattern and eolor—a quiet
gray, the pattern so small as to be al-
.most invisible—not a gigantic check

ke walking window'panes. )
: B P | used my greasy hand agan impromptu

:hlihdeefﬁ:mk"z Itu Sf.“de :Ihetf“lscihair brudh, witheut thinking of thel
om € wind, anc notice 1At e!l. > :
X 3 improvement I was adding to my
bas beautiful brown hair, very thick | ApPONe B :

i curl?'. “Whata pit.‘v:'" . High. | {6 clean his hands, and, as he s wi- |
i! ;(ﬂll‘lqelf, ho"i]h?tb Suc}l: .a.'btme ,]_Oo}fmg ping them on his handkerebief, I no-|
; ow should be a horrible bailiff. tice & very haudsome anfique Jing..on
| But what am I'todo? T feel sure|helittle finger of his right hand. See
| that the stroll about the grounds is ing my loak, he remarks=

’ only pretence.

cealing some ruse by which to gain an
tent,rnnee ig the house. I resolvetopre
E vent him. “Is not & womana fnhteh in
' resource and wit for any man?” I com-
| mence cogitatine over all kinds 01’1I
' plans until I give my self a headache. |
' T am just about to. confess that T am
| defeated, when theidea so long fought |

gbas been in our family for generations.
Tt is very much admired by ccnnois- |
seurs:” and he holds it out to me for
inspection.

I decline to look at it, eoldly observ-|
ing that ¥ am not an antiquary; and 1 |
smile to myself at the idea of a bailifl|
talking of “generations,” as if he had

- . * |thing w for bis ‘inside
beauty. My voluntary assistant stoopa! hing warm for bis “inside

t some golden ointment for the palm of j 110 impression on that ad .

1 Qid Barton ia ageing very much,” my |
s
1

No, he must be con- | me.

“T amn rath 1 of this ring; it/ ava that hin Henhaw | : 2,
a er proud ol this ring; 1| He says that his nephew, whom he in- 00 the bunk whila Mr. ]:St'r{nr.:ia;sﬁs, _

My father byowught out
some of his chevished poré that ouly

saw the ¥ght on great occasioms; and
he ingisted on Mr. Barton  staying all
night, and the next morning W saying
“Good-bye” gare him a prossing in-
| vitatlon to come and sce us vewy. often
I think X am justified in believing that,
my prisouer had cveated a very favor-

“Well, doar,™ my father begins, as
we sit down to dinner, “I saw o1 Mr.
Barton. and he has advised me to pay,
and settle the matter at once—in fact
be eandidly told e that he thought I
was wrong—=o after dinner we will re-
lense your friend. eI dare say some-

and

his hand will soon put matters right structure--a father's heart
® * * »

T L
\ Three months later. A sharp \ﬁu-
| ter has set in, and the siream 18 ?ﬁilf.

Thelake is frozen aver, and T a liiﬁug

*
"Tither eontinues, us he reflectively sips |
“He was very pleased to see |
I had quite a Jong chat with him.

| his wine,

trf{:nds to succeed him, is very clever |{ins me to remove my 8hafes I have
e is n fine-looking fellow, I showld| heen receivine v Ranf 1o 244 L g
rsay, judging fron his pLotograph. H;“'ltiu.;:r ok sl ¥
unele gave me one.,
pocket some where.”
And, after searching for some time, | tightly.

my father pulls out from a packet of | «y wan vemember the affer

I've got # in my ! it all'afraid Yy teacher's arm WAS,

I see it all in a moment. |

The game i8 my own, if [ havenerve
enough to take me through it, and T
|think I have. *I will lure"%m to the
“Wilderness,” and lock him up until fa-
He will most like-
ly bring young Mr. Barton with him,

for comnes. .
had an ancestry. He turns away as if

to the garden.
to myself; and with a rapidly beatin
heart I begin—

“Ahem! Would you not like to go
inside our ruin?’ —I try to speak in

4

o
L=

ther comes home!

think fhat a real lawyer will prove
| more than any bailiff can stand.

The “Wilderness” is a wild, desert-
ed spot at one end of the grounds and
far from the soad. It has been allow-
ed to run wild on account of its pict-
uresqueness. A broad, fossy strenm
falls over some rocks to a depth of six
or seven feet, making a terrible ncise,
and widening into s small lake on the
bank of which stands a moek ruin eov-
ered with ivy. It consistsofa solita-
ry tower with two or three narrow

slits for windows, and rejoices in the |1y as I amn seized with a likely idea,
name of Keep. I remember with joy | “Oh, ves! I am terribly afraid of them;
:;..hat Lt bag a stout ocak door with &|gand papa will make me keep my gar-
"Yery Strong lock. dening tools in there, so that I am al-
I ereep out softly through the con- ways prevented from gardenming, um-
servatory, locking the deor after' me, | Jess William-is here to get them for
and dodge between the shrubs until I| me, I wanted to do a little gardening
| have placed a safe distange between | now,” I continue, glancing at him tim-
moyself and the flower garden, where I ‘[ idly; “but I suppose I must wait until
hear my vietim walking. In a breathless | T gan find William;” and I try the ef-
' state of excitement 1 reach the Keep. | fect of a little sigh.
Success! My fish nibbles!
What a nasty, damp, miserable place'land hin!

not hear it

“Is it really a ruin?” he asks

I am obliged to admit that it is on-
ly an imitation one; und then I confus-
edly mutter something about people
liking to see such things. \

“Thank you all the same,” he says,
“but 1 think F will eontent myself
with an outside view; I deresay it is
full of earwigs and spiders, very un-
pleasant creatures to have tumbling
about one— domn$ you think so?”

Now to

4 | which he bands to me. I takeit from | camw . :
“Now or never!” Isay | . inidlook at it. ATy ome stoion. & the v,

an insinuating tone, while my stupid |
and then we shall all be right.” Iheartthumpssothat I wonder he does |

-’ do youmean? Whose likeness do you

‘, Yes,” I slowly assent, auding quick- l

papers a small-sized ocarte-de-visite | when I lockedt you up?” I' ask as

One glance | “Remewmber!” ho cries, looking me
I dash it from me, and fyll in the face. I should think I do?

sufficient.

| burying my face in my hands, I ery'Tt was the happiest day of my life.™

| out—

| Stupid little goose that I am, I be-
| *“Oh, dad, dad, the bailiff!” '

b

. i ' gin to tremble, and my foolish cheeks
“Where, where, girl ?” asks my fa-| flagh the tell-tale color. The skates
"It.h:::, s'p‘ri.ngi:-xg from lhis; ;;ea: and u'p—'! fall to the ground as my bands are
| setting his wine as he looks eagerly | quickly grasped and
| about the room, as if expecting an am- | ;akes me captive.

- buscade of county court myrmidons. | pivee

my prisoper
I try to release
_ If, but my efforts cease as my cap-

“Oh, what shall I do?” I exclaim | tor, in ahnost breathless wurds, ‘tells
“Tell me, I implore you, fatber, that| me he lovea me. Idonotkpow wheth-.
 that is not Mr. Barton's likeness! You | er I give an anawer, but in o' rhoment
| are only joking, 1 know you are!” and | be has drawn me to-him. I pillow my
| I look at him piteously.

“Joking, girl!” he repeats. “What |

18 minel 2
imagine it to be 7

“The bailiff's—the man I've locked
up in the ruin!”

“Whew!” whistles my father.
“That’s it, is it? Here's a pretty kettle
of fish! You've locked up the young
lawyer from London! Geuntlemanly
bailiff, indeed! Action for false im.
prisonment—damages ten thousand
|pounds! Well you are a nice young
| lady—quite a heroine !”

1_ My father’s eyes twinkle merrily as he {
fires off his jokes at my expepse. 1do
not mind his chaff, but I think itis too |
bad that Lie should make me go with?

does this mean /"

Mr. Barton, graspivg my fatherd out-
stretched hand,

e ———
DIESOLUTIOH.

The copartnership heretofore existing be-
tweed Lewsllin & l‘rclg in this day, :mtu.
sl congent dissolve 2
contipue the bukiness &t the oM stand, Esst
basement, nnder Wilkerson's Ware and
is the authorized parfy to close up the ness,
Fatloring bagueas fhee Sahioable

mess, in € most i
siylish and manner, "

JOHN S, ¥EST

CHAR. H.LF

: Durham, 5- s+ Ca
May 27 1878 -

18- 41,

It was so pleasant! T wag pob

as, H. Lewcllin will

g
(A} '(‘
ROORy
we .

lixu.‘drﬂm‘;, and he hel? my hands, o

{ bead on hia breast, his arnaare around

me, and I know. that I sm his and ba b °
“Hey-day!" exolaims & voicesill iy - “5bff

father appears on the weene. . “Whak « .

L

“Only the mau in possesion ! replieg: =




