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But the Professor could not walk; vertigo,
hie explained, had seized him—the result of
an overworked brain.

“R-ropes we haf not; and to carry e-es

not poss-sible. You moste cr-rawl,” said the

Herr.

80 back went the procession down the
narrow ledge, the Professor crawling on his
hands and knees, and his friend on the out-
side, tiptoeing along where there was scarce-

1y room for a foot-hold, in order to guard |

against “ the vertigo.” For my part, I went
down behind the rocks to laugh; but Er-
mine was equal to the occasion. Clasping
her lovely hands, she went forward to meet
the rescued man. “Oh, Professor!” she en-
treated ; “we know your love for Science,
yet we can not yield youn entirely to her;
do not, I beg, stay so long away from us
again!”

The Professor thonght he would not.

On a shady point we found our tent, and
on the rocks in the river our fishermen, their
number increased by an additional man and
boy. *How they look, out on those rocks!”
remarked Ermine, with the little drawl she
affects at times. (Now I knew Ermine's
conversational pitfalls of old: she did not
say “how well,” or “ how ill,” simply “how.”
The Professor, however, fell in at once.)

“Very undignified, truly,” he said, sup-
posing he was assenting.

“Yes, ver’ undig,” repeated the artist.

“Fishing, as an amusement, I have al-
ways condemned,” continued the learned
man. “It is a wanton destruction of ani-
mal life, accompanied by undue exposure to
the elements; the boats, or as in this case
the rocks, are apt to be singularly moist,
and the effort of keeping the mind concen-
trated upon a stick called a rod is a waste
of the nervous power.”

“Do you think soi” said Ermine, lan-
guidly.

Seeing us on the bank, the fishermen came
ashore, and the perfection began his savory
work.

Dinner was served on the rocks at the
door of the tent, and the Professor, having

partaken heartily, waxed eloquent. “These |

mountains, my friends”—(why do we always
hate a man who begins with ‘my friends ?")—

“form the eantern margin of our continent,”

he began, “ extending from Vermont to Ala-
bama; the coast follows their direction,

White Mountains, Mount Washington is the
ounly one that rises above six thousand feet,
while here there are peaks in all directions
that rise above that height—yes, Sir, above
that height,” he countinued, looking around
the circle and sternly fixing the fact upon
the artist, whose attention had wandered
off toward Ermine.

“E-es it poss-sible!” said the Herr, hast-
ily returning to earth again. He had no
idea where the White Mountains were—(the
mountains seemed to be all white or black
in America); but never mind. '

¢ 1s the Bald Mountain in sight 1” inquired
Uncle Jack, beginning on a fresh trout.

“There are in this region many Bald
Mountains so called—"

“But I mean the Bald, the volcauno, you
know, Professor.”

“I beg your pardon, Sir, but I do not
know,” replied the learned man, with dig-
nity; “and science is also silent.”

“Probably because she don't know ei-
ther,” replied Uncle Jack.

“ Nobody knows,” said the Major; * the
people in the neighborhood of the mount-
ain less than the outside public, who at least
gained some idea, however incorrect, from
the New York reporters who sat on the
fences all around within sight of the peak,
and dated their letters faneifully ‘in the
shadow of the Bald.””

“JI am tired of hearing about that mount-
ain,” said Ermine. “Who cares for a doubt-
ful volcano? If it wants to be fiery, why
does it not stop this long-drawn prepara-
tion, and go to work in earnest ! It might
accomplish something then besides rum-
bling. A wearing set they are from whom
people are always ‘expecting’ great things;
they generally remain, as Bulwer says,
‘mere promising young men,’ or volcanoes,
to the last. And now for those hammocks.”

They were brought out from the tent, and
soon swung fromn low-down branches near
the water. . *

“ Come, Miss Martha,” said Ermine.

Personally, I am not very fond of a ham-
mock ; it is almost impossible to get in; and
once in, it is entirely impossible to get out,
at least with dignity; this “Dbounding in”
one reads about is ditticult to accomplish at
my age! I did not bound, I climbed, assist-
ed by the united strength of Uncle Jack,

| the Major, the Professor, and the artist.

curving in at Hatteras as they trend off to; When we had finished our labors, all five
the westward. The rocks in this neighbor- ' of us, and I found myself safely in, Ermine
hood belong to the most ancient of the azoic | issued her orders:

series. In the language of an eloqm-,ucl “Please go into the tent and take your
spokesman among our band of geologists, nap, Uncle Jack. Professor, you will read
* As North America is the eldest born of the  aloud to us, I know. Herr Freulig, may I
continents, so the Black Mountain is the eld- |, ask you to set my hammock swinging ?”

est born of its giant brotherhood, and was| She might indeed. Deftly attaching a
the first to emerge from the face of the wa- rope to the tasseled net-work, the artist sat
ter when the command went forth, Let the down under a pine and solemnly swung the
dry land appear? In the group of the tree-cradle to and fro, his large owl-like bine
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THE FRENCH BROAD. 627

“ Here it e-es, Mees Herrminia,” he said, :lig. I will order dinner sent down to the
eagerly, placing a drawing in Ermine’s ; tent.” )

hand. “You haf tell me to do it; I takel “Well,” said Uncle Jack, dubiously, “ Frool
de yesterday of afternoon, and fecnish dis ' might do it, and possibly Ermine, if she took
morn.” 1 a fancy; but how you and the Professor arc

I looked over Ermine’s shoulder. It was going to climb out on those rocks, Miss Mar-
a sketch taken a mile back on the road to- . tha—"
ward Ashville, a point we had noticed on| But the Professor threw on his tall hat
our way ont; one of the singular, huge, | with abandon. “I will be a child for to-
boat-shaped mountain wagons was drawn : day,” he cried, with enthusiasm. “Why
up on the curve. “Excellent!” I exclaim- should we labor always? For once let us
ed; “the identical keel up bekind! What be butterflies, happy butterflies!”
the mountaineers gain by having their wag- | Yes, de booter-tly,” repeated the artist,
ons tilted forward at such an angle I can: thinking he was getting on admirably with
not imagine; but perhaps they model them | his English.
after the sun-bonnets of their wives.” Rods and lines were procured, and our

Enter the Professor, carrying a large wait- ' party started down the road, Ermine in
er covered with fragments of rock. “I ob- front with the Major.
tained them all, Miss Stuart—with dificul- “I should so much like to fish out of a
ty, I admit. 8till, I obtained them, and in | cooner. Do you know any one about here
such a cause I am proud to exhanst myself. | who has a cooner ?” she said, when we had
I will enumerate and describe the specimens | reached the place, and were preparing to
to yon whenever you please.” climb out to the rocks.

“I am so much obliged to youn,” replied | “Why, there was one back at Alexan-
Ermine. “Professor Macquoid was kind | der’s,” said Uncle Jack. “Why didn’t you
enough to devote yesterday afternoon to !speak before, Ermine? It has been lying
collecting specimens of all the native rocks ' there in front of the house ever since we
for my benetit,” she continued, turning to ' arrived.”
me.. “ Has it 1” said Ermine, as innocently as

“Very kind indeed,” Iteplied. “Did they | thongh she had never seen it, much less
study geology, do you think, in Bohemia, ! crossed the river in it at sunrise.

Ermine 17 “8hall I go back and get it 1” asked the

After breakfast, as we were all sitting on | Major.
the piazza, the Major came up the road, rod| “Ohno; Icould not think of putting you
in hand. (He was in undress uniform now . to so much trouble. See! there is a cooner
from head to foot, the gallant array of the  now; I wonder who is in it ”

red-legged branch of the service.) We all looked.
Uncle Juck was ready, eager for another | “My friend of yesterday, I declare,” said
day’s sport. good-natured Uncle Jack. “Hallo, there!
“ Wait, uncle, please,” said Ermine, plac- | come this way, will you 1’
idly; “I am going too.” “Oh, uncle!”
“You are going too!” repeated the cho- “Why, 1 thought that was what you
rus, in astonishment. wanted, puss. But hush! here he comes.”
“Yes. You all looked so delightfully in-| The cooner—a mountain pronunciation

secure out on those rocks yesterday that I|lof the word canoe—came slowly toward
have longed to go ever since. I feel sure” | us; it was thirty feet long, barely wide
(turning to the Major) “that you will take | enongh for one person, flat-bottomed, and
good care of me.” unpainted, a species of dug-out, although
The Professor sat with his tray of speci- | carefully shaped and planed. The man
mens before him; he did not quite under- | within managed the long pole skillfully,
stand. Had he not given a decisive opin-|and soon floated’ alongside of our rock.
ion against fishing only the day before?| The Major, a little vexed at the turn affairs
But the young artist sighed, and folded up | had taken, stepped forward.
his sketch. Now I did not care much about| “If you will be kind enough to lend me
the disappointment of the Professor—(what | your boat, Sir—” he began. Then stopping
is the reason that, femininely speaking, we | suddenly, “ Why, Phil!” he exclaimed, “is
never do care much about “ the Professor ¢” I that you ?” and sprang into the cooner with
does that honored title rob a man of all; extended hands.
his natural aspirations toward romance?)—! The stranger was a man of about thirty-
but the simple-hearted, solemn young Herr | five years, thin and prematnrely old, with
should not be, I resolved, so summarily dis- | close-cut brown hair and brown eyes. He
missed. It was only too evident that Er- | was dressed in the common blue jean of the
mine was planning for a whole day with | country, and instead of a coat he worc a
the army; this I would defeat! jacket belted in at the waist like a blouse.
“Let us all go,” I snggested, affably.| An old military cape of Confederate gray lay
“ Come, Professor, and you too, Herr Freu- | in the bottom of the cooner. He smiled and
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returned the Major's greeting, if not with
equal excitement, at least with equal cordi-
ality.

“To think now that you should have
been over on that rock all yesterday morn-
ing—for it was you, wasn’t it '—without
any recognition on my part, Phil!”

“You were too far off tosee my face,
George.”

“You did not recognize me, of course 1”

“Noj; I heard them call you Major, and
once I thought I caught the sound of a fa-
miliar name. But I was not sure, and—and,
I am not what I- was, George,” he added,
just indicating the crutch by his side with
a sad little gesture.

“Come right ashore, old fellow,” cried
the Major, with a sudden moisture in his
dark eyes; “we’ll kill the fatted calf and
talk over the old days. Ladies,let me in-
troduce to you my friend Philip Romer. We
were classmates at West Point in ’59.”

The man took off his coarse straw hat.
“1 beg your pardon, ladies,” he said. “Idid
not observe you in the shadow: my eye-
sight is clouded.”

By this time, of course, I had discovered
that Ermine’s plans had not been for “ a day
with the army,” afterall; and as for conso-
lation, evidently the Major was as much in
need of it as the Herr. Here I was, how-
ever, and a long, uncomfortable day on the
rocks opened before me. My only comfort
lay in the thought that Ermine’s sunrise-
on-the-river tableau had been wasted. The
man in the cooner with his dimmed eyes
had probab:ly not even seen her.

Uncle Jack, quite excited by this meet-
ing, had climbed down to the water’s edge.
“ But you steered the boat straight up to us
when I shouted,” he said, looking with sym-
pathizing curiosity at the fine brown eyes
which showed no trace of blindness.

“I guided myself by the sound of your
voice, Sir; aud I know every inch of the
river about here. It gives me my only
amusement. I won’t go ashore now, George,
but I will try to come and see you before
you leave the neighborhood. You are at
Alexander’s, I suppose 1"

“No, I am right here at this tent, where
you will take dinver with us this noon, I
hope.”

“You wanted my boat—"

“It was I, Captain,” said Ermine, coming
forward into the sunshine. I felt a sud-
den fancy to try a cooner; but now, of
course—"

“You will immediately get in,” inter-
posed the Major, offering her his hand. She
did not refuse, but stepping lightly in, sat
down on the bottom.

1
French Broad.

J

leaning forward and laying her hand upon
his arm; “I am well placed as I am. Push
off, please.”

The stranger obeyed, and the long, nar-
row cooner tloated ont toward deep water.

“Don’t go far away,” called out Uncle
Jack, uneasily.

“Needen be oneasy, Sah; de Cap’n he
knows de ribber, Sah, and manage de coon-
er like a fiddle-string, Sah,” said the old
cook, who had watched the scene from his
camp fire near by.

“ You know him, then ?” said Uncle Jack.

“’Spects I do, Sah; libs across thar in a
log-cabin, S8ah. My ole cousin Pomp he libs
with him, Sah. Ben thar more'n eight years,
Sah.”

“Poor Phil!” said the Major, as we slow-
Iy returned to our preparations for fishing.
“ He left us and joined the Southern army,
being a South Carolina boy. I have heard
nothing of him all these years.”

‘“He haf no leg, and he haf not see well
mit his eyes,” said the artist; “I feels fur
heem moche peety.”

“ Supertlnous, Herr Frool, superfluous,”
said the Professor, sternly. “Are you
aware, Sir, that we have at the North fif-
teen thousand men with one leg only ”

“Feefteen t'ousand von-leg manst? E-es
it poss-sible!” ejaculated the artist.

My fishing counsisted principally in sit-
ting on a safe rock near the shore reading
some newspaper items about the mountain
conntry. (I always try to read up while on
the ground, having discovered that a line
on the spot is worth two volumes away.)
I learned, in the first place, that Buncombe
County, where we then were, was named
from Colonel Buncombe, a gallant officer of
the Revolution ; over the door of the family
mansion once stood this legend,

“To Buncombe Hall
Welcome all.”

'

It was a Congressional representative of
this mountain neighborhood who made him-
self and his district immortal by “only talk-
ing for Buncombe.” Close upon this infor-
mation came the fact that in 1871 Bun-
combe took the first premium for tobacco
at the Virginia State Fair, surpassing even
the celebrated yield of the Danville region.
Buncombe apples were giants of their kind,
weighing from twenty-five to thirty ounces,
and measuring fourteen and sixteen inches
in cirenmference. (I was not surprised at
this, having scen the men who eat them.)
The Catawba grape originated in Bun-
combe, on Cane Creek, a branch of the
In the surrounding region
there were sixty mountain peaks more than

“You shonld have this end seat,” said six thousand feet high, and thirty-nine over
Philip Romer, trying to rise with the aid of | five thousand feet. Ihad read as far as this,

his crutch.

and was beginning on the climate, when the

“Pray do not,” said Ermine, earnestly, : Professor fell in. Herr Freulig, who was sit-
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ting on the shore making a sketch, dropped
his pencils. “E-es it—" he began; and then
seeing the tall bat disappearing under the
water, he made a dash across the rocks to
save his friend. But the Major had already
scooped him out and landed him on a slip-
pery knob, where he sat dripping from ev-
ery angle. The tall hat, however, was
hopelessly gone, voyaging down toward the
Tennessee line.

“ Yon had better go back to the house im-
mediately, Professor,” shouted Uncle Jack
from his rock ; “you will have a chill un-
less you do. And you'd better run all the
way—on the double-quick, you know.”

But the Professor did not know.

“I veel go mit,” said the young German,
with his ready good nature. But seeing
his eyes wandering regretfully toward his
sketch, I interfered, and finally we sent off
our learned friend under the care of the ne-
gro cook. The pace was a gentle amble.

“ What did he try to fish for 1” said Uncle
Jack, in a disgusted tone. ‘Do you suppose
trout are going to bite when a man sits
there like a scarecrow in black clothes, tall
hat, and prunella gaiters 1"

Ermine came back after a time, and the
Major took her place in the cooner. She did
not care to tish, however, but went oft to
swing in the hammock. ¢ No, keep your
place, Herr Freulig,” she said, as the young
artist rose to accompany her. ¢ By-the-way,
can you sketch heads?” she added, care-
lessly. “Why not throw in the cooner and
Captain Romer from this point? There is a
very fine view here.”

The artist set to work upon a new de-
sign.

I went on with the climate, and discover-
ed that while in New England two hundred
and fifty out of every thousand deaths are
from consumption, in Minnesota and Cali-
fornia one hundred and fifty, and in Flori-
da fifty, here, even with an almost total
lack of luxuries, the proportion was only
thirty in the thousand. I was musing npon
this, and wondering whether an abundance
of luxuries might not do away with any ne-
cessity of dying at all, when Herr Freulig
brought out his sketch for my criticism—a
Hercules fiercely glaring from an Olympian
cooner. *But the Captain is slighter, youn-
ger, than this,” I said.

Half an hour later out he came to my
rock again with another sketch, this time
an Antinous, fair and radiant.

‘“ But the Captain is older and darker,” 1
said.

“I haf not well see heem,” apologized the
young German, “but Mees Herrminia sho
say he haf a fery fine few.”

“A what t”

“ A fery fine few—fetw, you know. What
you call heem *—dis;” and he drew a pro-
tile on the side of the paper.

Google

“Oh!” I said, “ you mean a profile. Miss
Stuart said the view from here was very fine,
but she meant the scenery.”

“Did she ?” said the Herr, doubtfully.
“I thought she mean heem.” (8o did L.)

“He will be with us at dinner,” I contin-
ued, aloud, “ and then you can look at him.”

He did look indeed. His large light Llue
eyes, solemn as an owl’s, fixed themselves
upon the stranger’s face with the persistent
artist stare.

“ Come, come, Mr. Frow],” said Uncle Jack
at last, in an under-tone, “pray eat your
dinner. Why do you look at the man so ¥’

‘“Mees Herrminia she say he haf a fery
fine few,” replied the artist; but fortunate-
ly no one understood him.

We were all very gay at dinner. Thero
was something so pathetic in the man sit-
ting there with his crutch and his uncertain
vision, something so mournful in this unex-
pected meeting with an old comrade full of
health and strength, prosperous and honor-
ed, while he had lost all, that of necessity
we were very gay—perhaps to keep our-
selves from the other extreme. Mr. Romer
(for he had said, quietly, “I have no title
now”) listened to our stories, smiled when
we laughed, and bore his part pleasantly as
the talk went ronnd the table, or rather the
rock on which our cloth was spread. But
after the meal was over, and Uncle Jack had
gone into the tent to take his nap, and the
artist, having gazed his fill, had withdrawn
with pencils and paper for another attempt,
“Come, George,” he said, “ I want to hear all
about the boys. Are any of them dead 1"

“ All but four, Phil.”

“Where did they die 1”

“ Fair Oaks, Gettysburg, Chancellorsville,
and Drury’s Bluff.”

“1 lost my leg at Gettysburg. Were you
there 1” .

“ Yes'”

“Strange, isn’t it? that we two, who
were— But never mind. You escaped un-
hurt, George 1”

“Yes, thank God!”

“Thank Him indeed,” said the stranger,
baring his head. As he sat there in the aft-
ernoon sunshine, I remembered what Brmine
had said. Yes, he had a noble head and fine
ontline, but he stooped slightly, and all his
movements were slow and weary. The two
talked on, asking questions, hearing and
telling little histories of old comrades, too
often chronicled as “ dead.”

“ And you, Phil ?” asked the Major at last.

“You see me: there is nothing more to
add,” replied the other.

I glauced at my companion, snggesting
with my eyes that we should leave the
friends alone together.

“No,” said Ermine, replying alond, “ why
should we go? Not unless Captain Romer
wishes it.” For she persisted in using the
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title, and very beautiful did she look as,
with an unwonted flush on her cheeks and a
softened light in her steel-blue eyes, she sat
leaning against an old pine-tree. I almost
wished he might sce her, see her as I did,
with every tinge and outline. Perhaps he
did; perhaps at times the mist over his eyes
dissolved.

At any rate, he said, gently, “Do uot
o; it is so long since I have heard ladies’
voices!’

“Where is your sister, Phil#”’ asked the
Major. (He too had seen the flush on Er-
mine’s cheeks, and bravely made way for the
victor, the poor, maimed, unconscious vic-
tor.)

“She is dead, George. Nay, do not apolo-
gize; we aro most of us dead down here,” said
Romer, with a shadowy smile. ¢ She mar-
ried a Georgian. He was shot at Gaines’s
Mill, and she did not long survive him.
Mother died too that winter. It was a hard
winter with us. Since then I have been
alone.”

There was a silence. “Why do you not
go to Charleston or Richmoud? You are
buried alive here, old fellow.”

“What can I do there? After I left the
hospital I tried for a whole year to get some
employment, and failed. Nobody wants a
cripple. I did fill a small clerkship for a
few months, but when my eyes began to fail
—the trouble is connected in some way with
an old wound near the spine—I lost even
that. I am but a useless hulk, George.
can not dig, to beg I am ashamed. And so
I came up to these mountains.”

“And you live here ?”

“Yes, in a cabin across the river. I have
a little field where my man Pomp raises
corn and potatoes; and then we can fish,
you know. Wood costs us nothing, and—
don’t langh, George !—but I have learned to
knit.”

“Knit 1"

“Yes, stockings and other things. We
trade them oft for supplies. I can knit quite
well now, and—and the people about here
are very kind,” concluded the Confederate
soldier, simply. We did not laugh; we
could not for tears.

The next day we drove on down the river

I

| to town, with the usual white sack hung
over the saddle behind.
i “Now those sun-bonnets and calico dress-
"es, if ugly, are at least comfortable,” said
'Ermine; “ but the riding dresses of the class
'next above are something unique both in
ugliness and total want of fitness as to place
and circumstance. The grim-faced wife of
a well-to-do farmer, riding into town on
. horseback, clad in a green delaine tlounced
| dress, a broad cotton lace collar low down on
“her collar-bones, and a small bonnet perch-
‘ed on the back of her head, with a brown
veil dangling down behind, is—"

“Worth coming to see,” said Uncle Jack.

“Perhaps you are right, uncle. But a
bonmet on horseback! Then the brown veil!
Will any one explain to me why it is that
in the country a veil always seems to be
considered a trimming for the bonnet?! In
all my rambles through Arcadia I don’t know
that I have ever seen a veil down fair and
square over the face, city fushion, where it
belongs.”

“Country women are sensible, and like
the sunshine, niece.”

“Then why wear a veil at all ¥’

“There are noble hearts under those
gaunt, ungraceful exteriors that excite your
mirth, Miss Stuart,” said Philip Romer.
“Those very women will come over the
mountains from miles away, when you are
ill, and nurse you tenderly for pure charity's
sake. When the winter is hard they will
share with you and bake you a cake from
| their last meal. They will spin their wool

and dye and weave, and make you clothes

| from the cloth. This jacket I wear was
'such a gift. You must excuse its homeli-
' ness, for it is all I have.”

The river grew more wildly beautiful with
every western mile; the cliffis on each side
were higher, towering above us almost per-
pendicularly hundreds of feet, with high
mountains directly behind them. The swift

! current sped forward, now foaming over
scattered rocks, now sweeping in one un-
broken sheet over a smooth ledge with the
i green tints of Niagara, then suddenly be-
_coming as still as a mill-pond, as if deter-
mined to surpriseus. Passicg Laurel Creek,
with the Walunt Mountain behind, we came

toWarm Springs. In the carriage by my side, | in sight of Mountain Island, a single mouut-
on the comfortable back seat, rode Philip | ain, around whose rocky base the river tows
Romer, while Uncle Jack and Ermine sat op- | in two streams with a tremendous rush and
posite. We had all so insisted that he had bustle, as thongh proud of its conquest from
found no room for excuse. The Major ac- | the haughty shore. The island is one rock-
companied us on horseback, and the Pro- mass, rising boldly from the water, and as
fessor was some miles behind, in the stage. ' our carriage wound along the little road on
Herr Freulig had with difticulty obtained a ' shore we were obliged to throw back our
mnle, and now rode wherever that animal heads and look up, in order to see its top,
preferred, sometimes far ahead, sometimes | with the trees against the sky.

oft on side tracks up gorges, but generally “There is no island in the Rhine at all
close behind, the mule’s head in uncomfort- | equal to this,” said Uncle Jack, with en-
able proximity to my backbone. We met | thusiasm.

several country-women oun horseback, going | “ But it wants a castle, uncle.”
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panion; but I overheard Ermine sayingsome-
thing about “next winter,” and I thought I
caught a glimpse of a sketch in her hand
which looked very much like that “fery
fine few.”

The Major was going as far as Chattanoo-
ga, and Philip Romer said he would accom-
pany us to the State line, and then return
homeward on his friend’s horse.

“But can you?” I asked, remembering the
narrow road and the fords.

“The horse knows the way, and all the
people about here know me, Miss Martha,”
said the soldier, smiling. “I am not entire-
Iy blind yet; I can see a little.”

Then, as we were all silent through our
great compassion for him, he turned the tide
of talk into another channel. “ Do you see
that road across the river I” he asked. “It
goes to Greenville, twenty-five miles distant.
In that little village, on the 4th of S8eptem-
ber, 1864, died John Morgan the raider, shot
through the heart in a garden, his place of
refuge having been discovered and pointed
out by a woman.”

“ He was a bold rider,” said Ermine, gen-
tly.

“I beg your pardon, niece,” began Uncle
Jack in some heat; “John Morgan was a
rebel, and deserved his—” Then remember-
ing Philip Romer, he paused suddenly.

“The fortunes of war, Sir. He took his
fate into his own hands; we all did that,
and must now bear the consequences,” said
the Confederate soldier, quietly.

Some distance below Warm Springs we
found Paint Rock-—a singular cliff marked

with streaks of a dark red color, supposed
by the imaginative to be Indian picture-
writing.

¢ Are we in the Great Smoky Mountains ”
asked Ermine.

“In their very heart, Miss Stuart; all the
peaks you see belong to that chain. You
are going through with the French Broad,
which has cut a pathway for itself to the
low countries.”

‘We lingered on the border, but the fare-
wells came at last. “ Good-by,” we said,
and found ourselves strangely saddened by
the breaking of this tie of a day. The Ma-
jor had many a plan for future meetings
with his old comrade, and he detailed them
all with his hearty cordiality. Philip Romer
listened, but I noticed that he did not echo
the confident hope.

The Major helped him to mount, and turn-
ed the horse’s head in the right direction.
“ Good-by,” we said again, and our carriage
started westward. At a curve in the road
we all looked back. The solitary figure was
riding slowly up into the dark cafion of the
French Broad; another moment and it was
lost in the pine-trees.

Beyond the mountains the river loses its
wildness; tranquilly it flows aloug on its
way to the Tennessee, and our last view of
it was fair and peaceful. We heard the
whistle of the locomotive, and the cars bore
us rapidly away; but we watched aslong as
we could see them the peaks of the Great
Smoky, and thought silently of that solitary
figure riding back along the bank of the
wild French Broad.

THE FOLLOWER.

Wg have a youngster in the house,
A little man of ten,
Who dearest to his mother is
Of all God's little men.
In-doors and out he clings to her;
He follows up and down;
He steals his slender hand in hers;
He plucks her by the gown.
“Why do you cling to me so, child?
You track me every where;
You never let me be alone.”
And he with serious air
Answered, as closer still he drew,
““My fect were made to follow you.”

Two years before the boy was born
Another child, of seven,

Whom Heaven had lent to us a while,
Went back again to Heaven.

He came to fill his brother's place,
And bless our failing years;

The good God sent him down in love
To dry our useless tears.

I think so, mother, for I hear
In what the child has said

A meaning that he knows not of,
A message from the dend.

He answered wiser than he knew,

* My feet were made to follow you.”

Go 3lc

Come here, my child, and sit with me,
Your head upon my breast;

You are the last of all my sons,
And you must be the best.

How much I love you, vou may guess,
When, grown & man like me,

Yon sit as I am sitting now,
Your child upon your knee.

Think of me then, and what I said
(And practiced when I conld),

¢"I'is something to be wise and great,
'Tis better to be good.

Oh, say to all things good and true,

‘My feet were made to fullow you!'"

Come here, my wife, and it by me,
And place your hand in mine

(And yours, my child): while I have you
"I'is wicked to repine.

We've had our share of sorrows, love:;
We've had our graves to fill;

But, thank the good God overhead,
We have each other still!

We've nothing in the world besides,
For we are only three:

Mother and child, my wife and child,
How dear vou are to me!

I know—indeed, I alwavs knew,

My fect were made to follow you!
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