
THE STORY OF AN OAK TREE.
'Tis a marvel to me how bo short-lived

fi. creature as man should yet contrive to
cowrt so much that is eventful and
J ' cresting in the short span of years that
Makes his life. Perhaps the sap in his 'i nibs circulates more freely than it does
i i ours—perhaps he is a quicker, higher
i itelligence. Be that as it may, I, \

1 aye lived four hundred years, have not

* itipred or enjoyed as do men *vho only
I ach foui score years. Moreover, there
are some who do not live longer than
twenty years—tender sapling, as it were,
vho yet seem glad to lie down and
i i the earth. Truly, it seems sad to me \u25a0

Ilat they should so greatly care to lie |
: ill and bo fo:gotten by all, seeing that j
i-is the one great desire of our young |
h ed to free itselffrom the clinging soil j
end stand erect, facing the keen winds of •
1 eavuu. Yet, Iknow fullwell that men
1 *ye great trials to bear, for Imyself
1aye seen mucb of human sorrow.
; The story 1 am«bout to tell is one that
1 understand well, ior I saw its begin-
i ing und its tragic end. It is as well
1 iiown t jfbbora as to my young i
1 ranches; oftentimes have I told it the '
latter while they were yet children, ami I
1 ad much ado to rock them to sleep with
tje wind's help.

Indeed, the wind is a great allyof mine.
He brings m of the wonderful
t uter world, add he has helped me in ihe

apilation ry, being a keen
rapid observer of men and their

He it was who told me there,
vaa mischief abroad : and it was he who
< xplained to me tlie mystery of ihe boom-
iag noises and the cries and meanings

ailed to me from the other
t.de of the great moors, and who were
the various men that j me hur-

'.iy, some pale and sad, others gay and
elated -ail stained with the dust of the

and the strange, beautii'ul-col- '\u25a0
cred human bl

Jt Mas on a still day in June, a little af-
t r such mysterious noises and sounds,
i iai 1 first saw a a sight—naught
« - i a woman, beautiful and young,
*• ipji.iri.mgon her arm a young man who j

sick of some disease, one of his
1 nibs hung listlessly by his side, and his
jale face was encompassed by a ban!. i;od faint and weary, and nie-

r to iinish his pilgrimage on
* *rth, for tie made many objections and ;

• i lutterii
"Sweetheart," he said and tlie tone of

} is voice was like the speech of the west
wind to my ten . 'iet me
s lone to die here, as all my companions
1 aye died. Do not. I pray you, risk your
i eautiiul lite. 1 have sees you once again—therefore can 1 bear to die."

But >iie was resolute, though so young.
called to another woman, older, more

l narled than she. < kmnting a~ men count,
this one might have borne fifty winters,
while it see the younger had
barely known twenty summers, and her
i anie well suited the ruggedness of her
t xterior.

ibeth," she cried, the young and
Pretty one. "I pray you help me lay
Imi on the moss," and the other
; nswered, "Yes, my lady."

Then the two women, witha marvelous
of care, helped the man to re-

• dine on the soft, green taoss that or
: long the ground to my roots. ''<t ten I noticed that he hud a wound.-; foot
i bicb caused him to halt in his walk,
md lean somewhat upon the slender
woman; and 1 was much grieved thereat,
1 aving myself, long ago, received a hurt
< D my roots, and recalling how much

ering I endured. When they had:
J lped him to lay himselfdown, he caught
< agerly at the loose drapery of the young
l Oman's dress and spoke hurriedly.
' Dorothy I sweetheart] You must leave
i !>\u25a0 now. it maddens me to lie hereause-- log, and Bee you expose yourself to
< angers for my sake! See, this oak will
»-heltcr me until I die; there wore no bet-
t r, sv.ee er death-place, except your dear
i mis. in the world. J think."

Then she looked down on him with a
lush on her sweet face, and a light came j
i ito her c

"My deanest," sjba said, "you bken well; the oak shall shelter you
i ntil you are healed of your hurt.
1 (afy, and has branches which will afford
you a resting and a hiding place. And i
i isn," she continued, and the red blood \
i lounted to her cheeks, "1 shall find

ins for you to escape to Holland, and
a ou willbe happy yet, sweetheart.''

Bui lie shook his head.
"Dor .thy, if aught happened to you I

through my fault, there is nothing* on
« nth below, or iv heaven above, that
would compensate me for it. Think of
iiy lying here, maddening with the |
t LOUghtthat you have been stopped on j

way. 'Twere better to drag myself to
drborongh and let my enemies s"oe how j

I man of honor can die! Better then Iy- j. tg here, trembling lust my sweetheart j
) ieet with disaster I should be impotent j
t > avert."

But she knelt down beside him. "I|
] ray you, Ralph," she said, "let me work j
iiyown wiil. 1 will take such care that
lone shall track me, or even watch me,
1 >r discovery would mean death to you, i
c .veetheart. Let me have my -willfulway, '
j-.aiph." i

Then there was a silence between them, !
sod 1 waved my branches gently in order
t show them that i wouid do my best to j
shield them from the enemies they

ned to fear. My leaves were so thick i
t lat the good sunshine could scarce pierce
t > the place where they sat, which, ine-
i links, must surely have been au advau- \u25a0

them. 'Twas fortunate they
sought shelter this bright summer time

ires sat thick on the branches,
i istead of in the winter, when they stand ;

bare and shivering, the sport of unruly
winds, i have heard it said that most
t -eps have been doomed to suffer in this
"\ ise for the fault of the one troe that was
to tempting to the first man and woman. \u25a0

-\ ho were placed for their trial in a gar- j
ton. How this may be 1 know not, but
j has always seemed to me a cruel thing
t iat our leaves should failwhen we are
riost in need of them.

''J pray you make no coward of me,
Dorothy," said tho man at last, "foryou
1 now whatever you bid me do I must
t \ I can deny you nothing, sweet."

Then she, exultant, sprang to her feet
and paced mo round, looking at me the
\ bile with admiring eyes, whereby Iwas
1 ke to be much uplifted, for 1 felt great
* ride in my comeliness, inasmuch as it !

I to be of use in sheltering this pair of
\u25a0

\u25a0 ts. Mistress Dorothy scanned me
Iy, \u25a0 i bj kg a safe resting place

i >r him she loved, and though someof
riy j-ounger branches strei .neir
arms to make themselves attractive in her
t res (young branches have a wonderful
% ay of obtruding themselves}, she would
lave none of them, but chose a thick

trdy limb which was bravely covi
ify branches, and when,!

r much deliberation, she had at last
< >me to a satisfactory conclusion, sho !
< died her attendant, and with great care[tenderness helped the man to attain j
t m selected branch, and then took leave
of him with much sadness, and many
v arnings that he would not attempt the
cesceiit too often, as the enemy were still
p -ouving the moors. Allof this he prom-
i -ed—more, Ithink, to comfort and pacify

: than from any thought of his own
a ifety; for when she was about to leave
him he begged she would not have any
j .ore thought of him, for that he knew
eie would never bo wife of his. "Sweet-
heart," he said at parting, "bid me good-
Lye, and waste no thought on me. lam
But worth one ol your tears. In after
times 3*ou w-ill find some happier, you
cjuld not find a fonder, lover; and then

Eou will forget the bitter days and this
>ss love of mine."

The poor lady was as pale as an ash
tee when she wished her lover adieu
End bade him rest oomfoitsd in God's
keeping, and then he whispered and
1 .'gged her for something that he seemed
t.. desire more than life. Itwas, Ibe-

> c, a kiss that ho sought, though why
n make so much ado about so slight a

t ling has always been a marvel to me. j
1 owever, she yielded, and truly it j

ned as if tho kiss possessed healing
properties, he seemed so content; per-
D lance that is the reason it is held in such

a esteem.
'Twas long before the mistress and

maid were outside my earshot. Icould j
I.r the converse betwixt the two as they i

R aiked along, and I gathered that the
>-rickeu man was one BY Kalpii Ando-j

. zealoaa in the cause of our
; that ho bud been sorely wounded

in a baule which had taken place at no i
' distance from me, on a iiv

named Marston; that his mistress had j
foqnd him in an old barn near the fi
of battle (whither his servant had carried ,
him),and had borne him, sorely wounded i

as he was, to the shelter ofthis wood. By
some fatality it seemed that tho Gather
and brother of the young lady were up-
holding the opposite cause, whereat I
marveled greatly, seeing that she ap-
peared of gentle nurture, and I knew
that none but the unworthy could wage
war against the king of the realm. I felt
this keenly, inasmuch as I and my fam-
ily had from time beyond count been \
surnamed monarch of the forest, there-

| fore it seemed to me that this poor
warred-against king must be a human

; kinsman ofmine.
The forsaken man sighed oft and pite-

onaly as he watched his heart's beloved
J disappear, and a great despair seemed to
; fall on him. Before her departure Mis- |- Dorothy had bandaged his wounds;
i perchance he sighed from pain ofthem,
though to me it seemed as if'twere from
some deeper grief. I had hoped that the
kind rain would have fallen, having a
grateful remornbranceof how it had com-
forted and healed me when Iwas sick of
my broken limb, but 'twas not to be; and
when the dusky night crept over the
forest and tlu* stars came out, he grew
garrulous, speaking aloud, as ifhe could
no longer restrain himself. lie called
on "Dorothy! Dorothy!" as if seeking
to comfort himself by the sound of her
name, and sang her praises in measures
whose endings had one and the same
sweet Bound that I thought comparable
only to the melodious tinkling of the
brook which the wind sometimes wafts
to me. I believe, though I know not
whether it be really so, that men call
this sweot, running, rippling sound
"poetry."

I bent my head with its crest of leaves
—my crown 'tis called by the other tree-
over this poor, forsaken lover, and the
breezes sang him a lullaby; and when the

I night grew darkest the iirellybrought
me word that he slept.

That night there fell a prodigious
silence over the forest, nor hail I ever
known it to lie so hushed. 'Twas as if

ne subtle sympathy with the pain and
j despair of the poor human soul had awed
my kinsmen. I would fain have thanked
them. 'Tis strange how trust begets love,
l low feit a great and protecting interest
in these two poor souls, though they

reso lately known to me. They have
j long left this beautiful earth, yet there

; still remains to me a remembrance of
B and passion beyond tho understand-

ing of my kin. lor we do not compre-
hend love, as men love, though tho sun
makes it so hotly to US every summer-
time. To be sure, he leaves us to be
chilled by winter's frosts, and therein it
would seem that human love differs
from ours—out, there, I know so little of
it!

'Twas not until two days had gone that
the lady came again. Her lover had
crawled down from his hiding-place, and,
with ears open to every sound, was anx-
iously listening for her footsteps. I had

Lentified myself with the two that I,
too, felt as if my mistress were coming;
and when time passed and she came not,
I understood tho pallor of his cheek, and
almost muttered with him, "Some mis-
chance has befallen her, or else she would
be here." 1 grew dismayed whenever I
thought of the long journey that she, a
weak woman, must needs make before
she could reach her lover, for the notion
of moving frightens us trees. Uutat last
1 saw him flush with a Hush that meant
joy. and saw him start and drag himself
forward; and then 'twas no surprise to
hear the rustle of a woman's gown and a

; glad cry of "Dorothy !"
Cut she hushed him in great alarm.

"Ipray you whisper, sweetheart," she
said, in a low voice. "Ifear my coining
hither has been noticed. My father ami
brother talk much of you at home; they
have never forgotten the former days.
My brother swears that yon shall die;
but Ihave sworn you shall live, and wo
shall s c who will prevail."

All the while she spoke he had her
bands prisoned in his. They were so like

j small white doves, pretty, fluttering
things, half-trying to free themselves,
half clinging to his lingers. Methinks he
was too spent with weary watching to

ik much, and too happy at the sight
of his beloved to greatly ieol tho need of

\u25a0h, noticing which she grew gradu-
| ally silent and soon ceased her pretty
bauble.

At last he spoke. "Sweetheart, Ithought
you were never coming to me again. You

\u25a0 cannot tell what 1 sutler at the thought of
I aught befalling you. Ican think of noth-
ing but you. Sweet. I long to let my
thoughts dwell on my cause and my
country, but to no avail—you drive out

| all other thoughts."
Itseemed that this confession did not

anger her. Ifit did, sho concealed her
j wrath, for she answered gently, "And
j my thoughts are always with you, Ralph.
j 1 have turned schemer in your behalf. 1

, endure my cousin's love-making—nay,
sometimes encourage it, so it may blind

i him. I have been burning with impa- ]
tience to come to you. ami yet have been
obliged to conceal it. To-day I have been
obliged to feign sickness, and my maid is

'; stationed at my door giving news of me
'this moment -and I am so well, seeing
| that I am with my love!"

She was so tender and so sweet that I
did not marvel at Sir Ralph's exceeding

I love. He feasted his eyes on her, and his
; glance betrayed that he thought her very
j fair. Moan while she busied herself pre-
paring a new bandage wherewith to bind
his maimed foot, and whilst she busied

j herself about it she babbled on, teiling
him many things that had come to pass

*c last two days. At news of the poor
' king, who was struggling against the

\u25a0\u25a0j>le he loved. Sir Ralph looked grave
indeed. It seemed that there was noth-
ing to do but to ship to Holland, whither
many a brave and loyal heart had carried
its broken fortunes. "But I cannot leave

! you, sweetness," said sir Ralph, "I'lldie
I here, gladly, too, better than livo without
J you."

Then she brought him to speak more
prudently, and reminded him of his
youth, of the. beauty of tho world, the
Mowers that bloomed and the sun that
shone, of the winds that might yet blow
the breath ofliberty over the glad land,

i She spoke to him of all this, but he only
shook his head. "I'lldie here," was all
he said. She left him with reluctance,
and that evening he spent talking aloud
as was his wont, speaking so much of his

! mistress that, had she not been so fair.
we might have taken umbrage at his so
doing, but we could not blame him, and
love's talk is pleasant to a forest at night
timewhen all is attuned inharmony to it.

So day succeeded day until nearly a
month had passed, and I grew accus-
tomed to playing the part of host. Some-
times the lady came, and then it seemed

\u25a0 tho sun were shining more merrily,
i the birds singing more lustily, and the
t very herbage seemed to give out stronger
i scent wherewith to greet her. But when
! she deemed her coming might lead to dis-
| covery and stayed away, all aroAnd grew !

dark and dreary; the rainclouds trooped
like crows, and there was no sound save
the splash of rain drops on the leaves,
and the plaintive cry ot the wood pigeon.
Sir Ralph was very patient those days,
very patient, yet methinks most un-
happy. 'Twas as if his idleness were
painful to him, and also that he disliked
being served by a woman, though such
service pleased her in the extreme.

This had lasted a long while until one
day. when, after a long interval of wait-
ing, she came to him again, she smiled
a little when she riist greeted him, but
seemed of so frail an appearance that he
grew alarmed. "Sweetheart, what ails
you?" he asked ; and she made answer:
"There is danger abroad. Troops are
scouring the country eager to find you.
I fear that it is Iwho. by my coming
hither, have put these bloodhounds on
your track. Yet what would you have
me do? I was forced to come" and see
with mine own eyes that my dearest was
unhurt; I could not stay at home; and
you must forgive my womanly tremors
if aught befall you through me."

Then he comforted her, and bade her to
{ be of good cheer, saying that her loving
care of him must bring naught but gooa
to him. But in the midst of this sweet
talk there suddenly was heard a sound as
of the distant tramp of horses. Sir Ralph
listened a moment, and then spoke on of

i idle things: but there was little need for
i him to feign to her. for her quick ear had
caught the sound even before it had
reached him. The two pale faces be-

trayed the fear that each was suffering
for the other; the two pairs ofeyes looked
love at each other; and the two poor
beating, throbbing hearts leapt and quiv-
ered with one anxious dread.

"We must conceal ourselves," whis-
pered Dorothy. -Tor the love of heaven,
no word, Ralph."

"Sweetheart,** he answered, "there is
yet time. Leave me; you can reach the
farmhouse where your horse waits before
my pursuers gain the forest. There may \
be danger for you ifyou remain."

Then a wan smile crossed Her far-
she shook her pretty head, the wbioh
caused the merry curls to dance and jig >

around her drows—a frolicmuch at vari-
ance with the sadness that lay on them. :
"i shall remain with you," she said reso- !
lately; and he was lain to let her bide.

Therefore, they sought my shelter, and I
concealed themselves as best they could ;
amongst my boughs. They sat close, !
supported by a strong branch, his arms |
around her, both silent with a great Tear. I
And ihe sound grew nearer and nearer I
uutil the noiso of the horsed hoofs ever j
approaching seemed like blows of a ham- J
mer falling on the green sward. And I
could hear these two anxious hearts
beating in unison; and I eonld see their
faces, hers drawn with anguish and fear
ior the sul'etj' of tho man she loved, and
his fullof passionate, ndf-forgetting de-
votion. She bent forward, straining her
eyes, ho held her hand, and neither ut-
tered a syllable.

And now tho sounds grew more dis-
tinct, as did those poor lovers' hear'
Then there came borne upon the wings i
ofthe wind (methinks my faithful friend
strove by such means to warn us of our
impeding peril), stray sentences and
cruel laughter. Once the deep baying of
a hound caused the girl to shiver with
such dread that Ralph Andovor was fain j
to whisper (though such whisper might '
have cost him his life), "'Tis no blood-
hound, sweet," ami her white lips strove
to smile an answer. Nearer and nearer
came the sounds, and the outlines of !
human forms grew clear. Would they |
stop? See, the foremost man had alrea iy
passed, and my lady had already sighed
a great sigh ofrelief, when one of them
stepned out of the ranks and presently
dismounted. At sight of him Mistress
Dorothy's heart gave a great bound
which sent my leaves quivering. She
forced her slender fingers into my houghs
and pressed her lips close so that she j
might not try out; tho sweet blood for- i

sook her cheeks, and her eyes that could {
look so tender grew lierce withhate and i
dilated from fear.

He who approached alone seemed a j
person of distinction; there was that I
within him that spoke of the practiced
warrior and the habit ot command. Me-
thought he could not fail to notice the
upturned moss and the signs of disturb-
ance everywhere. Vet was his lace in-
scrutable as he looked up, and seemed
but to mark the blueness of the sky visi-
ble betwixt my branches. He gazed
earnestly at me, and, to my great dismay,
a bird, which had become familiarized
with the lovers' presence, sut up a loud
and cheerful caroling, pouring out its do-
light in dear, thrilling song, at which tho
lady was like to faint. Then the stranger
looked up and *aid betwixt his teeth,
"The pretty traitor, innocent babbler I"

and a smilo curled his lipsiand gave a
sinister expression to his face. Then ho
tore down some tender saplings and cut I
some initials on the moss, thereby, it
seemed to me, to make the place recog-
nizable to himself, and presently ho
mounted his horse and rode away, sing-
ing some merry song with a mocking re-
frain as he went. So great was his haste
that a terrible fear that he was about to |
acquaint his companions with the discov- j
cry he had mad;' came upon me. By
reason of my superior hight 1 could scan
tho country round, but 1 could not see
that the horseman wno had just left did
aught else but rejoin tho troop.

Meanwhile the poor, pale lady, now
that the danger was past, broke out in; i
piteous weeping, though she was careful
to check her sobs. Ralph Andovor was
obliged to stand by and see his mi -
weep, though at sight of her tears his own
began to fall. 1 could not but note tho
difference betwixt these tears, for whilst
hers were like a passing summer shower,
balmy and refreshing, his were like the
drops of a thunder-cloud, heavy with
sense ofgreater evil to some.

Sir Ralph had so far recovered from his
hurt that he could move about more
easily. The lady.had cast herself on the
ground, and, laying her soft cheek on my
rugged trunk, was weeping bitterly.
Though so old and rugged, her tears pen-
etrated to my very heart, and 1 would
cheerfully have sacrificed a limb to have
been able to give these poor lovers some
solace. He knelt down be.sMe her and
strove, not quite vainly, to comfori her;
but when he spoke bis v ;ico was stern.

"Sweetheart," he said, "this must now
end. I will no longer be hounded and
hunted like a malefactor, thereby <\u25a0\u25a0.
ing you to perils innumerable. 1 will no
longer subject you to the risk of being
discovered, perhaps reviled by 111-man-
nered fellows. lam almost cured of my
wound, and shall soon be able to use my
foot until Ican honorably meet my ene-
mies, jwill iiide no more ! I 'ne parting
kiss, sweetheart, and the crudest of our
suffering is overpast!"

Then she arose and looko !at him. "I
swear to you," she cried, passionately,
"that this shall cease. One day's more
concealment is all 1 ask of you/ 1 have;
spoken to one 1 can trust, a captain of a |
merchant vessel, and he has promised to
convey you to Holland. Therefore, for
my sake, sweetheart, bear this ignominy !
but one day longer." And then a great i
Hush crept over her cheeks and brows. !
"For their taunts or revilings 1 care not
one jot," she cried. "The curs who come !
spying and jesting while your life is at
stake!"

Whereat Ralph, for answer, took his
mistress in his arms and kissed her rev-
erently, at which 1 was not much amazed,
seeing that every man's heart must have [

been touched by her tenderness and love.
"Sweet," he said gently, yet a little I

huskily, "I Will remain a day longer,
since you so much desire it. Vot to what
end? I do not greatly covet life. All
beauty will have died out of it, Dorothy,
love, he added, with a short, sharp sob
like a stab. '-My sweetheart! do not
ask me to live without you."

Then there fell a great silence; and m>.o-
thought 1 perceived a struggle in Doro-
thy's face, for by turns she grew rosy red
and then ashen pale, and it seemed as if
she would fain speak, yet could no words
force themselves through the slender
column ofher throat; it seemed as Ifthey
all lay prisoned there, until there arose a
sound like tho gurgling of brooks that
have been ice-bound, and—"Heart's
dearest. I am coming with you," slio said.

Then he fell on his knees and kissed the
hem of her dress, and thanked her and
blessed her, and wept, and for very love
of her could say nothing that was dis-
tinct to her or tome: yet methinks we
both understood. So happy were they In
this new recognizance of their mutual
love that they almost forgot their fear of
discovery, until Dorothy's eye fell on the
initials newly cut in the moss.

"Mycousin need not have feared," she
said with exceeding bitterness, "that 1
should have forgotten his visit. Sweet-
heart, you would never leave me in the
hands of such a man!"

"Nay," he answered tenderly. "Iwould
leave you in no man's hands. Hut has
not this plan of yours danger for you?
There must be no danger for you, sweet-
heart."

"Ihave set my woman's wit to work,"
answered Dorothy, "and have contrived
a plan whereby to assure your safety and
our happiness—only you must let me
work my will."

There was a silence again between the
two, a silence prodigiously inoro ex-
pressive than words, such silence as falls j
between the soft gusts of wind w^hen it i
comes fondling and caressing my young
branches. Iknew its meaning well, not
having lived four hundred years, and ob-
served nature all the while in vain; nor
was I surprised to find th 3 laces of the
twain pale with the love light shining in
their eyes.

'Twas long before Mistress Dorothy
could bring herself to leave her lover, and
when she went all brightness seemed to
have gone with her for Sir Ralph An-
dover. "It cannot be," he muttered;
"the gods were never on my side"; and
then he fell to talking to me. "My 1 -i
night with you, old oak !" he said. ""Ah.
good tree! ifyou could but talk, what a
tale you would tell of a 9weet, brave
woman's devotion. I would I felt more i
light-hearted, for my soul is overbur-
dened with vague fears. It seems as ifj

this were to be my last night on earth;
nor do I greatly grieve at that, fox life
with Dorothy .would mean too much
happiness, and joy and I have always
been strangers."

'Tis certain that Imust have been made
of poor stuff, tor I felt so much anxiety
on behalf of these two who trusted me
that 1 could get no sleep. 'Twas a sultry
night, not a breath stirrintr. no moon, ana
the stars were Bhining sullenly, as if
vexed to be obiiged to light the whole

is. I felt much as 1 do before the
advent of the great disturbance men call
a thunderstorm; my sap eouv.sed lan-
guidly through 1113" limbs, my leaves felt
gathering. 1 feared for myself, for 'tis
always the highest that falls, and the
forked lightning seeks his prey relent-
lessly. But through the long night no
thunder came, naught to break its terri-
ble monotony, and when the rirst slreak
of dawn lit the heavens Iwas glad in-
deed. There was ill-luck in the air. I
felt it. A chattering magpie, with its
home perchance in the very castle that
sheltered Dorothy, brought me disturb-
ing tidings. "They are out and about,"
he s-aid, '"all out and about, the arm* d
men. Let your guest be careful. Ifhe
would but stay quiet where he is, all
might be well; but she will be here soon,
and he will go straight to his death, poor
soul!"

'Twas vain that I called the magpie a
foolish chatterer. I could not feel hope-
lul for the success ofthis day's adventure,
an:l despair came over me when I thought
that aught bnt success must mean death
to either or both of them. Hut Icould
not give Sir Ralph even the smallest
warning. Even he, who was patience
itself, grew impatient this morning, for
the slow hours seemed to take a malign
pleasure in lingering, so that even I
grew wroth with the order of nature
which refuses to bend to the desires of
man. The misty night had begotten a
misty day, and its gloom seemed but a
reflex of myforeboding fears, Sir Ralph's
spirits were the like oppressed, for he
sighed grievously and often looked at the
heavens to see why they frowned so
steadily at him. Alas, there wero no
pleasant spots of blue to make a bright
patchwork with the green of my leaves,
no golden sunlight to touch my crest with
glory and crown me king. 'Twas as if
some dire calamity must needs befell,
the forest looked so drear and colorless.

Sir Ralph waited almost all the day,
holding himself in readiness. 'Twas piti-
ful to seu so much hope and fear alternat-
ing on a human face. At last there ap-
peared in tho distance two figures, which
Idiscovered to be the lady and her maid;
they were carrying the apparel in which
it was necessary >sir Ralph should dis-
guise himself. At sight of his dear mis-
tress he threw off all restraint, and Hing-
ing himself on the green sward at her
feet, besought her passionately not to ex-
pose her dear person to such danger.

"You have done so much for mo al-
ready." he said. '•Sweetheart, let mo ac-
complish my escape alone."

"And would you leave me?" she asked
quite calmly.

'•I would rather leave you than do you
hurt," he said gravely, with pale lips.

"Nay," she cried, passionately, "you do
me but this wrong, that you cause me
continually to play the man's part. That
is the only hurt that will come to me
through you."

Then the tears sprang into Sir Ralph's
eyes, and he whispered humbly: "Sweet-
heart, indeed I am not worthy of your
love."'

The manner of men and women has
always been a marvel to me. That they
should love one another 1 can under-
stand, but what need to deem themselves
unworthy of each other? Withal, why
should so small a matter as a kiss be so
potent a reply? Dorothy, for answer,
laid her lips upon her lover's, as if by
that means she were rendering him more
worthy; it seemed to me a new way o.
bestowing knighthood.

And after this episode the lady beck-
oned her maid and brought Sir Ralph
some wearing apparel wherewith to dis-
guise himself, whereat he pulled a wry
face. "A woman's clothing, my Doro-
thy," ho said. Then she told him of her
plot, which necessitated his assuming
ncr maid's disguise, and entreated him to
do for her sake what he would not do for
his own. And all the time that she was
begging of him to do her. will I was dis-
turbed by sounds of distant horses and
of men's voices coming nearer; and from
my high eminence I saw hands of men
stationed at intervals so as to surround
the forest. Bad tho lovers not been so
engrossed with each Other they must
have heard the warning sounds. A
jangle of spurs louder than any gone be-
fore roused her at iast. Shi/ sprang to
her feet, and cried in a voice of despair so
great it must have thrilled the hardest of
hearts; "Dear Lord! whul uoi.-,
that?" t

Sir Ralph hastened to her side to re-assure her. hut even while the WO
comfort were yet lingering on hi.s lips,

nplingof horses'feet grew more
distinct, and men's forms began to he
dimly visible through the tr

Then did the poor lady tall into a tit of
the most piteous weeping; bo greatly was
Itouched thereat that [trembled in all
my branches, and my ve#y leave
from sympathy. But Sir Ralph only
drew bis dear mistress close to his heart,
bidding her waste no tears on him; he
exhorted her to courage, but as every
i'resh sound smote her ear she shivered
and seemed to grow more whiteand wan.
At last a shout from the soldiers apprised
them that their hiding place, had been
discovered. .Soon they were surroi
by a troop of horsemen, conspicuous
amongst whom was the man vmo had
made such careful inspection of the spot
before.

None durst touch Sir Ralph as he stood
calm and composed, his defiant eyes rest-
ing on him who appeared to lie leader.
No violence seemed likely to be offered
him, seeing that he made no efforts to de-
fend himself; indeed, it seemed to me as
ifthere was a pity in the eyes of tho man
at sight ofpoor, despairing Dorothy, who
leant, hail-swooning, against her lover.
"You are my prisoner," at last said he
whom we had seen before; ami then dis-
mounting, with a courteous air he asked
him to give up his sword. Then Sir
Ralph laughed, and said quietly, "That
will I never do," whereat tho other
seemed undecided; seeing which Dorothy
made a motion to throw herself upon her
knees, but her lover restrained her.
"Sweetheart," he whispered, "youshall
not abase yourself for me," and wan
silent. Methought be gained in size and
dignity as lie Lookad around upon the
number who had come to take him pris-
oner—one man against so many. Even
they, vile rebels as they were, seemed
awed by his majestic presence and dig-
nity of demeanor. "By your favor," ho
said courteously. "I will explain my
presence here and that of this, my most
honored mistress"; and he stretched out
his hand which she took and held in hers,
so that together they faced their enemies.
chiefest of which wero (as I afterward
learned) her brother, and her cousin who
would also be her lover.

This cousin of hers must have
touched with some slight compassion, for
he answered, "Speak, Sir Ralph; but be-
fore you say aught that could harm either
yourself or the lady we all love, listen to
my conditions."

"Nay," cried Sir Ralph, "I'll have
none of them! This lady whom you all
love is my heart's dearest, and the most
devoted sweetheart a man ever had, but
now all that is over. Dorothy, sweetest,
it must be good-by to you and life ! Be
brave and leave me in the hands of these
—gentlemen. I am ready to do their
bidding." /

Then Andrew Elton answered: "Since
you are so tenacious of death you shall
find it, but listen first. For the love of
this fair lady, who holds you, Ibelieve in
some slight favor, and who now, with her
father's consent, stands pledged my wife,
Iam willing to give you your life; you
shall take ship to Holland and finish
your days there in peace and security."

Then Sir Ralph laughed out loud, so
that my very leaves laughed, too, and a
fierce light burned in his eyes, and he
courteously, yet mockingly, saluted him
who had spoken. "Ithank you for your
mercy," he cried; and then lie grew
angry and spoke sternly. "What do you
take me for, you rogues and rebels?
Shall I accept my life at your hands and
give up my dearest mistress? I would
rather die ten thousand deaths than ac-
cept one boon from you! Hoar me once
for all, yon murderous enemies to your
land ! I w6uld not that you even thought
to do me some slight favor. Iwillaccept
none! Had it not been for her Ilove, I

should not now be bandying words with
such as yon. You have no right either to
show or withhold fisvors. Iwould scorn
to take quarter of you, I say again: so
cease your prating and give me but one
moment to say yood-by to my love, to
my life."

ili: n he turned toward his sweetheart,
and, looking wpII into her eyes, said bo

Jons an affection in bis voice that I
marveled that these men could refrain
trom weeping), "Listen, my Dorothy ! I
love you so entirely that Icould not live
dishonored in your eyes. Sweetheart, if
they killed me, or exiled me from your
dear presence, what ilillertT.ee would it-
be? !>/'ur heart, I know an easier way.
Kiss me but once before you lift your
dear eyes from mine, and I'lltake heaven
itself with me in that dear kis>."
Iknow not whether she did not gue.ss

his intent, or whether her senses were so
dulled by this jrreatand unexpected mis-
(\u25a0ry that she could not realize his mean-
ing^ but she raised her sweet mouth to
his in so docile and heartrending a man-
ner that Icouid have wept i'or anguish.
He held her only a moment and kissed
her but once; then she 101 lprone to the
earth as he released her from his grasp.

Andrew Elton sprang forward to raise
her, and as iie did so 1 saw the flash of
tiie sword Sir Ralph had scorned to
yield. But for one instant the I
steel cleit the air; then—there seemed
naught but a confused mass—and Sir
Ralph lay on the green moss, his beauti-
ful bright blood staining it as it oozed
from his gashed side. So great a fear op-

d the others that they never
moved, till one, bolder than the rest,
stepped forward and, seeing that tho
knight still breathed, thrust his sword
into him unto the hilt, then drawing out
the stained blade called out with load and

ering voice: "So perish all the ene-
mies ofour land !" yet thero was found
no voice to say ''Amen!"

Right reverently did they lift the lady
from the ground, and reverently did they
raise the dead man upon a horse and set
him fast thereto. Then they wended
their way slowly from the forest; slowly,
I say, but when they had gone and night
had come, I marveled that so groat a
tragedy should have been enacted in so
short a time. Surely, there was no sad-
der tree in the forest than I, for these two
had become part of my life. I loved
them, and 'twas so difficult to realize
that now all was over, that those two
tender hearts would never more know
the same hopes, the same fears, that these
two lovers were divided forever.

'Twas tho wind that brought me the
last news of her. One day itcrept wail-
ing over the moorland, and I shivered
from fear of the evil he might havo to tell
me, and then I gathered heart of grace
and asked, "What ails thee, old friend?"
He made answer saying, " 'Twas yester-
day sh>; died,*' and then sped on bluster-
ing as ifto hide his grief.

But I rejoiced greatly, seeing that I
knew how perfect was her love, and how
empty ofall good her life must prove
without him. Therefore wa3 Inot dis-
consolate, but praised her Lord that
man's lifeendureth but so short a time
here below, while his after-life lasts for-
ever. For, in truth, man is not like a tree
which is idled and dios: yet was I often-
times sad for the fate of these two, who
had trusted me so greatly and whose end-
ing was so sad.

And this is the tale that I narrate to my
young branches, when they grow clamor-
ous and bid me tell them stories of hu-
mankind. And if aught displeases you
in it, T pray you pardon me, seeing'that 1
am notas other story-tellers, and have but
tried to while away an hour. Therefore,
for my many faults I crave your most
gentle indulgence.—Macmillah's Maga-
zine.

.+.

THE CHRISTMAS CHIMES.

"'Tis midnight's holy hour—and silence
now

Is brooding like a gentle spirit o'er
The still and pulseless world"—

1. But hark! upon the air what bells aie
an- p< aling?

Ami through tlie silent streets what echoes
Btealing ?

To wake the sleeper to a conscious feeling.
"J"N Christmas morn, with all it* blithe-

some cheer:
Christ's lay—the happiest of tfcellveloog

year,
Christ's day—triumphant love defeating

!'. ar!
Ali! the countless stars of heaven sparkle

win n
This hour draws near, and angels cry

;:g iin:
"Glory to God—on earth peace, good will

toward nun."
And now 1 hear them j>a>s my silent

doors—
The merry c irols>rs— by twos and lours.
Singing th>- same sweet song which swellsar-
(Jntil theirnotes with ot her Bingera blend,
While heavenward t-ie chorus doih

as< end.
"And .very knee before Thy throne shall

bend."
yet, hear me bells, how heartily they ring!
How joyously and bapplly they sing,
ThcCbrisl Is born—Hall,nail your king!"

TUfTIt.
2. Clear riivj; the bell-; of tearless Truth;

AS iftheir tongues would call, forsooth,
"•1 aro the Way. the Truth, the Life !'
What ! Hi,nk y\u25a0, i:i -.our worldly strife,
That policy will matte a way
Where prin :iple's effulgent ray
s : »uld Bb< 't abroad its [lashing lisrlit.
Noi cease to guide the pilgrimright?"

.H STICK.
S. Tho brazen bells, deep-toned and loud.

Through foggy miM and stormy cloud,
Call ior ihe steward to report;
To s and b sfore his Judge iv court;
To Mure hand In the Lord's amount,
And certify to his ace unt;
But should he trembling, taint ing fail.
Blind Justice drops him from her scale.

MKKCY.

4. Thank G< d: the boils of Mercy ring;
•\u25a0< > sium r! hold ! to thee we bring
Salvation free for Christ is i>< r:i;
This i» bis glorious birthday morn !
lle"> fcno !:in.r at your door to-day,
And willye sullen turn away?"
Ring oui ! ye bolls Of Mercy ring!
linniauuel, ior, Lord and King !

KAITII.

5. The bells ot Faith strike clear and strong;
There's not a note among t in-m wrung !
"The evidence of things unseen"
lJ;.s lcit b p itb forever green;
A ro:id o'er which our lathers trod.
And p oved. by words, their tilth in God.
Now nil with thankful hearts may sing,
".Simply to Thy cross Icling."

HOPE.

6. The bellsof Hope, with anchor crest,
Are by each doubting sinner blest;
Their cheering t- uvs io many cars
Allay the pain ofpuzzling iears;
But as each be?!! in turn is rung
It points above to where are hong
The bulls of faith:—"O sinner.' there
Tue publican smote his breast in prayer!"

CIIAIUTY.

7. The silver bells of Charity—
0 beUa ot greatest rarity !
< >f sisters three thou art the chief;
To Fain and Sorrow, Death and lirief,
A welcome friend: tny voice is sweet.
And c, c ra our homeward erring f
While angels cry, with one accord,
"Well done 1 Thou faithful of tue Lord!"

ALL TIIIC tiKLLS.
8. "Go in ! Go in ! Go in !

Go se:irc!i thy heart to-day,
And illthy el Met dial

Pray to the babe that lay
In the manser, by the beast,
In thestur-ut, golden East.

9. Go out! Go out! Go out!
(. > tin I the poor to-daj ;

With lighi hearts search about—
Tell them ot the babe that lay

In the manger, by the beturt,
Ig ilie star-iit golden East.

10. Go up ! G"> up ! (Jo up !
(id. deck the ( hristnms tree !

Think how he drained tlie cup,
Think bow ho died for thee,
Think of the babe that lay

In the manger, by the beast
In the star lit golden East.

11. Go down !Go down !do down!
Seareti for the vile t<> •

Seek the prisoners ofthe townTell them o: the ha->e tbat lay
In the manger, by the bea--f
in the star-lit golden East."
Where'er you are, what'er you do,
The Curistnias Chimes ring out lor you.

—From Entertainment.

Sick headache yields to Beeeham's Pills.
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CONSUMPTION CURED.
FOR 4O YEARS DR. WM.

HALL'S BALSAM
F"OR THE L.UNGS

Kas been a never failing family roinedyfoi
COUGHS, COLDS, CONSUMPTION «'T,A
GRIPPE," SORE THROAT, HOARSE-
NESS, PNEUMONIA, CATARRH, IN-
FMJENZA, ACUTE AND CHRONICBRONCHITIS, ASTHMA, WHOOPINGCOUGH, CROUP, PLEURISY, PAtn IN

i THE SIDE AND BREAST, SPITTINGOF BLOOD and all diseases of the

Throat, Chest and Lungs
1 Leaaingto CONSUMPTION i

Dr. WM. HALL'S BALSAM contains no I1 opium, morphine, nor any deleterious dru<*
It soothes and heals the Membrane of the !

l Lungs, inflamed and poisoned by disease and
i prevents night sweats and ti-htness across !

the chest. It 13 pleasant to the taste. Be sura '\u25a0
and ask for Dr. WM. HALL'S BALSAM
and take no other.
Trade Supplied Dy KIRK, GEARY & CO., Faciunsnto. Cal.

PRICE, 25c, 500.. SI. 'Dr. WM. HALL CO., NEW YOBK. I

SPECIFICS
For Horses, Cattle, Sheep, Dogs, Hogs,

AND POULTRY.
500 Page Book an Treatment ofAnimals

and Chart Sent Free.
! fURKS jFevers,CoKfi:estfona,lnflainination
; A.A. (Spinal .Ileningiti*, lUilk Fever.; ii."<l.--Strains. i.ameiics», Rheumatism.
i ('.('.—lliHteinpcr, Nasal Discharges.

I), f).--Hots or Grubf, Worms.
K.K.~('ouuh«, Henves, Pneumonia.
F.F.—Colic or Griper, Bellyache.
i:M.— Miscarriage, Hemorrhages.

I ll.ii.—Tricaryand Kidney Diseases.
1.1.—Eruptive Diseases, Mange.
J.K.--Diseases of Digestion, Paralysis.
Single Bottle (orei- 50 doses), - - ,(J©

i Stable Case, with Specifics, Manual,
I veterinary Cure Oil and Medlcator, 87.00
I Jar Veterinary Cure Oil, - . 1.00

Sold by Drngsists; - . Rent Prepaid anywhere
j and in any quantity o Receipt ofPrice-

HI7MFHBEYS' MEDICINE CO.,
Corner William and John Sts., New York.

i ¥/f^^m HOMEOPATHIC f% f|
jiBfIUSPbGIHC No.fiO

In use 30 years. The onlysuccessful remedy for

Nervous Debility, Vital Weakness,
I a;id l'rostration, from over-work cr other causes.
fl i>cr vial, or 5 viais and larpe vial powder, for *5.

Sold by PntroGisTs. or sent postpaid on receipt
i of prlee.-HUMPHREYS1 MEDICINE CO.,
j Cor. WiUiam and John St«., N. Y.

MANHOOD RESTORED.

fA^^^^s^
Wonderful Bpaaidi

MBS "fi 111
Mem°ry' Logs ofBrain

'i>&Atcr Use.
Photographed from life. Generative Orsrans in

111 ii i a^HMMflaaßa either, sex. can-t d by
ovor-oxcrtion, youthful indiscretions, or the excessivease oftobacco, opium, or stimulants, which ultimately
Irad to Infirmity, Consumption and Insanity. Put up
in convenient f j-m to carry in the vest pocket. Price
f1 a package, cr C for 16. wtth every %h ordor we cive a
wnttan guarantee to cure or refund the

] money. Sen: by mail to any address. Circular free
! in plain envelope. Mention this paper. Address

MADRID CHEMICAL CO.. Branch Office for U. 8. A.
SSS Dearborn Street, CHICAGO, ILL.

j FOR SALE IN SACRAMENTO, CAL ,BY
Peter- <">: Ray, Apothecaries, N. E. Cor. 9th &K. Sts.T. F. Phillips, Druggist, N. W. Cor. 6th &K. Sts.

! TheOripal and Genuine
(WORCESTERSHIRE)

SAUCE
imparts the most delicious taste and zest to

EXTRACT H* SOUPS,
ofaLtTTEKfrom gjK
a MEDICAL. GEN- §\u25a0 GRAVIES,
TLEMAN at Had- Kjfa
ras, to his brother firaSß FISH,
nt \u25a0WORCESTER, MB
May, IBSL HOT &t^1*2*

LEA & PEBRINS' P"mhHß MEATS,
that their Eauca is Ea]^9S
highlywtoeraed in EETuEX&If G AJ>XC,
India, end la in n;y */ifLSf|
cpinlon. the moßt j^*« WELSll-
palatablo, cs vrell r^RH^Ias the most whole- Bl^H^ RAREBITS,
Eoir.o sauce that is HT vSj

Beware of Imitations;
see that you get Lea & Perrins'

Sipnatura on erery bottle of Originilk Genuine
•I»H?I DUNCAX'S SONS, NEW YUIiK.

lfiß3«tlOlUil Oofl.oi.tMm.booa. lmpo-
tfucf. Lack nt Ooflopßi.-nt, Kldncj.-uul Hlart-<ier IJi«.>a.si-t=, Km,..l , \ i.r>cn<>ele. it. .. witii-
oulstomuch mrdioineg XtTall-urea or nluna. «.flir âssured. SKAtKBTKKATISEtttKsT iMARSTON CO.. IVVark Flace, A*wTerkl '

|l)o^iiite'Sf^\i
iCat Glass psC/i;
I /O« THE TABLE \^JZ%* I

\J» Is Pepfeetion. label. 5

• ST. JACOBS OILj

IBackache,/?^^ Sciatica,!
| Wounds, I iises, |

5

Cv '^Wt'l / I »"" **yiM m m It**

| "->^^ - - |
| THAT'S WHY IT SUCCEEDS; WHY WOOD'S PLASTER
I IS WORTH TAKING TROUBLE TO GET.
jg ES

IN^JWMt

For sportsmen, tourists and
others who spend their time in
the open air, Mastiff cut plug
smoking tobacco is absolutely
the best. Packed in patent
canvas pouches which retain
the moisture and flavor of the
tobacco. For a solid, comfort-
able smoke nothing equals
Mastiff Cut Plug.
J. B. Pace Tobacco Co., Richmond, Virginia

The most popular brand ol
smoking tobacco in the United
States. It is made from tobacco)

at least three years old. Its rich,
mellow smoke has never been
equaled.

Seal ofXortli Carolina Is now packed In
Patent Cloth Pouches, as well as In foil.

n1 Q-3mTTs

GOLD MEDAL, PA3IS, 1878.

S.
Baker & Co/s

breakfast
Cocoa

from which the excess ot
oil haa been removed, is

Absolutely Pure
and itis Soluble.

No Chemicals
| are used iv its preparation. It lias
more than three times the strength of
Cocoa mixed with Starch, Arrowroot
or Sugar, and is therefore far more
economical, costing less than one cent
a cup. It is delicious, nourishing,
strengthening, easily digested,
and admirably adapted for invalids

! as wellas for persons in health.
;

Sold by Grocers everywhere.

W. BAKER & GO,, Dorchester, Mass.

GAS ENGINES!
The latest and best invention

for Pumping, Spraying Fruit
Trees, Running AM Kinds of
Machinery, Electric Light
Plants, etc.

TATUM&BOWEN,
34 anil 36 Fremont Street.

SAN FRANCISCO. CAL
rpilK RECORD-UNION AND WEEKLY
L UNION, clean, reliable, tanccct In circuit1 tiun.


