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BIENTOT.

Lt it besoon! Life was not made to long
For distant tours of dim faturty,
Thy pres 1 spothes moe like some far-off song.
Oh'? where my heart has rested et it lie ;
Mope is the morning ; love the aftemodt
Let it besoon!

Let it be soou! The treasueed daylight dies,
And changes sadly to the el gli wight,
Tout sunnnas reigns lorever i thine eyes,
Anidat tiy toneh gricf stealeth out of sight.
Atter sid years of loneing loye must sWwoot.
Leet b b svon !
CLEMENT SCort.

' s
LADS LOVE
————

An fulrer seene conld be ghown {0 appreciative
eves, this hot summer day, tha that |-rn-~v|n|c:‘l 'r-_v.;?
roideror fod,. many-gabled house stanting well bk
Trans the rivers to whose banks mins o loug oll-
{aslitoted garden full of all old-fashivnel Illu\a:rrg-
mavigolls, amd Loudon pride, and dpinty f-“-:t'l in.m
witls it= pale iminpeure goses, 4 garden whor in l;.gu\
find delivions pasturage, and where, jost now, g

1o moths dre beginning to whire shont among
g “l. with the lobelias wn 1 deli-

seraniims, whicl, :
:t-l.:;‘q"' Jdlow rosos and fhioy homelior 1n-1¢l|lmr!._
lonk l':‘..» fine Jadies among o gatherng of counirs
{olk,

ater's ode grow great alder toees, with
and bere and lhrrr " Ir.}n‘-;h drop-
) v, seerned to touch the ripples of the Fiver
}ul;l?: Ill:-w--.l. for very love of rlwl‘r Liright beanty,
The old hotse 3 watched theriver and the
flowers through deep mullioned w_mdnwni fromed
in swoet tangles of jasmine, clemntia, and vy s and
abont one of its gablesn Datksta rose had spread a
uet woven of green leaves, and starred with zolden
Lt tons,

Lot us ent

Near the w
gnaried stens,

er the room which leoks ont upon the

arden and the river, and wliose curtains are drawn
fuil\ aside to let in the weleome coolness thit even-
jug is bringing to refresh o world which hus panted
{hreugh this real hot summer day in the month of
July.

It is low-roafed, or would seem o now toour
more modern 1deas, and woold be square but for
certain chiarming recessvs lgrnuc!ung oul in nuex-

wted places, one o which is large enough to eve
& tall narrow window all to itself, a couple of el wirs
with spindle logs, and some carvea oak shelves rich
10 hits of rare old ehina, :

The window that stands open i# so wile it mecms
aliwst to fill tho entire end of the goom, and all
pound it rups a wi dow-seat luxurionsly cashioned,
1t just now looks like a frame made of tendrils and
Biossom-laden vranches, and framing dmntily a
piver-landscape 10 exquisite olive groen and gray,
wliere Lhe .muunr:rui_;:uml,v stirring watr is seon as
it steals thirough rustling flags, and bathes the teet of
4 weadow sweet or twe, whose suuny plumes
mingle with the green of tho sedges and the raset of

e hullroshes, o
th}lnw fuir the world looks thus sleeping in the
welcome eventide! The red sail of o tiny pleasnie-
Tioat nassing weros the dise of the pictire scens the
sail of a tairy bargefor the after-glow of a goreevis
sunset eatelies it and tarns it to ](Ii_ltl_. There are
two people in this roowm whenes such latr sights are
seon, A man and 4 wonu,

The wotnan, seated in the angle of the low wide
window-seat, holds a squure of masling fine #s &
N'ljdr["n web, 1n her nimgd; an open basket full of
tiny bobbins stanids beside her, and on the dainty
eativas is g sproy of wheat-ears aud poppies,embroid-

vl all i white, y
N‘l'llm lintle bobbins are of sundal-wood, and their
fuint pungent perinme minglee with the scent of the
flnwers that twine shout the window,

She has all her tools at hand, but the sijinre of
qonslin as often rests upon lier lap as oot while
with dreamy eves sho watehes the tramed piotare
of the piver, oF turns with gquiet stemdlast gaze to
het eotnpaaninn,

This woman was not young; that her temale
{ricnds and arquaintaness felt small dilliculty in
deciding. Ho 1 seemel @ questicy involving
ek uueertainty of opinion. }

At all events, hitherto, time had hnt given new
depth il carnestness of expressivt Lo the beaaty
of hor fucs, new grace to the lines of lier pliant
form, us the finger of eatrly autimn lewids to the
Yirginian erecper delicions tints aud tender shuiles
of erimson aml golil. ] :

Still, some people gaid, ina sorl l‘l"f rnﬂhl_ll'll'!t:ll
way, that Mitlieent Warner wis® getting on, wlints
ever thar wight wean, awd—when the speakers
were of the gentier sex—satd it with cunning intlee-
ions of voies whicl aonght to elaim the piry of the
tener for the progross in question. _
tut in the eyesof hLer old unvle, Sir Geoflpey
Woarner, *Mille® wus still a ebild, As an orphan
sho lad Lot Teft carly to bis care; and that care
Liad lwen such as to merit full well her devotion
throngh the v aof mndenhomd and worasnbowl ;

otion thiat Ll grown to him as the very air he
wthodd, ol s he atmesphere in which he Hived
and moved aud bad his eing,

They wete very huppy. those two, in tho muny
gabled red ronfed honse down Ly the river. for
cach auderstomd the other, caclimimil woas enltared
and cotapanional e, nud each yvear's moutine was
varied by long aututg wanderiiigs in foreia lands,

Iy Milly's Lfe, years back tow, them Tl Dacein
aner n dreamn—a  lappy Wlissful diwam while 1t
Tiseed, sk after the divam had come the waking,
Tu the Girst twspulsive freshness of Ler giglhood she
Bad loved, trasted, believed=nml found love amld
trust, and eredence thines given bttt 1o the seu-
blanee of what she lud rested her hopes npon tin-
srndoinely, She had suffered, yot been Tirave in
fisr suttering, and so the shmlow  pussed from the
fair surinee of her Mle as the shadow of o storm-
elomd fromw & sustper sea. _

Yot the suflering left its mark, in quickened pos-
silulities of sympathy for ottiers, in e
fvss to every sortowlul ereature who eanie 55
hor path.  Hers was onn of those elear-cut, high
featured faces that even in extrome old pue will
Tl cortain boauty 3 the eves dark gray, blick
Jushed s the bair black as & raven's wing witha
orimple Tuniing it here and there thie nosie glichtly
ejuibine, with UL N LN altnost Lranspuarenl oS-
tril=: the month o lttle smd, bt wiost  ineffabily
sweet al times, alsoat times a Utde stern; the chin
firus aod tpely monliel,

such was Millicent Warner to look at,
to slie was delightiul, so sympathetie wus ey
(lection of lLer soft low voier; Imt she was n
woran whe was often silent, anild aftin spoke hy
look or simile as mwuch to the purpose as another by
uany worls.

s My dear, shie's thivty-live if shis’s a day,” saud the
wifee of the village rector, firat 1o this person, then
to thist. :

Amid mayle the lady was as near right as 1l-
pature was likely to be, adidine a4 gear or twa, to
ke np for the miany who were rendy Lo rate Miss
Warner ot several years less than lier actunl age,

That she was over thirty way be sllowed. Yon
golilons se sich perfect repose and grace of manner
ax Sie Geoftrey Warner's miecs possessed in any
wornan under i That the tesch of light on the
edun of those ]prvlt:: ripples in her hair meant the
glisten of o silver thread or two mizht also be
tuken s proven,

That she was an inflnence, pure and true, in the
lives of those with whom =he came in contact,
micht also be taken for gronted,

: No oue could look inte Ler eyes and [doubt that
act.

“It makes me very glad and happy to hear all
thes things.’

she looke | acrossat her eompanion a4 she spoke,
o sweet oontent shining in ler eyes.

1 kuew it wonld,! he answered Blithely. * Al
the way bese | was thinkiug whot weleowe news [
cirting'

This was the way with Millicent Warner.  Noane

over doahted her truth and reality. If =he showed a
iu-mm that she liked them, that person knew that
or liking waus a thing 10 he velied upon—solid
ground o whicl their feet might pest soenrely—
nut the shaky Do land ot pissing Ceaprice or
ttoetod sympothy.
And <hee was very glad to hear the news jnst tolil
to her by Ruthven Dyott, for it concernml lis own
wiliare, amd what enn well be deater to any of us
than the weltare of the fricnd we love !

Huo tloseiyed have fresds, too—this vonng
fellow with 1) 1 dark candid eves,
He was noppsof the drones of eartl, but« whie
peorued o honest dradgery that might lead to
mate wd fame.  Indeed, be belopged to a profes-
wion o whieh no man who georns peal hasd doadge-
ey ean hope 1o g ton, for Ruthven Dyott wasaeivil
wLgineer,
lready he seemed marked ont for o sucerssful
career, tor, thoueh hatdly thresamd-twenty voars
bad paszed over s head, Bis name wis dssnciated
with uclever discovery in clectrical eogipvering,
sl among Lis earthly possessions be reckoned
Jotters patent for thos discovery,

sotuneh tor the motd aud toil of Hie, as Ruthven

Tryatt bad wet and wrestled with it,  As for 4]
life's poetry, that hisd consisted 10 the {riendsiup
borne to lim by Millicent Warnor,
For the last of sb bis week's work was
brightencd, any disuppointment that met bim in
those six days of ol wid tonght was softensd, hy
the rotlection that on the seventh he could, it he
chiose, aki s way to the red-rooled, mwany wililed
Bouse dewn by the viver, enter the protty room 1 bhut
Inaked into the garden full of sweet old-fashioned
flowers, und there meet a gentls, Kindly greeting—
the clasp of a cordial Ilul.llt the gt of welcome in
o wotnan's soft grave cvos,

Not only so, but he could talk of his plans, his
work, luis bhopes, lis fears, toa listoner whose sym-
Prthiy was so gesured a thing thnt e almost ceasol
10 be gratetul for 1. Later on, Millicent wonld
sing of play—songs that old Sir Geotlrey knew by
heart, and to whosa melody he Joved to let the
Bk on Lis armehiir riso snd fadl—compositions by
those old masters ol usie whoso l{fulie sprightli-
;::'1\; l: pervaded by a luunting uoder correst of

s,

Truly these Sunday evenings at the Hermitage
were bleasunt thingd to look forwanl to iu lﬁu
widst of the hurrey, and bustle, aud smoke of Lon-
dou town, and week by week, and mouth by month,
:h""f cﬂ‘:—']“lf :l.l;.;“oﬁ and uwuﬁr—awmte-r than Huth-
! L " i I‘ "‘mr N i !
h";‘"‘ﬁg { kue!\v\.' " Loyish heart thao be

lieent Warner had grown to be the musie of
hic ble, and it was grand and holy mml:lll::um—
music  which lifted  his  bright ~ young na-
ture into a ciearer, purer atmosphere than that of
ro earth; auusic that kopt Lis life clean and his
s hooust, sud fod the Luup of awbitiou in bis

onl ns oil feeds the flame that hurns hefore n shrine,

And now, on this glowine summer's day, Kuthven
hadi come ont from the busy hive of the town o
this pencelul conntey home, with a heart full of
pride: and jov, amd vet with an aching pain deen
down in it, for he had only told Millicent Warner
the lulf of his news yet,

He lund said that the Government of o far-oft
Inmd was willing to: ntill ze his discoverv. What he
had not said was that the terms upon which they
wintld agree to do so wers that the inventor shonld
gecept offiee wnder them, amd superintend the work-
g of his own scheme,

He was conscious, indeed, of a steange relnetanes
to t. anmnuteate this last picee of intellygence just
yet

He wis o bit of amental epienre, and wanted 1o
enjoy the full tlaver of thissweet womat's pride in
his snecess without alloy,

It had seemed a terrible thing to him all alone—
the ddon of o parting etweon hinself and Millieent
Warner. He had sald to Bimsslt that the loss ot
her wonld make lim feel the same sense of pswil-
den empLy stlence, a8 had more than ones cotie
over him when her ounning Hogers®dropped from
the ivory keys, and the melods they bad leen
weaving i an exguisite weltt of sound, ceased, 1t
hod seemed to liim like this, thinking of it,

Now, watching her by the soft slommering light,
listening to the tones of hier solt low voice—a voice
that was capable of conveymg an intensty of
glwdness, though never ratsed into ontwarid show of
passion, to Rathven Dyott the thought of tais pos-
wible severanee from all part or ot in her lile
hrought with it an everpowering sopse of pam-—a
thuddering forelhoding nll lonely days, and months,
Mnl. Veurs to ot

When they bad talked over the good fortnne that
hadd befallen bim, when they had, as it were, set it
i therr widsy and dooked at iv from every poolila
potnt of view, it smlidenly straek Miss Warner that
for o man who bad bud © greatness thrnst apon him*
by the hand of fate, ber companion was somew hat
distrait, not to say moody,

SYou arve pot Lialf as glad as T thought yon wonld
be, not hult as glad as yon onght to be$ shie saud,
shaking her head, caliting, yet sunling too,

ek I b echoed | passing his hand across hiseyes
as il the sunshine from the burging workl without
had snddenly stremmed in and dazeled nim. © How
ean 1 bo glad, Millicent, of what must take we
away from you I’

S lake you wway U shie smd, and ther stanped,

She did not choose to question hinn  She Was
conscions of @ cortain shicht myitation of miml,  He
Pl been heeping sometlineg b I wins strange
it was not like Wnthven Dyott: at all events not
like hima in bis dealings witls her,

* Yos,” le sadid, rising troi his seat, and taking lis
stamid elose by her side, *take me away from you.
How, then, ean 1 be glad 7'

Do they want you to go oont there anid set the
thing woing: amd, if they do, nre you Hkely tofor-
get the friends vou leave belind, or do yon faney
we shall forget you, that you put on such a tragic
air, Kuthven

It 18 not o case of going away, it is a case of
staying away.

f b had heen standing somewhat belind lier,
ghe might have soticed how pale Le gew, as e
nttered thie last two words—words thut mensnt so
pich,  As it was, she only notald a thirdl of pain in
his voiee, She hent elosely over an earof larley to
which lier needle wis adding deleate fmshiong
tonelies,

“They want von then to seitle down there—to
take the manseement of the a'tair enthely into
your own hatuls ¥

s,

The ear of barley wasiow daintily comuleled,
fringed with a feuthery beard: she jooked at it
with complacency, her iead a littie on one sile in
the prettiest pose pmaginalie,

1 think the idea an exeellent one,” she said, spedk-
ing slowly, and as if foll of wntent thenglit; " most
excellent i every way.”

Fxen to leaving you !

*There isulwayvs sone little drawhack to every-
thing, 1sn't there * she answered Dl

Do vou eall itn fittle drawhack to lose all that
s aweetest 1 life, to lack all that bas grown mos
dear? he said passionately, his voang tce pale nod
wistfol, his datk eves tuli of pain,

=he turned slowly round i her ebair, and looked
upat him,

sRithven,! she' said, *hayve yon heen' devotine
voursell of Inte tothe reading of rowaneces, yvon
toolish oy ¥

Not e answered, aned shie felr the trembling of
the unud thit rested on the baek of ber chair. ©
Haxe boen Hving one.

Lete was o metnent’s silence, aud Millicent anee
mores bent over lir work,

That her cyes sow  wl
demhited s that they wen
alie hid Sooenl B the glare
dow was, 15 mone likely,
lis headstrong hoy seemed daterpned to rnsh
nurion ks own destrietion,  She had steiven to cnrh
the dmpnise of passion that wasdritfione lmoanto
dangerons waters: but ler will felt feeble, lvr
Lk teeveless—whnt slionhl sl do?

1ow biitnd she had boen, how Tiesotiodly fonlish
not to have foresecn toward what bitter cod things
v ey inge !

sl Wl given o1l hersympnthy, atl hor frioodshin,
to Buthven Dyofr, sinee that oy inoa sprioe thist
seetned a dfethme away, thot day when every bongh
onevery tren was beight with thick-ser lossoms
wihite or wed—when the air was sweet with the
famnt perfume of the hise Bowers, sod  Millieent
Witner, woandering homeward by the viver, mnt
her ancle anid o stranger, o sty doeh-evel iy,
with oo smile as heteht ps the sprong suushine, aml o
mannes ut once eatedbd sl genthe,

sodirey introdueed this eomipanion of his to
s e oy of an eld triend, come to Lon-
ahony o work hardat an sedvons profession © le spoke
of Biont sinid to i as one s ho owas henceforth to be
lonked twiron s oty AT imiEe Cehead, o b weleormed
wariily whenever business woubl allow of an ex
pedition nperver, and, mpre vepecinliv, o e Jooked
foron a Suy L toget a brenthor bwoed fresh e to
Bl vou throngh o week of suinke, oy Tad, e saud,
wiheti thint night Ruthyen Ivert tonk his leave,

1t secmed o botg, Tong while ago, all this, and now
this end wies drew g niiel,

Maow oiten hail these twe, the womnn whe fiad
given ber (riendslibp sl hor ogh snpoliling in-
Hienee so ungradgingly, and the man wioso lije
Lad heen bozhtenea and sistadnwd by the ealin
steady radinmee of her sympathy, lstened to the
rustling of the water as it whispered in and ol
rmong the seidges, 10 the robin singing sadly on the
Big thorn teee by the window, 1o the le i of
vellow-billed hlaekbind riotousiy in WOy
oming of sprng! Al now they would Listen

t they restesl on may be
Thm dned misty, as thongh
of the stonowhope o

tl
tior thiese sontiald never again togeilier,

WAt §8 =0 swiet to iny man a8 to garner npin the
sanetuary of his innertost leart, in the mulst of
the hurry and bastle ol life noa bisy city, the
thoneht of o slindow y oom, porfomed with Howers,
aml made saerel by tne poesence of 4 true, pure
woman, & friend who cminet fnil him, @ roon
wlhiere, enter when Lo may, a Kindiy grecting waits
Vit @ kinddy Band weets sod elasps s ?

All these things hawd Ruthven Dyott found ax the
redd liouse Ly the river.

What wonder that his heart was heavy within
L as he said < )

< This neans not only going away, but staying
awuy:

Realizing all that Millicent Warner liad been in
his life lutherto, he folt the very thought of life
withont Ler to be unbearable.  Aml vet thers was
something in her guict self-contained manyer, 1n
her niatter-of-fact comments upon (e views of s
srospeets, that galled linn inexpressilidy, and wade
yin hite Dack the tot prassionate words that rose to
his boyash Hps,

e 2l i pontie, and tene, and Kind,! be thonght to
himself hitterly, * vnt sfve is cold, passioniless, more
statue than woman aftee all!

But after one Jong look at the sweet face hending
over the embroblery, his heart got the beiter of his
brnin:  wise retlect ciadim meolation ted, amd
with w1l o lover's imperionsress he Tl takien Ler
work from her hauas, maprisoned those soft white
hutds o lis, and was Lilting to liers o trouabiled,
wistiul fooe, durk cyes full of pleading, lips that
trombled ke a girl's,

Truls oo lack of worde was his

All the story of what the past hnd bean, of what
the futnre wight be—iy s opitiei=9as ponred
forth with love.given elogquence,  Kisses lell thivk
upon the hunds e held sooeloseiy,

And Millieent Histened in unbroken ealmness for a
o protest of, * 1 love yon,
atd T o vou. Millicent—Milli-
cent,! slie made answer, * At all events vour think
w0, Buthven, and ot your age it coties 1o the saiie
thing,'

The words were eontly snoken, @ofltensd toa by
the touneh ol her buod apon his thiek dark Jocks,
Lint they preresd Hie dirts,

L spraannge o Jeis feet, aoad fornd he hal to strangle
sotelhing very liliea sob betore he could speak

Sl zuws Lim no time tc recaver his eloguense,

meet whe maid, fvou have wpset my bobbin hose
het, careless boy.'
it toment the doorof the room slowly
o, el dnocatne Sie Geottrey, happily ubeon-
seious of having o bamdana bandkerehief across his
slhionlders, and the bow of his black satin tie nmler
I= feft ear,  The old gentlenan hnd heen havine a
doge in the lbrary clinir, aud these disorders were
the resnlts.

Wiy, Huthven, miv boy,” he said with the most
cordinl of weleomes shining ont of his eyegla
“who expected to see you here

Then, without waiting for n yeply, those same
elasses planeed rom one to the other of the two peo-
ple whose tete-a-tete he had iuterrupted.

‘b day, eb day! have you two been quarrel.
lineg ¥

“Pathven has upset my boblin-lasker,!
Mills, ristng and wheeling a low cl air round t
window for her unele,

=0 there was nothing for it but for Rutliven to
go down on bis knees and haot those reliactory
sunidal-wood boblins into the yarions eoruers and
recessen (nto which they had seen fit to rell: und it
is 10 be feared le wwardly ansthematized the
whole tribe, basket and all, duriog the process,
When the lust steaggler was capturad, and Milly
declured their powber complete, Kuthven's two
items of news—the accepted patent aud the oflered
appotntment—were duly lmparted (o Sir Geollrey
who mile merry, and mentally kilted a whole ber
of fatted calves over lis yonug friend's good for-
tune.

Later on they all strolled down to the river, for
Ruthven's road lay that way, and he might as well

ki
o Lthe

go by the garden and through

the tield-path s not, | evil; there

ow lovely, how ealtn, how still it was. Searcely
a sound hiroke the quiet save the eriekeis singing in
the wraes, and the low measared splach of oars,
sodnew bere far up the river.  Silenes weomgad to it
the time auid the hone better than words, and Huth-
veu's eyes, darkly sad, tnll of repressed longine, of
Tittor reg wvir sopght those of the woman by
lils shile,

Sought, yot wellom met, for Milly seemed ab-
sorhed by the beanty of {he soene aronmd them,

Ity plucking this leaf or that, at Inst Lnthven
enllell w tiny sprpy of green which gave onl a
::ulll and pupgent scent, as le ruflod it iv has
i,

*What da yon eall this Y ho ""MT STt s o very
alil-fa-hinned plant. I am sure, for it reealls to my
mind goitig o afterneon serviee with my nnrese |
when I was so small that T Ll to be holsted on to
the =eat of our family pew, and wns dways nn the
point of slipping off awaip, My nurse varrivd o
elean handkerctief, folded and Iaid upon her
prager-book, and in its i Wlsone or two kpriys of
tlln‘q gweet-smolling green thing, whatever it may
e,
CYon're right, my Loy, said Sie Geoflrey, “it 1% an
olil-fa<hioned kind of plant, ond conntry lolk eall it
w Lanl's Love"? i .

Ttushven, with one quick flashing glance at Milly,
the while o hot fush pose to his checks, l‘!fﬂ}'l[lﬂ'lt the
little spray of blue-green leaves as if it e sued-
denly grown rad-hot, ;

s dove) he thenght bitferly watking in
silenoe by her side. * Yes, that is what she deems
the love T oftor her. She takes e for o mere boy
who (2es 1ot knew his own mind, wnose vauity is
tluttored by a clever woman's notiee,”

Py MY did unt let him go withont a word,
Tnst af the last, when Sie Gootlrey had sain good-
night anl tarned nomeward, she lingened, 5

<o not think me angrateful, Bathven * she eaid,
sfor all yon have toll me to-night. You wonld
wiong me eruely i yonu did T vl write to yon
aml tedl you all T eonld not sy before, I suree 1
e fever forget—no woman can forget—a man who
has onee loved hert

he thonehit astrange stie and

For n mwoment
qurver panseid aceross ler face : but when he looked
again it was gone, and Milly, ealm a8 any St

Cerltin listontpe to the strams of lor own evokin
aml Iooking heaveuwatd the while, stood  hefore
him with o sile apon her lips and grave sweet
eves meoting s nnfalterinaly,

“Then she left him,  Awl he, standing there hare-
headedd in thie shadowy light, watohed her go, not-
ing the zrace of her gait pud the sweeping dow ot
Ler gown,

Al at ones ghe torned, and waved her hand a
moment in adien,  Then the turn of the path Lid
her Trom his sight.

«Rhe I8 gentle, pure and frie: the mest womanly
woman 1 hnve ever known,” pondered Eathyven g8
hn went on his way: bt she is eold and passion-
1owy,  Shedoes not Enow, porhiapa han pever knowa,
whiat love is'

Voanwhile. Milly too went on her woy.

Half-way np the iten she stooped an instant to
raian something from the ground, theast it inte per
posorn, st went into the honse, whiore for the rest
of the evening shie tead alond Lo old Bir Geofirey or
ehntted to humof soch things as he loved best to
hear.

Just as the tuoon was rising and spanninge the
river with o pathwoy of silver 15, Millieene
Warner retircd 1o her elinber, of the door
beliined her, anid found heesell faee to laee with her
own heart.

(i, poor little dronving speay of greeaers! If
toars aml Kisses conal v given vou huek your
frestiness, tlien Biel von never tadel,

When the first faind ay tonches nf morning
wokne the river from jls s "heneatl e Kisses of
the miant that shone uo nioee, the wolnan wlo wis
sl and nassionless” who *dul not kopw  what
lowes wass <titl=at by theopen window

sty el Jto have arown old in ey
fiee laoked grav in the gray heht: there wore dnek
shadows beneath her eyes, il 2ol Hoes about her
H|||I|||I.

Ax Jacol wrestlod with the angel so had Milly
wreatled with that Lot reb honrt of liers,
eruslied and Weeding, « | to' her

That now,
ey Lo dake the sorlanee of @ vangiished Tos,
bt vietery, She wonld

she had won a hanlfor
strateli forth her haml to reap no havvest of awoet
" po loar wil passionate delighe, whose
attermath shoold et praoll Lt bernes and s |
reproach : aml to Rathven Tyort
Ah, shie diipsd not think of that! This wasno
giiprow to he dwelt upnin. bt one inowhich the ouly
wooof steength Iav an avordane,
« narn, [!.il-!.l 1, M| was neverthieloss n

ntent,

vi. tor.

Yer the tirds leneath
=t thie tes
& life in bitvied

.‘ Swante Yy
.. The prth he I
y of lime, in stieh o lanse, tooran throneh

Wi lEateen, amd anp hills of fittienlee s

un lias plenteaf time to shine opon him: anil

e stinging biting rain, driven against Lt by the

hitter wimd of adyversity to b 1 1 Kev
- !

P =t cer o oo, n "
thorns pieree, in soch a breadth of ¢
choraeter, thonghta ard feelings are 504 hianged sa
carveil by thie dhisel of thme, that the man of fve
atil-forty wonld sepreely pocngntzs lims-1f in the
1ad of twenty who nsed to Tonk at him from  his
wirper vvery moroing, and  whistle for very light-
Leartedniss ax ho Droshed the thick enrly lonks
ate pow se sparse nndd streaked with silver

hiasl eome npan

iners nighe. By
v Do staml Baresheadpd in

and - twaenty

nwe ' LAl ¥
o wakeluh Woilin oving swiftly throagh the
e Int-erass, whirh r atled] anider e tonen of

Onit ot his hen—ont of Slslife—tliongl bhe bnew it
{TH

Feo Later he roesived M onpi®s prom-
[ | lettor Lo whicly s saunnl
within bim sty wiit—=nnd wlken the
thing =o longed-for eame, its kKindly ft”."' ness anid

cali staterly intem At nadf msddoned TN

(STTVERS muadidened fun, he ciame tothink in s tome
to eoqie, ns Do Jookied how k tipote the b=ty inpnle
siveactions that followed,  No anavwer was sent to
AMilly, and Dathven Deott hoerisd up north to
spenil o wonth or six weeks with hisown relatives.
without atrempting to ving the rodd hoirse by
river—determined, iu faet. o 1re apd banish from
Ll sneoiory the vorvnsistenen of Tos it
¢ Sl me one [ine o sy that vou oreiee me for
any poin D may bave causad vou: gl holisve me,
dear Potliven, the time will eome vlen von will
lonk Laek npon ol thes s o passi aney thar i
was well mndend shionld pass, agid leave vonr yaung
1.0 still Lree,

Thos had o that fateinl letter,
line " was never sent,

1 havis Ioved o stattie, noloa wamsy, 1 ohaee
Teett a fool, bt now Laie wiseo 1 have been blindd
Lt mow 1 see.”

Thua r=n HRathven's thouehts idnriee that long
jourtey north,  But with tioe, and the uear ap-
proach of Lis de ture from Brglonsd, came salter
feeling,

Yos, ho wonld go anit sav farewsll to the woman
who bad haen to hime so eoml pnd troe o eietl @ e
wonld ones more watel the river stealine alone
beneath the alder-tt = ates more wanider in the
parden whers all olid- vned flowers grew aml
flonrishied axceeiinely,

Autimn’s hand had ehanged the aspact of the
wariten aml river sinee Tast he had soen thom, The
Teaves of thie Virginian erecner, ted, and gold, and
Piiseet-hrown, weare strown npon he wrnsy
datntily tinted : the roses were all dead ;
trees Lo shed their hest leaves,

St st ehangn of all, not a windoaw was1 nn
eurtained, sl when Ruthven rang at fhe porohe-
door. the first sonnd thar groeted him was the 2ra-
v af 1oeks and luiltsa,

cAre =Sip Geotirey and Mise Waraer from |
b gslel of o withereld ol ho hi
i froom nnder shingey
evidently hore hin (
futhial her trom her Lale, whe

Rir Ge'itrey’s demd aned
where the lady's gone,”

V lint wais all

Bt the *ane

no
the alder.

e 1

1
erating of

thn

Then ra
1 Wi aft ont
th the S llepn leaves
g Mossis atl nronnsd hime Mo
powas mone ! bheath st

apd Milly—low shie gt
v to wrile, not the
1 for, hnr maay linges, nr-
L svmpatlatie, tender, was Ruthven's npst pin-

dine. He kuew of go adidress whither Lo migis
wenid, except the old home now 89 fesulite. s
eonld bt tinst to the taint hope that * Vo e for-

wiarded, strongly aderl L gt appean to any
conecenie ths erore with the hushy bmows pos
weagel] s b eould bt wait and witeh for sone wird
of greeting duting the few davs that remained to
him Lefors e manst sturt on bis loog journey,

Ile watohmt aud wated in vatn,  The silence re-
mieined unbroken : aml le hore that silvnce with
it to tlie iew Dad and new life in whieh his lok
pow Lay=u burdon heavy to be hotne,

Vet time did its inevitable work of healing.  New
weeges, new stirring aapecis of work and tide, drittil
thomehil into pew ehnnuels, Kothven never forgot
Millicent Warner, noe yet the red honse by the
river, and tae plensant hours pissed in the room
with the wide fuw witidow that looked across the
erass il tiowers to where the alder branelies hent
to kisathe ripples as they passed.  He did not for.
wets bt the pieture grew dimmer: and in time—
whit changes may not be wrogght vy that stlent
resistless intluenee men eatl time !=Ruthven Dyott,
recalling the worl< of Milly's letter, * This is bat
faney that will pass! looked wise, and ownad to
lis own heart that thoss words wore true. They
hiad seemed eruel inadav that was past; bat then
hie saw *us in o glass darkly ;* now he stood face to
faee with the certainty that Millicent had been
eruel only to be kind, "

It was no rare thing! he thonght to himself,
smiling at the follv of a day that was dead, * for
the object of alad’s first love to be & wotnan some
ears his elder.’ The romance died away and no
Lﬂu was done. good and pure influence this
woman whose experience of 1ifé nad chastened anl
refined her character, had kept his lite frae from all

Cnooe, of what valme did they seem in hie hnggard

was wuch revercuce wingled with the

tenderness that he in his youthful
taken for o possioin,

Yen: the story was neither rare nornew; and |
1'l-‘m‘i two yenrs after that parting in the gloaming
by the river, the resl romance of a pussiinato love
cama to Bothven Dyott,

Millicent had swaved him, now he learned the
swootuess of awaying another, Milticent had been
his gnide, now he was the guide of one who found
all her snoshine in his smile,

Milliewnt's dark eyea had heesn wont to watch him
with helpful interest, Lnt not always approvingly,
Aliee, in givkish blue-eyed wile, wonld not know
lm"t' to begin to elide Thn, much less to g0 on.

Shpn stodied his comfort as the ous thine worth
striving for: connted hersolf Dlessnd among women
in that he had eliosen hee from all the world to Lo |
forever hy bis side; read the books he laved, a0
that she naatit be alue to speak of them with him; |
made, moa worl, o perfeet wife, But by her very
perfoction and the utter nnsellishness of her dovo.
tion, she cheristiod, rathier than helped him to lghs
aingt, n certain wilfn! headstrong impulsiveness,
that  Milly, poor fajthiul Milly, whose honest
tomgme wonld smonth ovor ne trath, however dis-
arecalile, had ofttimes eallmd his* rock ahewl.”

Nover wore happier people than Kuthven Dyott
anl his wite— for w tipe,

But at last sove and bitter tronnle came to them ;
and i this wise,

A vear ufier there marpiaee a child had heen born
to thun; o boy with Kothven's dark eyes, clens-
ent Teattres aud sanny smile, When the lad conlil
stagger three steps across the feor and then fall
into Lis niother's ontstretoliad avms, Alice thought
her enpof joy conld hrim no higher; when his
wibiy=ting hegan to tey and lsp her name, she
thonght that there was yor another note adided to
the exgnisite muste

And 5o the years passed on,

The ehilil heesme the bov, the hoy the yonth:
amd then to Rathyen Dyott and Lisoswife Alice,it wis
given to learn by hitter experienrce tha troth of poor
ol Lenr's exeonding bittor ery that sharner than a
sorpent’s tooth it i, (o have a thankless elihl,f

Cothibert, this only son of theirs, mas worse than
thanldess, T there sach o thing as too wueh jove
aewell astoo nineh hacsliness, in the rr:mugnml
tending of g elild ?

The mother of this vonpg “fellow  would never
have allowed sneh to be the ease,  In ler oyes all
the wron g her hoy did, all the shwme and sorrow hie
trought npon hus father and herselt, was the tanlt
of somebody alie—first of thin false fricwd, then of
that bl companion: never of bimself. e was
“on easily led. she said, * and wicked people tooi
adwantage of iy contos disposition,”

Her hasband said Little or nothme, and, for her
dear make, was generons and forgiviog to the young
sinner. Bt he prew to look ohler than his years
his uprichit form began to stoop, He would walk
aloneg silent amd  preoconpled, lis eyes on o the
sroumd, the brows above them prekersd in thoneht,
Mare than ouoe, when Cothbert, tashol of face,
desorderly in dross, nusteady of gate, Tomil-vowed,
deliant, or desponding, acconding to the stawe of
dennkenness at whieh fe bad aeeived, foand  bime
self o hes father's presence, that father odid it
tury npen his b toek himsslf in his private room
where nutie—nnt even Aliee—dare follow, awd there
cdron lus weird,” in solitary, brooding niisery,

el been wilfnl, impulsive, ofttimes laeking
in paticnee gl sl Cenntrol, Lat e il kKept Los Life
elean and elvars he bl never degraded the man-
Bl wathin bims be bad totded hard at los profies-
wian i fume, wealth, sucoess wers his; aml

ignornaee had '

evest What was to beeome of this elinstly * feteh’
of his this tad so lke in oatwanl seeming to the
Ty wha Dnd gone to London nearly thirky years
tey to prsh his foetnaes, the boy to wlhin
Mi nt Wiarner had been o good and try
friemd ® Yes: sprangely ononeh in these the
of liis Liftter soreow, Rathvon Dyvott bethonght him
of the past, vemwembered the womaa who bl
righieoed and swecetened his Tie and then passiol
ot of it e ashinlow thut s aom nembereid her
with a new =pring of grat tode ristug in his argl
Liewrt toward her memory like a sparkling rill of
walter i A oalisoct,

He set himsetf to wonder that had hecome of her,

Wis she married long aze, or bl ey ehastonsd
spivit el fram earth to beaven, and Iett only her
mamory to shine in the learts of those who bl
known and loved her,

How [ shonld ket lave one of s old e
chats with lier, te'l ey all abwont this nnlsippy oy
af hie, amd of Alles, his darline, his wile whe bl
huwery w0 e and lovi o e panton to im all
Liedd mpmen Bis miml alinost
et For nostranws ehange il
moon 3T, Dyt Shie, s gaileless, 80 enmfid
Ol wrown silent il teservesl,  Nooone ever
eyed were dlwavs wiry,
loak in (helr
king forn s
arklng, pa
by stie Linal fost
sring to liet nims
tie langhter bsy whosg fiew
t golug | lesod sy conld Nardly
v, for the tear< tliat rose so fust,
dip ol

HEH |

as hoast
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- AN

gt lost—always
fhey seeking 10
remenn herm] st

viaphrs fur hi
'
ki le

1 L ehshimd away Lot webn every
thapen ! Who cin rivid mnehit of the sablime ths s
torg of 0 mothor's heart mourming over the biek-
einding af e ehilil she bovnght nte the worlid?
Euthven spene alinst to [ear his wile, Her dim

CFes MRt wortld semd o el thoongh every

pervein s baady, ; .
e Bad uecer leen o man of mneh welicions pro-

in o these eilays b was
wut Ly tle vol patiy he
« with' Ul it Phan watl thie

outly fir Ehats
lite wife, tlint

Meaven wanhl huvo pity v st sould, sl
Life e e e ehot wos s larkoning ol hier

About tids tisue an ol felend vy toovisie Adfes
Tiyntt, one of the feienets vl it i
JCH (T L i, i times fraee, i T|-|| (e LT
mre faithir Towsss b bty b ties of  Kin-

dridd Tl ns ever so clivglv,

Lot vour by eome oo with mo for a while,”
i this gl fi o Luthven whien ligr stay
fey bps s Wl Cyour wile ook

T s sindiine on s
wed Do helploss, Tean

Sy v s eald i etsupanion, ¢ Yo van
It Ot L TR o=y godsan, yon
kuos i 1 Tioy ot clnim toa partand ot in
Wm

VAWt o Yiry LT o

Likks ' e b= U the mnat sensibile

Awoltan G the 8 rhi s b always does, yui

Uil e, too) auswened Rothven with a
SO0,

sar Moo, Janos Unvesey had bee way, and Cathe-

nieene it in whieh,
fricnd tan inlerview

e Lefu niivie 09 dimas, an
I

L TR E s Bl 4 A )

Migs, Llovensy

)
from whivh pmee furthowith noeres
fasgenk of, hing i whish A sl no stagle feary,
Wis suothse etetly aeguiecid.

Flie 1ty otis it this pertodnftheir lives were liviog
i Lot dors M and Mrso Coveney dwel b fae north,in
o lovely st of o place woinge the Eaghsh laies; wo
Cuthibert footal Heele siialarity tetween the life he

went ite aned the Tife lie bl Ieft: sud fora time
w all events the excitement of clinnen imiat--so0 iy
father theusbt—tead to keep bl hubits in abey-
Lae,

Mrs, Coveniy wmte at intervals, but bevonid a
goneial cliveriness ol 1, nothing very delinite
cimplel b zad pered froo her fetlers.
nthiven [yeunt 2 into hos stady one
ot when the doylight was dyiug amd the
fropping carthwant likea oeay voil, saw
' a wlilbe patell upon Lois desk,

Ie was o letter, aad b Cutl s hintnd

Now the buy selilam wints away Ifrom
Bome, Wihat indeed wos thees Jorlim Beosgy !
Wiks it any goold tom ke promses that were hiat
cwritten e oeand,! dovined to o wishind wway aiol

leave to truce  ooge the thle of  empla-
tion shonld artse ¥
Sllimee was better timn meaningless wonls, as
r ol son: lizud Tig 1} nrmeal,
whler tank tu ks eyes (he e

i L] b Doy b b bo sogie
i to sonuy new fegiptation=—i
i bl woshily shactebed abid o lipoal 10
wtnnt of thele gonorosite § Was il
dentamd for ey to pay dlelits wi
« the only way in whieh puablic

1 '|lll-\l.l
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7 litsson's etter,
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warl, yet he shimnk
el Bopes L

ke Tiny shintos of

wl bz to Ly
1

W ULET

I
Mt Hensen In T fnswer
tho pirgsnts o dtughta and
e 4 VEonng b Eht
his b Lar by AL s phie tanaker
worittg it Lior!s b one nledil of Latiie feong f YAt
aniikeoed pntse aml Nreath ho broke (ne seul of
Curl bort s Intier,

Witk were the words he read *

i b ha wees Biere, it has seemed, dear
futhor, o4 thensh senles have fallen from my eyes,
I 1t ton Late, | wopder, for e fo win youy Jove and
tiist ogioe wore, to tey ond muke some Feparation
for the past T 0 s o feiend beside e as Lweits
who tells e that it s never too Inte to micigl. It is
this [rienl wio bas lod me to etrive atter better
thimes; who has shown we the possibility of re-
tracing all the past.  The whols thing has beon so
stratee, so worderful, I bandly know how 1o teil
yvou ot it, o to explain it even Lo wysll, 1 nrst
it with Mrs, Coveney to seo thus now friend of
mine, Then 1 went nlone. Thon I eonld oot bear
to beacinele day withont going,  There seemid
some strange kind of ntluence that drew gi the ons
1o the other—this dear, sweet woman and me, Sho
is quite olid, her bair is white, asd turned back over
o high coshuon, like an olil pieture.  Her taer i
perfectly besptiful, aud has no eolor o it except the
darkness of her eves, They are eyes which sesm
to look you through and through. The first time I
saw her, it was wonderful; you wonld almost have
thonght ahe had known me all my hfe. She held
my hand in hers, and a8 she looked at me, I saw
two bright tears gather in hereyes, Teapnot tell
yon how the friendship botweon us grew: it
Started into lifo at onee, [ think, like Jonah's
gonrd that grew all in a night, 1 have told her all
the past. have kept nothing back l* not even
thinga that it hart dreadfully to tell, ‘Thers never
was anyone in the world 8o asy to tell things to;
pod, aa she talks to you sie makes vou fecl that
yon wonld rather do anything in all the world than

Maunering, lor she is what I su wonld e
enllod an “old maid,! She is very |?:[“|? aud all the
lumr people ronnd shout here ook npon her as their
est Triend, Mes. Coveney says she lins given, at
difteront thoes, large snwes ol woney 1o help the
poor g oure crowded eities,  Ivo™t ot like o beautifol
slery I DBut 1L omust not forget e sad side of it.
This degr lady is almost always saforing, Sho
capnot walk abont like ofher peopte, hut Ties nll
dny long upon o conch near the window of ber room,
whoere shocan woe the lale. She save she loves to
witel the chapwing shiadows that pass aeross its
sttrfuee, awld hardly knows whether sio loves it best
on a snnny day or o clondy one. T heard o lady say
tn Mrs, Coveney (he other day that “ poor Miss
Mannering's lito hinne upon a thread,” So this is
the sad skite of my story, vou sea; bt T am elad
with all my lieart tost T have seen aml known her
tefore that slemdor throwd hos nupped o ftwo, 1
want you and my dearest mnther to try and Inlieve
i just g lietle, 16 wall belp me tore then any-
thing elie in the stinegls which most come, to see
that von do, however Fitle it may Lie. Tt must he a
hapd thine for you to forgel and forgize the past
antd to put some faith in the Tature; but, |L'Glr
father—try do all these things for me "

Wi can most of us hear a areat ‘sorrow onee we
broce ourselyves to eet it but the tonoh of an
unlooked-for joy 15 sometimes wore than the full
heart eun endure,

hen he bl read thos fas in his boy's letter,
Enthven Dyvott eromud the room sharply, sat down
Beside Lis desk, Lid his face upon his arms, aud
Liroke out erying lke a ohilid,

Sometimes in a black and stormy sky a tiny rift
avponrs, through which o struggling sunbezm
satrikes the worlil.!

The bitter home-sorrowe which han eome upon

nthven Dvott anil his wife Alles hnd oftiimes
in:nhl thow feel ke weary travellers heneath o sun-
s sy

Now enmo the rift averliead. and the sunray of
hove. Buthven saw his wife's snd face soften toa
wmile s notsd o new baovaney in herstep: o Liting
El the mosty diness it Lhad stolen the Light from

o OV

st was none of those isaloss mothers who den
1o coe the working of any intlnenees cave their own
m the livesof thar chililren,  Only let ber Yw sure
that influence was for gond and she conld tha k
Heaven for it as for o weloome boon, She seb in
hor pravers the name of this new  friend whem
Crthbert had erown to love: she knew that the
haned wiitelo shondd lead Wim baek to 1o lost path-
way of reofitude vinst Tead him back to her--his
mnther,

<t folt as il her boy. innocent and loving, was
alont to he given back fo her,

When the Sunday eame round it so chianead that
an for the dav eontpined the parable of the
| son. and s Aliew listenad to the exultant
vy s * For tnie my son was dend g is alive again
was lnst, and is found,” her Lhushamnd saw the big
fonrs eather and fall, and koew that they weree
tents of iov.

Faor Cathhert's father and mather helievad in the
sineority of his repentanes, helievad in the reality
of hie determination for the fotnre: and Alice had
writton to i o letter that no one slse, net even
hor hnshand, wser saw —a letter in which she hal

aure ] forth all her heart, speaking of the past as
Ermru--l ont. of the future as radinnt with hape and
firm resnive,

They besan tolook for Cothhert's 'retnen home,
aned wers (611 of plans for his welfare, Hitherto he
hivd st aside all opportnnitics of making n career
fer himsolf in life: now thines wonld b difterent,
e wonlil work with them, not pull against them.

Mt tnstead of the expeeted arrival came a snm-
momns.

searest father, wrote the hoy, * will yon comn
an here as guick]y as von ean T An old friend wants
ty sen veur,  Hovon do not come at onee von will
s ton late, Miss Mannering was onee Millicent
Warner, Sha had to change her npme to take pos-
wvgsinm 0t some property s bt she sy von will re-
member the name she bore in davs Iene past.
Father, &lie Bias besn o miek to me, will vou not
4o as she nske, and come and sea her hefore <he
ding? Sho i en foeble one enn hanily hear her
wpente.  Yestonlay wa thonght she wounlin not live
il mght *

My, Patheen! ericd his wife. *do not lose an
honr —ea apd tell her hov Cothliert’s ot her hilosses
Yoer nomes g0 awld sea vonr olil friend, dear hus-
baml !

.-"-- Itnthven Dvott took o huarried joneney north,
to take o Inst farewn!lof the woman he had toved
Tome vges e, and to whom he now vwed o dehit of
gentitnde wh pever eonll Le padid: for death was
stemning in to elifm the futnre,

She Lav i darkensd room, TTer worn anid at-
tonmritead femme was dleaps! oo snows  wreapper
whosn folds sworn seareely whiter than tha face of
the aleine seomnn, or (he still Inxneiant haie that
ek fravn her brow, The small, high-
featired, oloar-ant faes that e remembiorsd an wirll
ke it i Tha senaitive, deljiogtely ohis
elled mostrila il grown fransparent the mouth
was deeple Haeil s the ipspallul: Bt the old sweet-
nees Inrkeed in the emile ‘hat ereated him, Tt was
nint a mestinge of maey waorda at iirat ; hearts were
too full foe 1 ns to he elognent,

s rathesn, olé frend T eaid Milly, anld then, with
wor land in bl kent sHenre, '

“Yon lnve heen so gond="Tezan Ritthven pre-
gentlv,

o1 lrave done my host, she oot in qnickiv: *and
itent i what Dwoanted <oomech to sea von for: vonr

wos pit

v hasitome woun sl 1S motiiop groat wrone, hnt
[ tlipri tn Bl Ruthyven, oo von hawe faith in
Winy tows, 1 fewed that the tnenine point in his sonne

Wi hias enme, oo that he will thke the strateh:
sepoly dear frieml, the old imnulsiens
weqps thnk T w tn seold yon for Tene nen, have
Hinnz atont von <t far pometimes, an it seoms fo
v, vae Wave boan biasty wirh the Tnd. amd met his
ponresinn i of sorrow with a hot ward or twa that
wanl Lettee have heen loft nngald. Aa to your
witenah, lntheen, Tslanhl Tike ta linwe senn your
wifi—ynit wi'l wee thot in the tima to eome hee hoy
will ke nn ti e for the vain he hns eost her in
thie wnst, and she will not erndes tlie tears she has
shiml, Motherd never do, | tlunk.'

fiee ts thie donrest, tenderest, hest—" saill Ruth-

vienh,

oT am sarenf that, Tell her thar she iloes not
s v steatieer toome, Bt Tike some one | have
Ernwn and lovs) sind saftered with, T have
ittt o mneh abant her sines 1 knew her hoy,
fhat shes lins secmed to crow qnite near ms,!

A ieent Tav thers Hle nowaxen imaee <o white,
s et weith elosed pves and lins gontlv moving.

Al Patheer wateling her, felt ol memories rise
anl saren in his heart ke tha waves of s tronbled
warcy,

Al at onee sha looked up a him, eagerly, in-
tently.

o] ke e Caihbert for vonr son the moment I saw
fiiw. pmd 1 toak Difa strabeht fnto my heart,”

Yo oont e away from your heart in the old
duvs Millieear.!

A slisht apasint orpszod her marhile fontures,

il TE Waell T lLiave mnde npfor it now, I
faes Koot vor inmy memory all these vears.'

W he did von never a=wer iny last lottor 1

o1 alwass wis one todo thenes thoronehly, yon
kpnw: Bren ey eHemies wllowed that; and so I
seit von weeay thoroiehi

1o thonehe the Lamd that still lay in his was
erowine strmowe Ty ool and had half aomind to eall
for same attendant, Bt as if divining his inten-
tion. Milly gently shiook her head,

CWhat o erreless Loy von were, npeetiing all my
cotton hoblins " sle sail presently, witha foint
T,
at 1 was vory =orry, and pieked them all np
weeain s v eonntod them, yon kuow,” he answered,
linrooring her tivood,

whie mutierm] some words he eanbl not cateh,
saredy, surely, thie Rundin s wis growing colder
atill,

Ve mind was wandering huek to the ol home,

Chtoe ore shieoanys e tiver stealime or, whispers

L]

inoe throneh (he siises, wlidineg honeath the alder-
B e b o el Pathyen, tot Tilesworn man  whio
sttt hesadie for wow, bt acstendern, dark-oyed Loy

with a stbn ke sueshine,

Meapine hee Yreath eome short aml fast, Ruthven

watilil it bave sought sonwe abd, but the feeble
tinpzors hald him fast,
*owige kel seeming th battle fora
tremuet s * there is something eloe 1
iovons bead elosrgown bome. 1
nab sfrotis, Y s, aml=ny voroe lills e

e
fell upon his kaves beside the conch. crushing

his Hps norainst e banis
Chathven, slhe acid soflle, Cvon ay Iopot yon
fromg oy heart, wnd iv s toae, e, but=1 loved

vou nll the wial

Silonon s b sond bnt the ticking of o elock hard
Ly, A Jife's weeret it boon telid, and the auawerio
its tetiime is the sonnd o1 2 mat s wesping.

YL Ruew L t <0, for von sl Loe me—aml T
was plght, you see, wasn's 1D 11 was o passing
funey, that love of yours. It was* la's love," teae
and nothing more,  Sacly 44 00 wis, yon gave 1t to
wein wll teath, and, Ruthven, it has lested me all
wmy Jiet

Bhe arew oue hand from the elusp of his, nuid for
a woment gontly tonehed the bowed head which
alionst restedd un lier hireast.

Buthven's iair was thickly linesd with geay, worn
froon the temples; aliost white just abowve the
Lirow,

Bt the eves of the dying woman were dim, She
noted none of these thiogs,

To lier that bowed hoad was dark with cinstering
Inooks as in the olden tune: the dear dead timo
whosy last kuell wis now quivering through that
sileut, eliadow y mam,

HMow long Nuthiven kuelt there he nover knew.
When o' last Lo rased his bhood, the face of the
womnn he hail onee loved so well was still—the
hands he clusped were cold—in death.—{All
Yeur Round.

TR

—— .

THE TRUTH ABOCT BUNTHORNE.

From a Letter to Phe Pall Mall Gazette.

The truth is that tho social phenomens which
those objectionable wonts, * wstneles and @ psthes
ticism,” denote  wers confined to an extromel
narrow cirele until Mre. Do Maorier, whe happen
tao bo familiar with that cirels, began to earicattirs
them into notoriety, At that |)1.1,1'u1|.1|'|~ an ingenious
young gantleman from Ireland came apon the seene,
and, falling into the hamor of the thing, am

ve her canse to be sorry ever again. Tsee I have
ﬂﬁut told you her name, It is —Miss

himself by posing as the typical “ wathets.,” e
made it his husiness (o supply postares snl eateh-
words to the carieaturist. The bait took, and the J

cutehwonds were taken up not by oue cowlo gentle-

mau bat by fifty. and with most avidite by those
who knew leasi of the pemons aod the leas of
which they believed themselves to be making game.
In consvgsence of thewr eflorts, Duntliorne sbon
fovnd himsell becoming fwnons, Poosntly vame
thi * Cologel " and “ Patience,” and his toituue wity
made at ogre, The persons who foudly sipposid
they wore laoghing him dewn were in seality
daving his  guwme, and have very successfully
mighed Nhim up. He is pow the hero ol the hour,
He govsstarring it in Amoegicn, and raniot open %
his lips but his savings are telegraphied all over
the workd, wml celebrated in prose and vorse int
colitmns of the gravest juuruull. Lven your own
poet must needs add Bis tribute, Wilele as for oup
ol friend Funch, lis has fairly got wsthetics on the
brain, He has been going through i coume of Kas-
kin, and solomuly came torward the other day
the uow cliaracter of an arlitee between “truo
wathoticsm ™ and ¥ fabs wxthoticism,” nricleu:’lz
with the tewe griffin and the false griffin in
wint, What next, | wonder, atd when will the
eomic gepntlemen realize the true humor of
sitpation which they have created?  As soon as
they do s, Tshall be surprised if they do aot feel
:ll..n 1t 0% time to leave wsthetes and mstbeticism
e,

DEATH IN THE FOREST,

FProm The Visions of England,
Whiere the greenwood 18 greenest
At gloaming of day,
Wihiere the twelve-gutler'd stag
Faces holdest at bay;
Where the solitwde deepens,
Till alimest you hear
The Wowd-beat of the heart
As the quarry slips near;
His comrades outridden
Wil seorn i the race,
The Red King is hallooing
His hounds to the clhiase,

What though the Wild Hunt,
L Lake u whiriwind of Lell,
Yestereve ran the forest,
With bayiug and yell; —
In his cups the Red heathen
Mocks God to the fuee,
*In the Devil's name, shoot,
Tyreell, ho! to the chase!"—
—Now, with worms for his courtiets,
1o hes in the narrow,
Cald eonch of the chaneel !
But whenee was the arrow ¥

His sin goes before him.
The tust aod the Bxu-ide:

Andl the ourses of England
Breathe hot st hus side,

Audl the Evil-wood wulis,
That in ashes were Laid,

Por bus jest amd his pleasure,
Frown black o'er the glade ;:—

—Now, with worms for lis courtiers,
He lies in the narrow,

Cold conch of the chancel!
Dut whence was the arrow !

Then a shudder of death
Flickered tast through the wood ;

And they found the Red King
Red-gilt in his blood,

What wells up in his throat !
Is it enrsing or prayer !

Was it Henry or Tyrrell,
Or demon, who there

Has dyed the fell tyrant
Twice erimson in gore,

While rhe sonl, disembodied,
Hunuts on to heil«loor

Al! friendless in death!

Lode forest hands ding
On the charcoslor's wan

W Luat but now was the King!
And rhrough the long Minster

The caureiss they bear,
And haddle it dvwn,

Without priest, withont prayer:—
Now, with worms for his courtiers,

He lies in the narrow,
Cold couch of the chauerl!

But whenee was the arrow 1

—[F. 1. ParGrave.

TITLES OF BOOKS,

From The Speetittor,

TFew onteide the eirels of authors and puhlishers
have any ides of the trouble iovelved in clioosing
titles for new books, The factors that combine to
make ap o good title are many, aml some of them,
perhaps, more far-fetched atil eomplicated than
wray At fiest sight :q’-]-vnr. To begin with, titlea are
eopyrighted, and, therefore, woe e to the unwary
r..l.imuvr who employs a title bolonging to W
Wigious tyall for it is the publisher, awl uot the
anthor, who is respousible,  Even a colornble imi-
tation of o previously used title would m
assuredly bring down  the swrath of the Courts, in
the torm of substantial damoges,

Beiore the propossd title fs finally passed for
wiess all the avadable book eatnlognes tor alwat tke
Tast forty years mnst be (diligently searched, to see
that it has not been previouslty adopted,  Apart
from the dreead of lewal phantoms, it is ot advan.'
tugeons to the publisher of vither that two books
shoulid be tn the market nnder the same or even
mestakably simifar titles.  Hooksellers o the coun=
try, when onlering  Ceom their wholesale agents in
town, are lable, ander these cirenmstances, to have
the hooks they do not want sent them: and extea
expense ol carringe and time, hesides a great deal
ol correspondence amd confusion, follows as &
matter of vourse. Suel aopleasintnesses do not
reset 1o the beneiit of the sale of either of the two
publications, Speaking generally, there are many
well marked vaviations of the speeies Title, Pub-
Listiers aml old hamds at weiting are therefore ace
elstomed to spesk of *selling,” * eatehy,” % mis-
leadine™ and = weak ™ titles, Under the fiest of
thesa gronps world  be included those titles which
eatelt the eveal ouee, are harmonions 1o the ear,
and convey instantly to the mand cither 4 clear
prionof the seope and intention of the ook,
js0 o the imngination a desire to know
voncerning its contents,  Amone recently pabiished
Looks, “ The Land of the Midoight Sun' may ba
instanced asa good title of this class. Those wha
o or have read ahont Scawdinavia at once pers
ceive it approprintencss and applicability s and
those who are upaware thut the sun can ever be
sieon at midnicht naturnlly have their enriosit
arotsed by the very tancitolness of the title, an
desire to know moee abont the work, This title is
also one likely to linger long i the memory,

Biographies are about the easiest elass of hooks
for which to select titles, the name of the schject of
the memoir being generally suthcient, Novels ure
eertuinly the most dilicuit books to naue suitably,
Uhongeh in other elasses of books misleading titles
offen tarn ot to be good selling titles, amongst
povels they are n grest mistake, Not a few
worthy tarmers of the South Downs and Welds
must have orderesl Husln's worle on shoepfolds,
awd we wonder how many unsuspivious and stmple-
nitdesd persons have taken * Adiom and Eve " to
a book trsating of the erasdle-tine of onr raee ; and
haye not many eothusiastic stadents  procured
Ringsley's * Yeast,” tioking that they wore gef-
ting a work upon forale and kindred oreanisms ¥
It was not so very long ago that a young Imlly;
asked ata hbeary for Oniaa's “ Moths" to enavle
her to pursue fatther heg entomologieal studies, At
any rate, n nove: saould show clearly fron its title
thot it sa work of lietian, For this reason, the
nse of Biblical gquotitions as titles—a practics ub=
fortunately i voune Just now, wikh certain writers
—15 to e deprecated,

Thero ts otie novelist whose books bear simply
the pames of Howers, and though a voluminous
writer, it s not likely that this class of titles well
b oxhnusted, and the vian has the merit of dis-
tinconess, A growing custom, and one in keeping
with the so-cailed astheticism of the prescot time,
i3 toeall povels by o fow well-Enown werds from,
wome ohil English song or earol.  This method mnr
oty o n passing Gauey, but it is uneonventional,
and, fob thes elass of books to which it is appited, is
an agreeable change from the still titles to whieh
wee have been aceustomed. and it i part cularly ap-

roprinte to the storicsof certain living writees,

e press, powsilays, pours out such wn over-
whelming unantity of works of fiction, that the
wiinats fate of any partlenlae nevel depends
gomewhat upon its pame.  The vitle should be in-
separatly conne ted witluthe nuin ineidents of the
Viewnde, s that the recollection of the plot will at
once reeall the tiste, anud thie wention or sight of the
i o Ge sutiteient to vivally bring to miod the plot)
Amoug titles which srem ta tulul these ronditions
way be  genttoued  # (Oliver Twist,” Bleak
Honse,” * Folix Holt, the Radiesl,” = Vaoity Faie,”
“ Love or Marringe, * Ultoyenne Jacgueline, * * I'Ils
Wreek of the Grosvenor,” “ A Contidential Agent,
“ Ly Anidley's secret,” * The Talsmun,' * West-
ward Ho!®  Titles which linger longest in the
memory are generally short, or = cateliy,” as they
muy e ealled, nid sneh wsually con.ist of ons or
two words omly, 17 possible, a title shonll he
cither  wiuplionious, a8 * Robinson  Crosos,”?
w Nicholas Nickleby,” % Hamaby Rudge.” = Ready-
Money  Mortiboy,” = Durothy Fox ™ or ol
tnetly difienlt of pronnuciation, as = nu-nl;hmtu.
sueh,)” “Mre Pisistratus Hrown, M. P = Rose
Turquand,”  * Ameng  the  Gibjigs,” = Fritters,
Tatters and the Councillor,” * Kickleburys on the
Bhine,” * Contarini Flennng” Titles falling under
the forfaer category are hikely to prove more
advantageous, The trick of alliteration, mu;a:knd
with sowe of the gualities atready montio 14
not withont its advantages; “ Piekwick Papers,
& gammer Snow.” ¥ Fallon Fortunes,” * Cripps, the
Carrier,” * Lost for Love,” *'lhe Chronteles
Catlingford,” * Peregrine Pickle,” * Rodo
doms,” * Lob Roy,” * White Wings,” are instan
which oceur at once to the mind,

Asnrile, those titles are weak whieh eom
with an arficle, Cataloguers ruthlessly discand
such aflixes, and index the books by the init
the seeond words, Long ﬂlhh{dﬂlhﬂh eonsisting
a number of short words, are seldom successful,

It wasn't till they had foufht ten minntea
aad _the other fellow Iyu w of him, bhie
bead 1nto the wad, that the exe : 1 aman
officer, lnunutwwé-.um i And then
othor fol WM‘. 3 .on.m E-. your




