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HELEN CHURCHILE’S LOVER. | has come into the place, and married 3 you said yon had been long ont of | the stranger found himself lingering on

The silvery gray of a smmmer.dawn | * The old Squire luﬂa"dmm, had  him back, and shake him by the hand, | gu

was spredding iself over the landscape,

rendering soft and indistinet all familinr |

objects; yet, even seen by its dim, un-
ceriain lght, be looked more like one
grown premsturely old - by reason of
wrd work or withering eare, than as if
he had sierely passod from youth te age
by the ordinary gentle gradations:

His brow wus lined, his hair silvered,
and there was o stoop in his shoulders
which told of hard and eontinuous tail ;
vor, notwithstanding these drawbacks,
there wers the remains of youthful
beauty in the wellshaped hend and
clear gray eyes.

He had arrived at the neighboring
town 1nd late the evening before to cate
the lust train 1o this ktle out-of-the way
hamlet, 100 Intg 1o da nught but seek a
bed there s ot biter three or four hotirs,

the restling ing 1o«

T

Journey so overpowered him thit he rose
audd pursued his way on foor. | Aad now
with the deliente Weht of early mom sil-
vering the birehes, nod dimpling the
waters of 1He stream, he stood at length
where his feet hud not rested for fifveen
years.  But these fifteen vears, awfulas
they hud been w1 the time, seemed but
ns a dream now, searcely 1o be recalled
on “:hkh'.g. as he stond thas lm-king 1
ench well-remembered spot

With a sigh, the wavfarer brought
back his straving thonghts from past o
present, and became aware that the
suzn had risen, the birds were chirping
forth an early =ong, and the dewdrops
were Fitteding all srifnd —on the rose.
crowned hedge by which he stood, on
the sprays of eglantine, and on the far
awny ‘u meadows that lay between
the vill of Bythrope aod Bythrope
Manor, salf-way up the wooded slopes
opprosite.

*At longth T am home again,’ then

he mutersd ; “at length,” throwing
his hesd back with n certain joyful gres-
ture, nudd stretching ont a rough, tail-
worn hand, as i in token of greeting—
st at length the years are over —the work
is  accomplished — the  punishment
wronght imt—and 1 am back to elaim
my prize!  Ah!"—starting slightly,
as a volve addressed him with o hrief
“ Good-morming . ™

“Gosd-monung—sir.” Something in
the stranger’s appesmnce apparently
brought 1orth that **siv,™ which had
not formed part of the original sentence,
but was hastily added on as he tarnasd
s hend 1o see who had addressed hin.

“You are nbont betimes," the new-
comer went on.  ** It is not many of the
zentry as tronbles themselves with the
sizht of s summer sunrise."

* They miss much,” said the stran-
zer, bricfly. * Though perhaps 10 us,
who possibly have semm lii. pearly vvery
worning of our lives, it is & commop af-
fsir enomgh!™

The {arwer Tovked st the speaker in
sote sirprise, and e added immedi-

Wiy el ks ot seen it myself for
¥ years—in England.  You belong
20 Bithourpe,  he went on, as if anxious
W divert the conversation from any per-
sonal eltanmoets,

*Mun and bov, 1 have lived here
these tilty vears.  That i my farm,”

ting with » prond, possessive air in
e divection whenee he had  come,
* Munor Farm.™

*Thon you are—"" half e=caped the
lips of the othier; but the wonds passed
annoted by his companion.

*Dick Susted, of the Manor Farw,™
he repeated.  * Mine now, as it was my
father's before e, sid will, please God,
he my som's, by.andby.*

A perfoe Mr. Stisted. A home,
vwife, awd Dittle ones. What could a
Mman veguine mome’ ™

“You du mot  possess  them? ™
siestioned  the  farmer, lookige up,
sarprised at the energyin the stranger’s
Vikode.

1 am not married,” be replied,
brietly.  *DBut.” he hastened to add,
feaving his roply might have been
abrupt, *you know the place, you say ;
then perhaps vou can tell me to whom
bwlongs yonder house,™ pointing to-
wards the distant towers of Bythorpe
Manos. * But it may be 1 am dewsining
you? " '

4 No, no," replied Mr. Stisted courte-
ously, *1'm not  sressed for time-
Yonder housg belongs to Squire Church,
il The voung syuire we ealls him
sostly about b sevinge that his fath-
or i= dewd not so long sinee.”

s lle is dea

* Ay, surely ; and young Mr, Edward

1 his 1

bonny wife, be has."

be not 7

“Two. You know them?*

“ | knew of them,” the stranger re-
plied, evasively.  And then, pointing to
a small whité bouse that was visible
through the trees—** And to whom does
‘hu h(‘.lnl‘.lg?"

“That? Why, to Mrs. Sutton, poor
body.* :

““And why do yon pity her?®

“ You must be o stranger indeed, sir,
1o ask why!™
“ Then, enlighten me, Tell me the
story."

“Story! Tt isa queer story.  Almost
| too sad to call by such u pame!  She
wns the doctor’s wife, & swest pretty
woman as ever [ saw, fifteen years ago,
with a fair, handsome boy, that she was
that proud on, that it would have done
you good but to see the two together.
| He, the doctor hims=elf, was a hit cross-
| grained—leastways, so I've heard say—
{ and all the more reason why the mother
inlu[ son should think so muchof one
another.
“The father did not over-like it; still,
he was open-banded with the young
| man, educated him finely: sending him
o school and  college, until it was sy
| seeing thut the boy, who was fine-look-
ling enough, was beginning to think no
small things of himself. *Tis said he
even lifted his eyes to one of Squire
Churchill's  daughters—leastways, at
the last. But I am not telling it you
straight on! You should como and see

"'my wife, if you wish 1o hear the story |

well told.”

** But was there such presumption 2" in-
quired the listener. « You suy this young
man was well educated and good-Jook-
ing, amnd perhaps” after n second's

| hesitation—** the lndy liked him."

better,” said Mr. Stisted, stordily;
“leastways, he should have learnt it.
What is a young lady’s fancy worth?
She wus but sixteen.  Squnire Church-
ill's danghters were not for such as he.
| However, this love-making, ur what-
| ever they may chose to call it, was only
| discovered :i.(’l-vrl'nrd. when every thing

wus brought to light. And in the mean
Ctime the tragedy came.”

“ Well?** nskedd the stranger, leaning
forward with interest on his face.

“A murder was  committed  here,

‘05, you may start.  In this guiet vil-
lage, where nothing was heard out of
the common from one year's end to
another; in this village—in that lane
'where it joins  Squire Chorehill's

gronnds—Squire Churchill’s second son
was found dead.”*
*And — 2
“ And then, as 1 said before, it all
eame ont about this poor young Sutton
keeping compuny with Miss Churehill;
| for it seems the foolish young thing, not
being able to see him elsewhere, had
agreed to mest him in that lane on that
very night; for one of the farm laborers
saw them part, and her run up through
' the meadows home, only a few minutes
before he heard a cry, and ran forward
to find poor Master Hany lying there
dead.*

“Of course Mr. Sutton was taken
up?-’

“M course, sir. But now comes the
queer part of the story.  For though he
was tried, and it was proved most beaun-
tifully that he had killed Mr, Harry for
telling him what he thought of his con-
duct, and was condemned to be hu
and was afterwards only let off with
transportation for fifteen  years—yet
now it seeras—""

* That it was not he, after all?"

** How did you guessthat? Theother
day there comes the news as another
man has confessed to the crime on his
death-bed, 5o thut, after all, young Sut-
ton has suffered all these years for what
was no fault of his. Leastwavs, so the

young Squire told us, tother day. His |

mother always believed in him,"” he
wont on after & moment’s panse. It
will come right some day,™ she often
said to me: ¢ Mr. Sti it will eome
right some day. Itis a miscarrying of
juatice.”  His father died—ocould not
iift up his head again; bot his mother
has aye waited.*

Something like a sob burst from his
eompanion, and
up in surprise.

“1 have heard something of this,™
he said, in a stammering fashion, in
answer to the look. *I knew this man
—that is, [ have met him."

“Is that o, sir?™ said the farmer,

| with fresh interest.  * Ay, I remember

e should have known his place |

Farmer Stisted iooked see

England. ~ Well, I shall be gladto xe
and bid him forget the past.  If there
is little else, there is still his mother to
come back to, What was he duing
when vou saw him, sirf "

¢ He had heard ho was free

“ And what was he like? and was he
minded to forget the past, and return to
England ?"

¢ He was a saddened, =sobered man
when I knew him, with only one hope
left, out of the mapy life had once
offered ; and he was going home.™

“And what was the hope, if 1 may |

make vo bold as to ask? Perhaps he
knew his mother had never believed the
evil, nnd was waiting for him?*

“ Maybe; but he did not speak of her,

perhaps because he was so sure of her.

{-I. me that the last night before he
know — ?"'—the
farmer nodded— thut he had an inter-

' He o
left England—you

view with "
“Yes, yes,” interrupted Mr. Stisted,

sagely; ** we heard all about ity thongh

| it was kept 2o dark. Tt was Miss Helen,

bless vou, the litile yellow-haired Miss

still, talking to sweet, placid-faced Mar-
| gared Stisted.
{  He had balf a mind to ask her about
| this village tragedy that was occupying
hiz mind this’ morning; but “better
| not,” he deecided, * better wait now,"™
i And he had waited so long, that a little
longer conld not make much difference.
| S0 he just dawdled on about the farm
and the pleasant farm-garden long
| enongh for the dax’s work to be well in
hand, and then he wished his hostess
| ** Good-bye, " and with quick, impatient
steps took his way to the village.
Onee there, he walked straight to the
footpath across the meadows that led up
from Bythorpe Village to Bythorpe Man-
tor; but at the entrance gte he pansed,
+and gazed with tender eyes at the little
house on the opposite of the road, that

(exactly faced him—the little ereeper-
covered cottage where the Doctor's
widow Yived.

He even made one half-stop toward it :
but #* No,” he murmured, * she comes
first.  We will go there together.” Bat
#till he lingered, as if longing to picree
the mystery of those drawn blinds; and

Chorchill. Sixteen years ago nearly, so | €ven as he thus }‘ﬂ.ll.‘-‘.’ll there was the

no harm in speaking of it now—and all

| 50 clmn’szl sinew!  Well, she saw him

| to say * Good-by." ™
* Yes, so this man told me: and that

sound of horses® fect, and there came in
view, Jown the narrow street, a carriage
! drawn by two fine chestnuts.
! Before it the vill children fell

| they parted, she saying that, let her | hastily back, and, standing on one side,

people say or do what they might, she
wonld await his return in° perfeet trus:
and patience.™

“A pity he did not give his love to

the other sister,” remarked Mr. Stisted,
s if all stories are o be believed.”
| T “'k‘-pn

* Because she was in love with him

always; and plain though she was, Miss
Jane was a good, true woman, and  has

never lifted her head or looked at an-
other man since those sad days.”

1= that really true?"

** No eall to misdoubt it, sir; any one
in the village will tell you the same
'story: and, as T said before, 'twas a
pity, seving us every thing has worked
round right, that it was not on Miss
June ns he set his affections; for being
%0 plain, as you might say mayhap

thers would not have been such a great

objection to his having her."

The stranger muade no reply, ap-
arently being lost in thought over
‘armer Stisted’s last words. And he

continued :
| *He would not bave been such a bad
match in those days, for aer, at least:
for he was a fine, gallant-looking young
chap, with a pleasant word for every
' one."

“ You remember him?'

“ Yes, well. I never thought very ill
of him, myself. A hasty word, a hr],:mr.
these come over-quickly when the blood
is young.™

Do you think T am like him?"  The
speaker drew himself up, and stood lnok-
ing with something almost like anxiety
into Farmer Stisted's red, comely foce.
* When 1 knew him,” he added, * we
usedd to be often thought to resemble one
another.”

“T can not see it myseif, sir," said
Mr. Stisted, slowly; * but then, sir, beg-
ging your pardon, it is not easy to draw
oi-‘inpmu' ns between the young and the
old.™

The man addressed unfolded his arms,

! and leant once more against the stile,
heaving a (!uiclr. impatient sigh as he did
s0. It s fortunate, is it not, Mr.
Suisted, that hearts donotalter as quick-
Iy as faces do?™

** Nay, sir, I can not see as you'ro right
there,  Hearts w older along with
the faces they belong to, else husbands
and wives would not get along as well

ns they do. As we grow older vurselyes, '

we do not miss the youth in the faee op-
posite; leastwauys, 1 don'tin Maggie's,”

said the farmer, ly.

* Perhaps wan see the
youth atill there; you remember it, you
se¢. But if vou had old far
apart, it would perhaps have boen dif-
ferent.”
| *Bblaybe,” replied Mr. Stisted, doubt-
(fully, apparently a little out of his
depths. “But come, it is time I was

back at the farm. Perhaps you would
Iike & hit of breakfast with us, sir?
There'll be but little doing in the village
yet awhile, and my wife will be glad 1o

Ti:u acoepted the proffered
hnspimlm hc’.md the farmer
turned awsy m

agzio te ns hospitable as
her hnnhng? had qpmdieh-d, and wiw::
breakfast had been partaken of, and

« Mr, Stisted had gone out to his work,

gazed with mingled awe and admira-
(tion.  And assuredly it was a sight to
(call forth admiration, for every thing
seemed so perfect: the earriage itself,
the prancing horses, the fair-haired girl,
so like the young, lovely mother by
whose side she sat, the two little goldon-
headed children opposite,  There was
surely no fault to be found anywhere,

Ouly, to a wayfarer standing by the

| rondside gazing at them, the sun scemed
| of a sudden to be darkened in heaven,

the earth to have lost the beauty of a
| summer’s morn.

“Helen!™ he eried, in tones of an-

' guish wrnng from a breaking heart, but

| she did not hear,

| She saw him, of conree, for she was

| looking at him, wondering, maybe, who

| this stranger was in familiar fittle By-
thorpe. But that was all.

| The dust from the carringe wheels

| made thick the air for a moment, and
when it cleared away the vision had

| vanished,

“ Who is it?*" he questioned, when he

| conld command his voice, turning to a
| villager standing by his side,

“Yon lady? Lady Edmeade. She's
goin' to Lunnon. She was davnghter of
the old Squire’s,” he added, “and mar-

| ried Sir Wilfred Edmesde."

| % Has she been married long?”

I “Let us see,now.  "Twill be fourteen
yenrs come Angust, for it was the same

' day, I mind well, as my youngest wis
born.  Eh, but she has honnie chil-

Cdren,'? he murmured as he turped away.

And Robert Sutton found himself
alone in the bright early sun, searcely
foiir hours since be saw it rise for what
wits to have Been the happiest day of

| his life, and already the »ml had come.

He wilited thus, reviewing this ending
0 his romapce, fora few seconds ; think-

| ing of the sunny-haired, broken-hearted
| girl, who had clung to him those long,

ong vears igo, the tears strenming down
| her checks. E

“ I believe in you, Robert.  Whatever

the world may say, I believe in you
| Only swear 1o me that yon will eredit
{ nothing against me that you may hear,
{ for 1 asil be true to you. - Andoh, Rob-

ert, directly yon are free, come straight
(tome. T will wait, thought it be for

years!™
| And he had Kissed her and sworn it.
Now the onth was fulfilled—his part
L of it, at least ; he had come huck.

Then, those few brief seconds over,
he erossed the littde dusty rosd, passed
the village school, whenes jssued the

| sound of many children’s voices singing
the morning hymn, snd entersd the low
cottage opposite, and knelt with a
tearless sob at the feet’ of an old blind
woman, who, putting oot a withered
hand, and stroking softly the curls so
thickly strewn with gray, muormured,
“My son, my son! Have you come,
| then, at last? Ah! it has-been weary
waiting: but 1 lived on, for I &new the
| truth must Le known some day, and
|that then yon would come home.—
Ledsure Honry,
——————ee

It is diffienlt to establish & charge of
 vagrancy. So long as n young man.
eats regulurly at s free-lunch table ho
kas visible means of support.—N. 0.
| Picayune.




