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. SONNFT BY HENRY PRINCE.

Like as i radiant bride, whose perfoct bliss
1s evnsummated on her wedding-day :—
So comnve the hweund. peerless maiden May.
Ta wive the Earth her tender natal-Kiss

A crimson splendour gloweth in the Bast,

As Natute to her fund caresses violds

In happy transports ;—and the verdant fields
Kend up swest inesnse fur her birthday feast.

“On topmost beughs aerial warblers sing
The sweetest notes they pipe thro’ all the year,—
And Qrowsy fosects frow their quarters drear
Fssay in goergeous lveries of spriag.

Apd day begetieth from departed day
Sonre pew-born glory from the loving hand of MAT.

Manreal. Mav sz, 1877,

ALIVE OR DEAD?

RY M8, ALEXANDER FRASER

-

1.

It was i very hot day : hot in oppressiveness.
The sky was one blaze of vellow sunshine : there
was not a breath of air, not a rustle in a Jeaf,
nat a sound save the monotonous hum of the
tees ransacking the blossoms. A dead stillness
reigmed  without the manor of Broeklehurst,
although within there were both noeise and ex-
citement, for the mornaw was the wedding-day
of Hester Kyrle, the sole child of John Kyrle,
millionaire, and the heiress of the Brocklehurst
estates.  But there were two rooms within the
house that neise aud excitement 4id not reach.
They were apparently saered from intrusion ;
and even the mother of the bride-elect did not
venture to invade their precinets.  One of thew
was the stady of John Kyrle, and the other was
the chamber of his daughter.  Mr. Krrle sat in
his study iu a deep reverie.  He was a tall lean
man, with hawk.like eyes, that rested with a
variots intensity on the empty grate, while a
huge pile of letters, pushed enrelessly inta a
heap, lay unheaded by his side.

He was exclusively that which is understood
by the term 2 man of the warld, thoroughly
mundane to the ackbone, He slept and he ate

and drank under the connubial roof, and with a !

stereotypeal iey smile paid the heusehold bills
without a question or a comment ever crossing
his thin lips, )

But as far as any of the onlinary feeling or
influence that the magical word ““home’™ is
supposed to exercise over man, he might have
heen a eelibate. A very long time ago he had
dizcovered that his marriage had heen a fawal
mistake. i
world, living for the world : bat with this one
fact the bond of symypathy between them erased
sntirely. )

John Kyrle was cynieal, elever, and desper-
ately ambitious. Mrs. Kyerle was foolish, friva.
lons, and dresdfully underbred,

At the present time- there was as little unison
of sentiment. as uveal between the ill-matched
Jmin, for Mr. Kyrle's sharp-cut physiognomy
hare upon it a marked contrast to the c[)mpla.-
cent round face of his better-halt. 1o lien of o
beatifie smile of content, such as she wore on
the eve of her daughter's marriage with Mervvn
Tyrrell-—a man after her own heart — Mr.,
Ryrle's lips were tightly compressed, while an

ominous shadow bestrided his light-gmy eves

and his high brow.

There hiad been an appeal made to him on
the preceding night, an- appeal most passionate
and most eloquent, with that powerful elngnence
that truth and feeling can give even to the most
trivial words, while the voice that uttend it
was the onethat waz dearest to his ears.

He had faithiuily pledged himself to consider
the subject, forced on his attention by the
Jaintive sobbing tones, and he had passed
several hours shut up in his study to earry out
the promise he had made.  But for onee his
‘keen intellect seemed entirely at fault; the
difficulty he desired to salve remained still un-
solvedy and he was sorely perplexed. A timid
knock aroused him:; he hesitated an instant
heofore bidding the visitor enter, and he lelt
almost like a culprit and a craven when at last
a light footfall crossed the floor and paused elose
to hit side. Then he mustered courage  and
nrnel to Inok up with a stempess that was
feigned in his glance, and a resolution that was
mack on his.mouth. S

. Theygirl who stood heside’ him was slender,
‘almost fragile, in appearance, wanting slightly
in physique, perhaps, but yet willowy and

graceful in fignre, and with a face. fair as the
morning. * Her clear cheebs reddened and paled

aiternately, and her soft lips quivered like a

child's, while her eves, meek blue eyes, wore
fixed engerly on his own. ’ :
Before he could address her, she was down in

a white -heap, on' theé floor, with her ¢lasped

hands resting on his knee. . ‘
“You will not make me marry him, father ;
yon will have mercy npon e, and senid him

away " R TI e

i The wailing ery reached even the heart. that

had’ grown- somewhat hard’ and insensible by

rcontact with the world. ! (R
¢ Hester, listen to me ;'

forward and tovk
own firm gragp. st :
ing to be cruel, father,” she

v

’ and Mr. Kyrle leant
kh«-.r_tr,en_\!.-ling tingers into his

S You:are goi
cogeasped, with her eolour all flown wud her face
. showing upanashy white, .~ .-~ ..

» ¢ Do 'not excite yourself like this,”. he said
quietly, ' still. ‘holding - her  bands; but ghe
dragged h

s i her ex agitation,

Both he and his wife were of the |

them away: hastily, and hegan wringing.

in her voice. - ,

“ I'will tell you nothing, Hester, uutil you
choose to be ealm.” -~ : : i

She drew herself together, as it were, with «
visible ghiver passing over her whele fiame.

61 am calin now,”’ she said, in accents that
were comparatively steady, )

“1f von had told me o month—nay, even a
week-~ago that in pledging yoursel! to marry
Mervvn Tyrrell vou were acting under coercion,
1 conld have and should have stopped the mat:
ter at once.  To.me it seems a maost iniquitouns
marriage when a wonnn swears to love her hos-
band, sud deliberately perjures herself.  But 1
understead that yvou accepted him voluntarily,
and that his attentions were  greeable to you.”
] was a migerable coward, father, as | tuld
vou last night.  He and 1 were thrown sounch
together, that it seemed impossible for me to
refose when he almost demanded me to marry
him.  And then my wothersaid that my refusal
wonld break her heare.””
< Her heart 2 broke in John Kyrle, with an
ill-suppressed eynieism in his voice.

“*And 1 bave tried, tried hard to reconcile
myself : but the more Isee of him, the more |
dislike, nuy, hate him. I shall go mad if 1
have to marry that manl”

« And what can be done to prevent it at the
eleventh hour—an the very vve of the bridal?
Hester, | have thought over it, as 1 promised
vou, and 1 timd it must be. 1 can do nothing.”

“ Nothing I she ahinost shricked, rising from
her knees, and her slight figure swaying.

Mr- Kyrie eanght her in his acms, and with
one hand turned up her face towards him so
that he might serutinise it.

“{hild, do vou love some other man?' he
questioned gravely, with a keen glance.  But
her eyes Jooked back at him with frankness in
their Hmpid depths,

1 -wish 1 did " she repliedd earnestly ; ** for
1 wonld appeal to him to save me from this fate,
sinee you refuse to do =0, No: it is enly that
1 hate —Joathe—this Mervyn Tyrrell 17

¢ pieked ont far your husband : but he is well-
: {noking, and | suppose true and honest in the
the love he professes for you.”

$“What matters if he be true and honest, or
if he loves me or not, sinee 1 abhor him with
i my whole heart and soul ? Father'—uml she
clasped his arm with both her hands, and gazed
piteously at him—-*de von really mean that
! there i3 no escapw for mie——that I must hecome
! his wife I
. * Hester. a child of mine must not be ealled

would be dishonour on your part to draw back
now,” Mr. Kyrle answered pomponsly,. in - a
hard voice. : S

“* Then God help me, since you won’t ! Oh,

that | might die bafore to.morrow ! she mur- §

n.ured, with a heartfelt pathos.
¢ Haoster I . :

For once the ** father 7 shone out of the steely
gray eves, and a misty look eame over them.
The sight tonched her at onve.

“Forgive me for worrying you,” sbe pleaded.
“I snppose Fou are right, and that evervihing
should be sacrificed to honour. 1 will try and
resign myslf 17 and she turned quietly to go
AWRY. .

Mr. Kyrle stooped and pressed a kiss on her

’; forehead. . He was not » demounstrative man,
ja d the capss was so rare that the girl looked
jup at him wistfully and in astonishment,

i ““ My poor child ! ke faltered.

v “CAre vou sorry for me, father I It is at any
‘ rate a ¢omfort to know that yon pity-me, if you

cannot help me,” she <aid, with a faint effort at
a smile that euded in a sob.

When she was gone, John Kyrle went back ta
his chair, and bent over an open book ; but the
museles rownd his. mouth twitehed nervonsly,
aml he brushed away with a shaky hand « deop
that glittered on the page hefore him,

ISR

¢t Hester, you are late,” Mrs. Kvrle remarked,
in a petulant voice, as sheswept into her dangh-
ter’s roomn on the morning of the wedding.

Hester did ‘not seem 1o be  conscious if
she ‘was late, . 8he leaut listlesdy against the
casement in ' loose white wrapper; her long
golden hair was unbownd, and her face was very
pale and wan.  But it was her eyes that were
strange ;. they wore a seared look, and deep
| Iustre shades underlined them.

L4Am 1T o was all she answered, without
moving from her.position ; and the tone of her
voice strirck painfully on her mother's ear.

Mrs. Kyrle—foolish, frivolons, and underbred
—Mrs, Kyrle had plumed herself on having
achieved a stroke of Jiplumxwy,; and the serious
tone of her daughter's voice depressed her éxul-
tation to an  unpleasant’ degree.  She - had
manenvred and managed with that wonderful

unscrupulons feminine nature to force Hester
into a marriage to which ber inelinations: wers
violently opposed’. . And she had felicitated her-
self immensely. on the suceess of her‘scheme.
Yet ther: were sparks of maternal feeling lying
at the ‘bottom of her lieart, although' they. were
inerusted in awass’ of worldlinesa anid selfish.
ness. The wsuffering  that” had been legibly:
written on Hester's Tace during the latter: days
had brought a few qualms to her conscience now

pers:could quite smother the reproach’ of- t
still small coice that wonll assery ituell,

*But why ? He iz not one 1 should have

a jilt apd dishoneurable by the world, and it

skill that' especially belongs to cunning and.

and then; and hot: all the specions: arguments;
that egotism finds to justify itself to itx,wthiﬁv{"
e

“Tell me, will you or will you not save me |
from worse than death 7 she asked, with passion-

1 Kyrle is'us much a murderess as thou

‘me for it hem\gf;r,'

“other end of the

-Hestor Kyrle was dewt,

+% 1 am actiug for her good, and she will thauk’
' was the stereotypeil phrase
by which she:sought to salve the- whispers of
conscience. o ) R B
% Tumn, : Heater, and:let me see 'if you are
looking your best, as you are in duty bouud to
do to-day.” SRR : RN

There was no answer. The girl did not heed
or even appear to hear the woards, but stood
gizing’ vacantly up into the blue sky, where
some feathery clonds were floating slowly by,

1t is time that vou were dressing,” Mrs,
Kytle . went _on, in #ccents that had grown
sharper through Hester's silence,

" Yes," answensd the voice; but the figure
never stitred. .

4 Leave her to me, Mrs. Kyrle " and a girl
in “bridesmaid’s gear came forward from the
room,  ‘“Trust to tue that
Hester shall be ready Ly the time the clock
strikes eleven.” » -

“ Thank you, Maude, . 1 will leave you to
your task ; and it reems to me that you will
find it a difficult one 7 and Mra, Kyrle rustled
angrily ont of the room.

“ Hester, yvon must dress!” and  Maude
Wymer threw her arm round the girl and tried
to draw her round. ’ )

¢ Very well; " and this time the fyure did
move.  Hester walked firmly across the room,
and delivered herself passively into the maid's
and Maude's hands ; and in a little while she
stood arrayed in her satin dress, with a coronet
of orange tlowers crowning her brow,

** You look luvely, Hester; just a shade too
white perhaps, but beautiful as a dream. ~ Does
she no?, Anne ¥ “eried ‘Maude enthusiastically.

** Miss Kyrle lonks lovely, but she is a great
deal too white ; she looks just like a bride of
death.”

Oh, hush, Anne! Hester, vou had better
sit here until it is time %o o down.™ .

* 1 should like to go o the window,” was the
quiet answer.  ** Please raine it, Maude : 1 feel
stifled.”

It is a delicious day ; the air is sn full of
fragrance, and the sun shines 8o bright, Itis a
happy bride that the sun shines on, you know,”
Maude said, pushing the wash up ; then she
drew forwanl an armchair, into which Hester
sank.

“ You are crushing your dress ! and if you ¢
lean back like that, veu will spoil your flowers

and veil 1

The bride-elect looked up at the remonstranes,
and gave a little wistful smile.

“ You ean put me to rights to.mortow,
Maude ; § am sn tired to-day 17 and she wearily
closad her eyes.,

Mande Wymer gazed at her in dismay and
surprise.  Then she went and sat down a Jittle
way off. A thoosamd teifles, light as airat the
time, seemed to her now ag confirmation strong
of doubts regunding this marriage that had oceas
stonally arisen in i\\cr minmd, Shewas an intel-
ligent girl, and in a few minntes she realised
Hester's pitiable position: . Hestér- way going
mad at her fate was the thought that flached
throngh her mind as she watched her sitting ar
sleeping so strangely then.  Saddenly & throng
of girls appeared at the door, They were Maude’s
sister-bridesmaids 5 and after exchanging a wond
with her, they walked towands the window,

** Hester is asleep ! whispered one of them

in astonishment, and the others moved softly |
and spoke. in hushed tounes as they gathermt |

ronnd the ohair.

“ How dreadfully white she looks ! "

‘¢ She will have more colour when shiv wakes,
perhaps.” ;

Then a sort of curions awe, slmest a dread,
crept over them and they were silent. . Hester
was so still.  There was not the slightest flicker

of a golden lash ; white and rigid as 1 marble |

image, with her pale kawds folded laasely and
meekly together, Hester Kyrle sat belnre them,

At this moment the maid approached the
panic-strick groui». Surprised at the startled
expresuinn of the different faces, sl pressed hor.
redly forward; amd ws if with an instinet of
what was ta come, she seized one of the hands ;
the touch of il was sufficicnt.  The woman fel}
on her knees before the motionless fgore that
was clad in the morkery of all bridal arruy, and
she gave a piercing shriek that rang through the
honse, “and fell on. the vars of the marriage

guests—a shriek which in'the contagions panic |

of horror was taken up by each of the pawmbled
britesninids, ’ :

The eclock chimed eleven loud. strokes, but
Mervyn Tyrrell waited in vain for his brisde to
come to-him.  Then Jolm Kyrlestood and guzed,
at his daughter, and he knew that the Heaven
she had “invoked to save ler from Mervyn
Tyrrell's arms had listened to her pmyers ; for

.-

" Avy, the sunshive had gone from the earth,

anid the sky was of sombre gray with gathering
clouds, on the day that: Hester Kyrle was. to be
carried to her last resting-place. " Mra, Kyrle's
rief was go vinlent that her reason secmed like-
¥ to give way; remone added o sorrow was
making her bunden too heavy to bear ; and the
cold worldly wonian gave way to bursts .ol pas:
sionnte despair that evoked surprise {1 its hear-
=4 But-it

is no wonder that M. Kyrle mﬂ'ers

remorse;!” Maude Wymer snid tolier brother, ns
he took her to thie house-for: a last look at the

friend of her. childhood, hefore th :
should be shut wway.from mortal eycs, “**3
hshe’

1

had.

-ut Heater's throat with'a knife "

“}rent of the number: is fitfed ' with

Thqn,‘she reconnted ‘ta him'all “her ideas o
the subject of-the marringe, the prospect ot
which had killed Flester, 50

200 Mark, if you had seen the angel's wmile
so sad, ko wistful, ahd so. meek, that she gitve M
fere minutes before she died.”  She paused, hoy
voice choked by tears. BN

“tAnd she died of aneurism of the heart
questioned  Mark Wymer.  He wae. a saedical
student, and so sudden a“death excited hix in.
terest, P L

L Of course it was: the dovtor anid so. - At
first they tHed réstoratives, funeving it was »
fit of sowe sort ; but 1 knew hetter, | kuew the
instant 1 looked nt her that Hester was diud ; |
knew that she had renched peace. She wis
Just as cold amd a8 rigid & few fnoménts befor.
she died as <he ix now, 1 shauld like vou 1o se.
her, Mark ; she was so beautifal in life,” '

* And zhe is beautiful in déath,” was Mark's
first thought as his eves rested on the deasd gir)
who, to gratify the half-enuzy mothers'wish, w.
habited in her wedding garb, Mark had  beey,
studying medicine in the Lendou hospitals, and,
tike oo many in his profession, be had come 1,
reprrd the hunan bedy, practivally aud shinply
as a curions piece of mechaunisu aninatad }‘,«,'-
vital  prineiple.  Bot he conld nat wnichow
look at the form betors hitn in the same vold 3t
straet manuer, He conld only gaze ou it as avis.
of beauty such as he had wever lonked on bofor,.
There was not the faintest shade of death’s tivig
hue on the pare white Taen. There wis neitlog
sharpening nor sinking of the elasieal fuatures
TThere “was none of that  peonliar expressiog
round the pretty lips, andin the fall of the vye.
lids wpon the cheek, which is the siznet thae
the conqueror Death sets upon iz victims ; and
yet it did nat look like life either.  In the £
anid hands there wag s marble righlnes, o
the tints were trausparent Jike parian,

Hester Ryrle was borne tn hier grave, and
Mark Wymer returned home § but when the .4,
had gone by and dusk was gthering in, b
wended his way to n friend’s hounse, and thye
friend ‘was a surgeon of high standing in his
profesdon. .

' Barker, do vou know a sane man when v
see him Y he asked. ‘

The surgron opened his eves iu surprio:,

“Just put your finger en my pulse and ook
st me. Am Uall right v )

*Ushould think you ame gone mad.”

1 have come on an srrand whieh | 6o
will think insane : and 1 want von th awn
vourself that 1 am cesapes snentis bofore T speank
it.” '

CWell sny that 1 oam econvineed of sour
sanity 1" )

* There was o young girl ured ta-day, and
1 believe she has ern bavied alive, 1 huve
comtis 1 ey of von to help me discover the {rue
case, " ’

¢ What 7

Mark reiterateid his wonls
persuasions pmvailiad,

Enangh thai his

The sexton was heavily briked, aud thes
then descended into the vandt,  When the ¢of
tin was uvelosed, Hester lay inor with ae
change in her appesranes, . Thesurgeon touched
the brow and the handy, then he heldoa smali
pocketanirror before her mouth,

The glass was unditned.

He <hook his head 1 the case was hoyw

* One menient,” eried Mark. “}

Jess,

Mt yaout

s hand under the nrn and see 1! there is the same

chill there as on the brow,”
With' ditfieutty the direction was carrinl ow

—the same chilliness was nef there 3 to deckis
the point the «ilken hedies wad cut away in or-
der to feel the heart, :

Thers was no pnlsation.

*Try under the arm again,” pleaded Mad
earpestdy. The suegeon pushed e hand slow-
Iy along ; then he panesl and visibly started,
exclaiming eargerly, .

““There iy warmth here ! By heaven’s she i
not dead " ’

Y Now see here,” said Mark,  He Bifted her
right hand; straightening the eibow, and point
ing the fingers in the epposite direction. Afrer
which he withdrew fix hold  of the avms,
and it remained preciselyin the sone position,

“Harrah, Mark 171t is nathing after all bus
a entaleptic fit.” Lett a< fake - her home at
ance,"’ o a o
. Hester Kyrle recavered conscioustiess after 2
great deal of sutfering 3 but tlie utniost skill amd
devation” were requisite o cure ey, When' at
last her cheek Bloomed agasin with the roses of
health,” and strength catae 'to her frame, she
gave her life right: willingly in the keeping of
ita preserver s and Mark Wytier won his wife
from the very jaws of Death.
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