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To înarry, one must love, love-as for example I love this child ; must give
ail one's heart, and that 1 have neyer done yet."

"lHave you really neyer loved any one, Teresina q 1 mean bas no one
pieaaed yon so mnuch that you feit you coulti give love for love?1"

"lNo, Signor" she answored, having one arm on the wîndow sill-a
movement wbich quite closed baby's view of the gold cords, and was the
signal for a burst of weeping which continti tili the young officer took
off his cap and gave it to the child.

"And whoin has papa chosen for bis future son-in-law ? Some one
froin Pusterlengo, or a young merchant fromt Lodit"

"No, no, Signor I fear it is the master of the post-house in Piacenza;
lie lias often been here for no reason wbatever, andi father seems to like
hii,-but lie does flot please mne," and she sigbed.

"a lie young, good-iooking 1
The girl glanced shyly around iber, then wliispered, IlNo, indeed; be-

aides lie is tyrannical, and a hypocrite. 1 shall neyer love bim ; if 1 must
marry him my wliole life will be spoilt,-for Lhey say it is dreadful to
marry wliere one cannot love."

IlPeriapa it were better, or at least liappier," lie ventured, Ilto love and
flot to marry."

"Happier, maybap, who knows 1 " sigliet the girl, raising lier clear
eyes to bis, "lbut surely flot better, Signor."

A pause, during which the niglitingalos sang louder and more joyfully,
and the young officer measured with bis eye thie beight of the window-sill,
weighing the chances of being able to vault it noiseless]y ; but the girl
apparently divineti bis inîtentions for pointing to the stables, slie whispered:
IlHush!1 old Pietro bas donkey-ears. 1 oughit nlot to stay bore chatting
with you ; but "-and the dark eyes smiled at liim-"l 1 like to stay."

Would you rather taik to nie than to the postilion f romn Piacenza ï"
Yes, rather."

"Periapa you might even prefer to love or marry mie? "-ie siicd andi
laid one hand on the soft white armn so near hueii.

IlNot the- first, because it doos not go witbout the other-anti to-
morrow you will be miles and miles away fromn bere-anti not tbe last
because you are a cavalier."

"But suppose I stay bore 1"
Ah, impossible, Signor!1 Do not talk like this, because you cannot

mean it ; and besides father would tell you to go to the inn at Lodi, or
iPiacenza,"-drawing lier arin back until bier warm fingers rosteti in bis
palm, unresisting as he belti tbem cloaohy.

A strange, new sensation crept over lier-a sensation so oit yester-
day, so new to-day, wlien love meets love, andi a look, a word, are ail-
sufficient to proclaim their kînsbip-was it only an bour ago that tboy
were worlds apart 1

Yielding to the strong current of thia new emotion, Count S. presseti
lier hand again and again to bis lips. Ah!1 wbo saal say it was nlot
ail the fauit of the tranquil, sulet, magical Italiant nighît, the boavily
scented air, the love-songs of the niglbtingales 1 Oh, theso niglitingales!1

"Ali, happy fate that broughit me bore and kept me bore that 1 miglit
see you, Teresina 1"

l41 too am glad," so glad, murmnureti the girl, "lbut 1 scarcely know
wlich I would rather do-laugli or cry!1" ler liead troopeti forward tili
it rested on lier arm, ber forobead on bis liant.

For a few moments the world stood still for thèse happy mortals-a
lover and bis loved one and the cbuld upon ber knee,-for baby had at laat
succeedeti in tearing off the gold corda from bis plaything, and announced
the event by crowing and clapping bis little fat bands. But baby's crow-
ing, bowever joyful, was powerless to direct the attention of tho other two
f rom ecd other ;-taking ber beati in bis banda andi gentiy turning it
towards huîn ho kissed lier foreheati. At the samne instant the merry tones
of a post-born rang througlb the niglit. There is sometbing strangely
startling in these tones wben they fall upon so intense a stilîness.

The girl started anti liateneti. "It is father," alie cniet, trombling.
"Addio, Signor, addio caro, mnd; lie must not find us bore toge.tmer."

Witli a swift movement she laid the chuld down on the floor beside the
dog; tien pressing close to the window sho threw lier ai-ma arounti the
young officer's necfr, murnmuring: IlForgive, and thou too, Iioly Virgin!
Lt cannot ho wrongl 1 shali nover siue you again in aIl umy life. Iuteed,
how could I bear to se you affer itis 1 I1 should feel 80 ashamied, so
uniappy ! But 1 love you. almoat before 1 bave found you, love, and s0 I
tare to kisa you thus, andi tins, andi yet again! Our Lady help us! And
now go!" P

Count S. feit tiese sof t, clinging kisses upon bis lips, thon the girl
puslied him gently away froin lier, liunnietily closed the window, and put
out the liglit.

The tones of the postilion's liorn rang clearen anti aharper on the niglit
air. A moment later the poat-horses dasheti arounti the foot of the bllI,
and drew up at the stable doon, and the Count aaw bis orderly advancing
towards him. Waving bis liand to signify that hoe lad heard, Count S.
followed to the carniage-toor; walking alowly and silently as if fearful of
waking fromn tie dreamful wonden of the hast Lwo hoursa; and, in waking,
break the speli of tuis witching summner nigit.c

If sometimes Lirougi the long journey the image of Teresina seemed to
fade for a moment-in another lie foît again the warmth of lier three soft
kisses upon bis lips, again lie stood beside the wintow,-only 10w no0 lîght
atreamned througli it. AIl was sulent in the little room. How couli lie
forget 1 Tirougi ail bis life, thia nigit would gleam like a white Miii-
atone set forever in bis remembrance.

"Beg pardon, sir; but you have bast your cap," were the first words
<Jount S. beard as lie gradualiy emergeti from tlie saaows of dreamiani.
Hie imiled as ho said:

"II feîl asieep on a bondi beside the bouse, probabiy it tinopped off
then. Have yoti anotben bore 1"

Tbey starteti again. The postilion froin Lodi recommentioti bis suc-
cessor to drive fast and make up for iost time; tbe borses trottoti gaily
off, the new postillon blowing bis born-the saine air, alas, Count S.
bad heart imn the distance as lie stood beside Teresin's window ; lie
woutiered if ahe weno iistening to it now as she lay at rest-and perbaps in
tears! Yes, surely, she beard them now, andi wouid Imearthon againdto-norrow, and indeeti for many a long and weary day-whilebaycoe
over bis favounite piaytlîing, the forage cap; and the old-father brought
again and agaîn the postmaster's son from Piacenza to the bouse. Poor
chit! there was littie else but chouti for ber at home,-and yet througb
ahl his silver iining- Bologna, Florence,' Rome and Naples, and a-id ail
Lhe ignes fat ai of tbe grand mnonde, Teresina, as lie saw lier lu that far
lone night-tide, shone like a star " lail the fairer for that onioness !

TO-DA Y.

0F yore, the thunder of the Roman arins
Forbade the ianguid melodies of pe'ace
And Victory wvas ruier of the State ,
No wonman daret iber iorti'a tespotie frown,
Nor dreamnt that sbe was baif the Commiionwealth.
A womn, then, was worth ber market price.
To-day, tIme subtle magic of bier power
The rutiter is of our gooti ship of State
No longer slaves to work tîmeir iord's sweet wiil,
But empresses of beartb, and bouse, and hîeart.
0f old, a man anti wife wore one-'twas hie,
To-day, a muan andi wife are one-'tis she.

J. H1. BURIJAM.

"WIAN TiY HO USE."*

Tinîs is a tale of the b 'giuning of the century. IL opens in London,
wlîeo the Winslows live andt practise tbat economy wiici makes two enta
of a sinaîl income mneet. Shortly after "l Chantry Huse " comes unexpect-
o(hly to thon, througb the teatb of a distant relative.

The book possosses the fauit of too maniy characters, thougli the prin-
cipal ones are well drawn out.

(4riff andi Clareniceone followa with much interest, Charence's sensitive-
ness anti timnidity of nature, bis frequent fallings, strivings and strugglings,
sorving as a great contrast to Griff's boIt dariug spirit, anti healthy way of
Iooking at thiugs, great and snahl. IIow the weak nature gains strengtb
anti the stnong eue falîs, is slîown, as the story goes on.

The three yotung girls, Elleil, Eniily, anti Anne, are perfect pictures of
truc womiaihoot.

Adjoiming "lCbantry House " is the Fordyce ostate. The two fanilies
have been bitter eniemiies ou accounit of a fent between their ancestors, a
wrong donc to one Margaret (Fordyce) Winslow, whicb wrong lias caused
hon ghîost to revisit IlCbantny f-louse " at statet periotis. She appears to
Clarenco (who frein extreme youtl lias shown a wonderful power of
second siglit), anti after a consultation with his brothers they tecide to ait
Up the noxt niglit to watclî for the apparition. This scene is strikingiy
given.

Presently Clarenice exclainetI "Tbere !"anti on bis face there was awhiteness anti ami expression whicb always recurs to me on reating those
words of Eliphaz the Temnanite, "lThon a spirit passeti before nmy facG, anti
the hain of iny flesh stooti Up." Even Grilf was awe-struck as wo cniet,

"Where ? What i-Don't you sec bier? Thero ! By the press-look 1"
1 sec a patch of moomliglit on the wall," sait Griff.

"Moonliglît- lier iamup. Edwarti, don't you sc ber ?"
1 commît sec nothimg but a spot of liglit on the wall. Grifl' (plainly

puttiug a force on hinmself) camne back anti gave lin a goot-ijatured shako.
6Dreammiug agaimi, old RelI. Wake up anti corne to your senses!"

" ami as umucli iii muy semises as you are," sait Clarence. "l 1 see lier
as plaînly as I sec you."

Non coulti any eue toulit the roality of the awe lu bis voice anti coun-
tenance, nor of the light, a kinti of hazy veil, nor of tIc choking sobs.
"What is she like ? " I asket, holding his liant, for, thougi reflecteti by

bis tread, rmy foars were chiefly for the effect on hlm ; but lie was mucli
calmer anti less liornor-stricken than on tIc previeus ni gît, thougli stili lie
shutitereti, as ho answerct in a low voice, as if loth to tescribe a lady in
ber presence. " A tank cloak witli time hooti fallon back ' a kint of lace
beatidreas loosely fasteneti, bro wn bain, thin white face, eyes--oi, poor
tbmng !-staring with friglit, tank-oh, bow swollen tbe lits ! ail red
below witb crying-black dress with white about lt-a witow kint of look
-a glove on the arm with the lamp. la sic beckoningiooking at us
Oh, you poor thing, if 1 coulti tell what you mean! "

1 feit ie motion of is muscles ii act to rise, ani graspeci hm. Onlifr

* Chautry House. 13y Charlotte M. Young. London and New York: Macmillanlant Company. Toronto: Williamson anti Company.
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(To be coniinued.) REN.


