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!a mushroom, and a -piece of pink ribbon muek
"ereased, which may, perbaps, bave belonged to
Miss Llalstead instead of you, enumerated Tom.
lThat i all, I assure you,

What are you going to do with them(? Ielen |

Poetey.

POND-LILIES,

BY MARGARET K. SANGSTER.

demanded, much inclined to laugh,
Keeping them to sigh over winter evenings when |
In early morning, when the air | the fire gets low and my cigar is smoked out, Tom
Is full of tender prophecy, la‘nswercd. Oue must bave belp to wisery as well
And tose-bue faint and pearl-mist fair as to Lappiness.
Are hints of splendor yet to be, ‘ Il that be 8o, here are the leaves, laying them
in his haud. May they contribute their small share
" toward making you wrelched, since it is for that

|

The lilies opep.  Gleaming white,
Their fluted cups like ony x shine,
And ;(Olllvn-lwurh'-il in the light,
They hold the summer's rarest wine.

! you desire them.
A thousand thanks ! he exclaimed putting the

coveted possession iuto bis pocket-Douk, where the
, dead rose already reposed

Where are your other collections ? asked Helen,
I presume you have made quite a number within
the past tén years.

To tell the truth, replied he, T burned th:m af-
ter pilfering your glove. I did not wish to get the
trifles mixed and so misplace wy regrets, you see,
Ilelen bit ber lip at the straitforward avowal

Ab, love, what mornings thou and [
Once idly driffed through, afloat
Among the lilies, with the sky ]
Cloud curtained o'er our tiny boat ! |

Noon climbed apace with ardent feet ;
The goblets sbut whose honey-dew
Was overbrimmed with subtle sweet

While yet the silver dawn was new. Are you always so frank, Mr. Ford ?

Never, he auswered, except when eraftiness
can not avail me avything. If diplomaey could
mike you adore me as—as I adore yon, 1 should
be a full-flcdged Machiavelli instantly ; but it could

The pomp of royal crowning lay
On daisied field and dimpling dell,
And on the blue bills far away

[ : :
and listen to the sobbing assurance of my grati-| ] : A
swered she, as the shrick of the locomotive

On the whole, then, said Tom, looking down at
her small fizure, you would prefer to rescue me, |

tude ; I will improvise some horrible danger forth-
with—plunge headforemost into it and allow you
to take me out, if you will be any more likely to
care for me in consequence. _ Let we see~—we are
going up the valley to morrow—

Not we, interrupted Helen, 1 must remain at
bome to entertain a visitor.

Do you expect the coming of that domestic af-
fiiction, Miss Fletcher 7 Why not run away from
her first thing in the morning ?

It is not Miss Fletcher, said Helen, hesitating
over the words It is—Mrgllastings.

Why did you not tell m}

"fom, in a hard, constrained tone.
I did vot know it till this evening, she replied

y o ? o
aday soouer? askeld

The telegram came only an bour ago—just afte:
we had finished tea.

And you are glad ? Tom questioned, looking at
ber with a keen glance.

Xes, I suppose so; it is my duty to be glad,

f}";ls is good by then, said Tom, aflter some win
utes of embarrassing silence.

Shall I not see you to-morrow ?_she askid, :
little falter in Ler voice.

Noj; I'sball be oft by sunrise for a last day in
the valley. Ican | ke the evening traic at March'’s
Bridge—it slucks there—and the conductor knows

.

In dazzling waves the glory fell.

And flashing to our measured stroke,

The waters seemed a path of gems,
Beneath whose clear refraction broke

A grove with mirrored fronds and stems,

In music on the éparkling shore

The plashing ripples fell aslcep ;
We laid aside the dripping oar,

For one delight we could not keep.

1n all the splendor farther on
We missed the morning’s maiden blush ;
The soft expectancy wasigone,
The brooding haze, the trembling flush.
—[Marper’'s Magazine

NO HERO AFTER ALL.

“ARE you star-gazing 7" asked [lclen Deno,
stepping out upon the verandab, where Tom Ford
stood, staring abstractedly at the cloudless even-
ing vkys

“Only trying to devise some new method of
shuflling off the mortal coil,” Tom auswered, lay-
‘g bis unlighted cigar on the railing beside him.

[lave matters reached such a desperate condi-
tior: with you ? laughed his‘companion. I should
never bave suspected it,

1t is my bero, not myself, who is to be sent out
of the woild, was the ‘reply. Can not you give
uic 8 bing 7 Poison, consumption, precipices, ship-
ek, runaway horses. Bah! I have made use of
thom all till they liaye grown wearisomely’ com-
mon. | am tempted to advertise for a novel way
of ridding myself or other people of life—even at
the risk of bringing a whole bost of d«tectives down
upoc me.

Why not let the poor myth live ? questioned
Tlelen, smiling at the comical expression of des-
pair on the perplexed author's face.

Impossible ! replied Tom. The lost heir has
turned up, and is all ready to marry Lady Gwen-
doline, and so this hero—assistant hero, rather, is

not ? with a quick, furtive glance at her face.
No, sbe said, slowly, and coloring a little.
I'knew it, said Tom, checking a gb.
must content myself with the dead flowers and
crumpled Yibbons = hick you have worn. A man
more deserviby ‘uan 1 might receive even less.
A philosop' /¢ remark by no means in keeping’
with tue speakor’s gloomy and perturbed Coun-
ténance at tbat moment. A long silence, broken

ing up the walk and finding you Lulling strawber-
ries with one of Rachel’s check apionson 2 How
sweet thoze strawberries were |

Almost three months, echoed Ielen, and ~1 ani
going home ncxt week,

Tom started and then scowled, but’ suid nothing

How glad | am. that we are to ‘be in' the same
city next winter, she went on presently. 'We can
mzet often, and Clara, who is a literary person,
will lionaze you.

We shall never meet, he replied with most un-
gracious curtness,

Why ? she asked, in a slightly hurt tone.

sort of a'companion for Miss Deuo's iriends should
I be—a beggarly scribbler who bLarely keeps him-
selt lodged and fed, and has not telent enoush to
@.able bim to hope for fame cven when he is griz-
zled and filty ] No, be continaed, more quickly,
I bave bad my day, bere in this ol farwhaase,
without a rival to dread —with no soul to come be-
tween we and the sweetness of vour comjanion-
ship=I Wave had my loll meed of happiness, and
I covet no half-way joy in the future, 1 was not
made to play the part of a despairing lover. 1
could not baunt your fiolsteps for a smile, a look ;
or dance attendance at parties and operas for the
pleasure of bringing you an ice or picking up vour
fan. I despise a man who can bumble bimsell in
such a way. Yes, and | was going to add, thet |
despise the woman who can taka pleasure in see-
ing him doit!

Le tossed the cigar away, anl strodo up and

at last by Tom. It is almost three wouths since |
wo met, Mis Helen. ‘Do you remember my com- |

| me, Led will not object,

Weii, 1! Le should be, you will uot want me ; if be is not

—shake baads, Ilelen,
dow when I go away. |

afterward, as she beard
gets into small rages !

Tom walked across it |

which he was clinging.

as looking a little later for Mr. Hastings' coming.
Poor Tom, said [elen to berself, a few minutes

emphasis, I wonder if Ralph ever bangs doors or

vate, and how the porch door did squeak when

1 thiuk Lean get down there, soliloquized Tonr
Ford, the vext forenoon, peering over the roeky
wall. At Jeast it is worth my while to try—it will
save a mi'e of walking if I succeed. Swinging
himself over, he crept cautiously downward. 1lall
the descent bad been made safely, wheo Lis foot
slipped: and he fell, carrying with him the rock to any one else ? retorted Helen, with flashing

If Mr. Hastings is what
Dou’t lock out the win-
should only think of you
his room door¢lose with

He never lumbers, at any

Suppose, then, that we go home, mildly
sugcested Me. Ilartings, offering her his arm.
Waita moment—tha train is coming, an-

was heard. The train eama—slacked almost
to an absolute stoppage—Ilolen's eyes watch-
«ditthe whle very eagerly—but no Tem
touk advantaze of the delny to spring upon the
piatform  [lad hs changed his mind and re-
tarned to the fuim house 7 It was not likely :
in his present state of fcéling he would not
court a meeting with Mr. Hastings, 1lelen
felt—she new not why —a vague conscivus
ness of anxiery.

Ralph, turning euddenly toward her lover,
I wait to 2o up into the valley—it will not be |
dark for wore than (wo livmis yet 3 will you

of his tight boots, and in no mood for rocks
climbing. * You are pale, Tlelen—ves, aud sc.!
nally shivering, too. ‘I'lis wir is fover m.rl-I
agueish, wr:ppiug her shawl more closely |
about her as he spoke  Come, let us get home |
18 s00n as possible,

I will not! [ mean I can not ! [Telen res

Rzlph ; I am wfraid something bas happencd
to T—Mr. Ford.

which was by no means lover-like.

[le ia a gentleman who has been boarding
at Mrs, Kidder's this summer, replicd llelen,
the coliur rushing over bLer face in spite of
her ¢fforts to appear ind flerent. Ile was to
return to the city this “afternoon, taking the
‘rain here and lie has fai'ed to do so, and—

Can not a man change his mind if he s-es
fif? Mr Hastings®interrupted, half jestingly,
halfl angrily. Don’t be so foolish, my darling,
he went ou ; it is not very comjlimentary to
me your- fretting about this fellow the first
evening of our meeting, We will 21back now,
and if he is pot at the house, somebody shall
be sent in search of him I promise you.

It may be too late then, said Helen. You
must come with me Rulph, taking his hand.

I will do nothing of the kind! answered the
irate lover ; and if you go it will be ir di-obe-

Do you need fo ask why ? be rejoined. What |-

bad fallen upon bim.
Unlucky that I have not the use of both arms,
be thought, baving fnished the contemplation of

plish with one, Phew | bow it pains me ; I must
bave bruised it badly coming down.

As he spoke be attempied to lift the fice
arm, but it dropped powerless by his side.—
Droken, 18 sure as fate ! bhe exclaimed, with a
grimace of mingled paiound wmusement. Was
ever o fellow in a soriier pred.cament ?

It won't do, be said, after a ecora of . {ruit-
1 35 effoits to release Linself. | amn Lere, and
[here I must stay till some one comea to my
lussisiance,  Aund therenpon be shouted at the
top of his langs for hilp. The valley gave
back the echoes of his voice, but there was no
other respense.

Still, aguin and azain he called—each 1ime
more weakly thao belore, for his strengih was
[ tust leaving him ; but-no iucky chance sent u
' person by witliin reich of that despairing ery

in the way, and must be removed, even il I bave down the porch, which creaked alarmingly be- | The puiu of the broken arm was iutense, and

1o do it in A commonplace fashion. You do nrot

_neath his heavy tread,

know what a benevolent person 1 am, Miss Hlelen, | A pretty follow I am to get info such a rage
nor bow much I bave done for the bappinessof my about nothing, he said at last, pausing beside, Of the 8un, a8 it rose bigher, well nigh blind- | gled masses of vines und sunderbrush, heedless

kind since first I commenced scribbling. At the Telen, who still leaned against the lattice-work. jed him,  lu such agony as he never dreamed |

hLis cramped position added to bis misery ; lis
thivoat wus parched wi'h thirst, while the glae

his situation, Well, I must see what | can accom-!

‘dienee to my express commands. Bir. Hast
{ings looked really imposing in his wrath,
When was | ever known to obey you—or

ey=s. I would 3o now if—trying to say some-

When be recovered consciousness be found bim- | thing tragic, but fsiling—if I were certain
self lying at the bottom of the precipice, pinioned | that I should lose my way and be compelled)
to the ground by a massof rock and earth which ' to stay out all night in the cold. And shaking |

off his determined grasp, she was gone in a
‘moment.

I suppose that every woman m1st be either
| a simpleton or a vixen, philusopliically obser
ved Mr. Hasiings, as he wend.d his solitary

temper and wilfulness on [l lew’s part was re
ally very unpleasant.

The walk was a long one,
fast falling when Ilelen reached the entrave:

twilizht, it looked so wild and forbidding. that
i she shrank back involuntarily. Would it not

rocks and chasms, because of a mere nervous
fancy. As she stood irresolute=—fecling her
cournge fast ebbing, a.fuint cry seemed to fall
upon herear. She listened eagerly. Did some
vne eall “Helen™ or was it only her imagina
tion ? It was like Tom's voice, she suid to
hersell, with a shiver, ouly 6o _fuint and-un
earthly. Her timidity bad all vani-hed now,
and :lie weont resolutely on. falling over pros-
trate trees, climbing up the ragzed ‘silesol
projecting rocks, urging her way thiough tan-

of her cot and bleeding bhands and feet, her

lowest estimate I have hunted out and returned to Forgive me, will you not 2 I will never bebave so of he lny as the weary hours dragzed by, und, fast failing strength, aud iutent only upon

their sorrowing parents fully three dozen heirs
and beiressep—with and without strawberry marks

and tattoed anchors on their arms. If it were emile. 1 like to see you behave badiy—it amuses |

not for¢he base ingratitude of bhudanity, my
statue, arrayed in nodescript costume, and execut-

again.
I have nothing to forgive, she replied, with a

me, and | need to be amuscd.
Is it not a pity that a man is 80 hampered by

‘lllu day jrurneyed towards its end.

Would help ever come? he wondered,
| struining liis ewrs to cateh the slightest sound
‘Tbe place was a lonely and deseri.d one—
’seldum visited, except by some wandering art-
_ist in search of the pic:uresque, aud there was

ed in the worst style of Awmerican art, would now circumstances as to be unabls to assume a heroic | po one to miss him or grow anxious at his ab-

adora Central Park or Uvion Square, 1 would

attitude when be wishes ? questioned Tom, seem-

|

'sence  Ielen would take for granted ihat he

like to be a lost beir mysell, be went on, musingly, ingly guite tranquil once more. 1 do not care to, bad returved to the city, and so he would be
“oaly to be ene it is necessary to have liquid bloe “be taller nor less clumsy ; 1 don’t even wish to left 1o peri-b slowly of thirst and starvation.

eyes aud golden hair wnd snowy brow; or raven
lovks and fatbomless dark orbs and classic features,
and not one of those attractions did unkind nature
sce fit tosbestaw upon me. | am homely—not even
pitturesquely Lomely, at that—do you know it,
Miss Helen 7 . X

“Sinee you have made the assertion, I can not
be impolite gnough to contradict it,” she replied,
gathering someg of the ¢rimson ieaves from the
Virginia creeper and putting them into her belt
as she spoke.

Give them to me, please, said Tom, stretching
out his hand,

Sbhe shook her head, and pointed to (he vine.

For a momento of this evening, be pleaded, in
a tone which was far from sentimental,

How many soch momentoes have you already ?
Gues joned she, still keeping Lhe leaves,

A dead. rose—some other plant; which now
Jooks and smells decidedly bayey—a glove, - spot-
ted with lemonade and of no possible use to its
rightful owner—a slipper rosette, big and ugly as

amend and revise my vore ; but | would like to

perform someé wonderful feat which would forever
, exalt me it your eyes, an} earn for me your eters
_Bal gratitudg. I can think of scores—snatching
you from under the wheels of a locomative ; swim.
| wingr with you to sbore from a sinking ship, while
the waves were running mountaing bighi § or res-
cuing you from some desperado armed with num-
berless daggers ard revolvers. . Mow delightful it
! would be to hear you sob out your thankfulness to
your brave preserver, as Misy Alicia de Courcy
does to Percy Fitzgerald in my last drama ! AL
|preuul I amuse yon—am well nigh as indispens-
able to your comfori as a lap-dog ; compel you  to
be grateful, and-—1 think you could hardly avoid

leving me,
I should abhor you ! returned Helen: T alw 18

And while he was thus dying she would be

| laughing awhy the joyous moments with Mr

Hastings by het #ide. Eis fancy pictured the

| puir together, “and he ground bis weth in im
potent fury and despair.

Then, as day deelined, and durkness, steul.
|ing through :he valley, wrapped itself around
{ him, holf delusive fancies came to muke him
ilorgoi(ul of pain. Helen was beside him—he

could Liear her soft tones, feel the clasp of her

hand, she did not love Mr. llastings, but him-
self, and shie had sought him out to tell him so,
As the vision varvisked he lost cousciousvess
for the first time in his life.

The view dors not swike me a8 a partico-
[larly five ove, my dewr suid Br. Histiugs,
b .hu:vi g himaell oo the rid g of the bridge

and_ surveying the scencry with o glance of

caliy Japprov.ad

' distike people to whom I am under ailigatio s ts wiit ey protiy. Helen voilied’s Sut—
When | am forced 1o be gratetut to anybody | § wontedido comes  She wasd lorktng very in
feel as though the anybody had“a string tied 1o oy Flentiy &t e raleond tenek —n plensant ,.'),J.A‘.(
little finger and could jerk it warning'y at inter bor eontouy as any lover of beanty will
vals to remind we of wy duty, Dadaie

reaching the spot whence that ery Lad come.

Shall I ever find Lim ? she thought, des
pairingly, as her foo! caught in a tree root and
she fell once more. [utting out her hand to
aid hersell in rising. she touched something
which was neither stone nor wood. She grasped
it eagerly—it was an arm in a rough cont
sleeve—a mascnline arm evidently, and her
discovery sent a thrill of horror to the heart.
I An instant more, and the injured man
|

moved a little and murmured *“Iiclen,” ina
: feeble, almost inaudible tone.

~ Ilelen did not skiek, vor faidt, nor édll him
“Jdarling.” a8 a heroine woild biivs dove Slie
only snid quietly -1 am bere, Tomn §* (1 My
(are you hurt bndly 2
7 4Ts it you, llelen, really you?"' e answer
led, excitement Jending bLim - strengib, My
arm is broken, and there is 8 mass.of earth
and'rock vpon me. [ have been lying lere
ever since morning and had giveu up all bops
of being rescued.  Did you conre to lodk for
me—I have thonzht of yon continually.

Yes returned lleler, hastily, thinking that
further questives might prove embarrassing,
and now 1 ain going Lack for help.  ['will not
{be long; you shail ba safe at homs within two
'hours, | assure yor.  Keep ap good heart (ill
I come baek d

How did sbe know that T fiiled to take the
train 3 queried Tom, mentally, ns the sourd
{of her lootst=ps digd away. Bruised and ach
as he wan, he would not jost then bave

‘charfged places with Mr. Hastings.

i
1
|

plied, excitedly. You must go with mo, |

Wio is Mr Ford 7. asked he, with a look |

way homeward ; but such an exhibition of |

of the valley. She and Tom had exp'ored it
together frequently ; but now, in the shadowy

be ~orse than folly to ri-k her lifo amoug iis

ot - ————

Don’t make excuses for him, Tom, said
Helen, in a vexed tone, and walking restless-
ly to and fro as Tom himsbif iad done of 1
evening before Mr. Hastiogs' expectedjarrival.

Why riot 7 asked Tom, watching ber fromy
the lounge on which he lay I admit that he
behaved badly ; but then fie had reason to be
nagrieved. Answer Lis letter, Helen, and sy
that you forgzive Lim. He stopped, foeling
that heroism and  self sxcrifice could go mo
further. ’y

I wlil never gee Lim ngain! she] answered,
her slender, dark eyebrows coming » litile
closer together, I koow now that I never had
any real affection for him—thank fortune 1
found it out before it was too late

Poor Hastings! I am “sorry for' him, res

20 ? fjoined ‘Tom, gravely, trying to arrange the
Wait (ill to-morrow, he answercd, mindful #ling in whicli his disabled arm rested, mildly

sorry—that is, I pity mysell a bundrediold
morao,

Why ? asked Helon, with the air of & seeker
alter useful information.

B-cause you do not eare for me, he replied.

But—I think I-do care for you, Tom, she
said, coming to his side to adjust the refracs
tory bandkerchief. 1 did mot want to; but
you know it is so natural to like le whom
ycu bave compelled to feel gratelul to you,

I know, answered Tom, very well satisfied
with the explanation. And, after all, Helen,
circumstances which would not permit me to
be a hero allowed you to be a beéroine—it is
renlly 106 bad. 20
" You should be very thavokful to ¢ircum<
“stances, laughed Helen, for if yoo had saved
i my life I would huve been your mortal enciny
"ulways ; and. until you. tumbled over that pre-
‘eipice 1 thought you rather an awkward pers
Ison, and felt very well content to marry Mr.
Hastings.

[ From “The Aldine"” for Oct.

White Witches : A curious Incident.

Woe have received from an eminent Ameri«
can jurist (he following interesting varrative ¢

Near the ¢l the soventeenth centu
that revowned judge, Sir John Holt, Lord
Chief Justice of England, esterm-d’ by His
c-utemporaries, as well as by men of afters
nges, a8 an ¢embodiment both of the law and
Jjustice, waa presiding at ‘the assizes held in
{and for bis native county of Oxford.” A dev
ccrepit old woman was put on trial, charged’
with the ciime of witcheraft. The history of
the case, the offense of which the prisoner was
a'leged to be guily, were Iaid before the jury
by the Attorney-General prosecuting for the
Crown. The Chief Justice listened to the
opening of the case with unusval earnestness,
for there was recalled to his memory s curious
incident conoected with his own early life.—
When a student at the University of Ozford
his habits were wiid and irregular, and he gave

and wight was |00 promise of Lis.great futuro emivence.” Iiv
{compaty with several other young students ke’

liad been for several days on-a earouse thro* *
some of the country places in the vicinity of
Oxford. Youog Holt had separated ’ himself:
from Lis companions, acd riding up 10 a ‘way-
side inn, without any meney iu his pocket, he
yet directed bis horse to be fed and an ‘ample!
dinner prepared for himself.' Strolling into
the kitchen, he noticed the dsaghter of the
bost:ss was sick, and was 10'd by her mther
that she was a grent suffercr ferom : féver and
ague, and that the doctors hiad been unable to
cure her. The youug collezian at once des
clared bis ab.lity to «ff ct a cuve.  Tuking &
piece of parchment, ke wrote upoa it & caba+
listic word in the Greek characters, bound it
tightly upon the wiist of the girl, and then as<
sured her that while she retained it shewoald
have no further return of her chills and fover?
He remained at the inn for several days, and
the girl had no return of her sicksess. When.
demanding Lis Lill, the grateful mother said
she had no charge againat him, snd, only e«
gretted that her limitcd means would not pere
mit her to make him more ample payment for
the besling of her danglter. Ilo rode away
in triumph.  Awd uow, as lie sat oo the bebek
as the Lord Cluef Justice of Koglend, be knew
that the decrepit old woman ., o itrial for ‘hep.
life before him was the duughter of the woman
who kept the way side iun, and upon whose
wrist Le had bound the parchment charm forty « |
yeoars Lefore, .

She liad followed in his own. footatops; wod™
had been using the charm, for the ‘beuvefit of-
ber neiglbors and (riends.  The Chief Justics
called hie up, and as she untolded some old
greasy rags, she presented 4o hiniithe wells 1/
worn purc.‘ar;m-ul with the cabilistic word:jo g
own handwriting wiiiten upon it . It ivmeedh
less to add thnt the woman' was at owoe dis:"
charged. 1 the groat Chiefl Justice had pres
viously entertnined any doubits on the snbject
of witcheraf:, they werg mow removed. [ Hars
per's Magazine

It was “darling Gwaorge” when a ﬁiddm(
left Omaha; it was “dear Gyorge” of Chicaga ; vt
Dytroit it was Grorge ;" and when thoy. re
Nuagara Falls it was 4Say, you™ )

= What is bull head luek ?' asks a Kentucky
paper Ewistiug n. mulea tail wnd 2edling
awny fion bis becls wihout being kicked,
coms s wear enough to answer the ghestivn.
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