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.mushroom, and a piece of pink ribbon much | On the whole, then, said Tom, looking down al 

creased, which may, perhaps, bare belonged to her small figure, you would prefer to rescue me, 
and listen to the sobbing assurance of my grati-

Suppose, then, that we go home, mildly 
suggested Mr. Hastings, offering her his arm.

Wait a moment—the train is coming, an- 
swered she, as the shriek of the locomotive 
was heard. The train came —slacked almost 
to an absolute stoppage—Ilele n’s eyes watch- 
•d it the whle very eagerly—but no Tom 
took advantage of the delay to spring upon the

Don't make excuses for him, Tom, said 
Helen, in a vexed tone, and walking restless- 
ly to and fro as Tom himsëif had done on the 
evening before Mr. Hastings’ expected arrival.

Why not ? asked Tom, watching her from 
the lounge on which he lay I admit that be 
behaved badly ; but then lie had reason to be 
aggrieved. Answer his letter, Helen, and say 
that you forgive him. He stopped, feeling 
that heroism and sell sacrifice could go no 
further. wh.,

I will never see him again ! she] answered, 
her slender, da k eyebrows coming • little 
closer together. I know now that I never had

qloelry.
POND-LILIE".

।Miss Halstead instead of you, enumerated Tom. 
That is all, I assure you.

What are you going to do with them? Helen 
demanded, much inclined to laugh.

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 
rare for me in consequence. . Let me see—we areBY MARGARET K. SANGSTER.

In early morning, when the air 
Is full of tender prophecy,

And rose-bue faint and pearl mist fair
Are hints of splendor yet to be,

The lilies open. Gleaming white. 
Their fluted cups like ony x shine,

And golden-hearted in the tight, 
They hold the summer’s rarest wine.

Ab, lore, what mornings thou and 1
Once idly drifted through, afloat

Among the lilies, with the sky 
Cloud curtained o'er our tiny boat !

Keeping them to sigh over winter evenings when
the fire gets low and my cigar is smoked out, Tom going up the valley to morrow —
answered. Oue must have help to misery a. well! Not we, interrupted Helen. I mult remain at

Ilad he changed his mind and re-platform
likely;I.lined to the farm house? It was not

home to entertain a visitor.
Do you expect the coming of that domestic af­

in liie present state of feeling he would not 
Court a meeting with Mr Hastings. Helen 
felt—she new nut why —a vague conscious 
ness of anxiety.

as to happiness.
If that be so, here are the leaves, laying them 

in his hand. May they contribute their small share 
toward making you wretched, since it is for that 
you desire them.

A thousand thanks ! he exclaimed putting the 
coveted possession into his pocket-book, where the 

, dead rose already reposed
j Where are your other collections ? asked Helen. 
I presume you have made quite a number within 

j the past ten years.
To tell the truth, replied he, I burned them af- 

*ter pilfering your glove. I did not wish to gel the 
trifles mixed and so misplace my regrets, you see.

Ilelen bit her lip at the straitforward avowal. 
Are you always so frank, Mr. Ford?

Never, be answered, except when craftiness 
can not avail me anything. It diplomacy could 
mike you adore me as—as I adore yon, 1 should 
be a full-fledged Machiavelli instantly ; but it could 
not ? with a quick, furtive glance at her face.

No, she said, slowly, and coloring a little.
I knew it, said Tom, checking a tigb. Well, 1 

must content myself with the dead flowers and 
crumpled ribbons zhich you have worn. A man

fliction, Miss Fletcher ? Why not run away from 
her first thing in the morning ?

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

Why did you not tell me a day sooner,? asked 
Tom, in a hard, constrained tone.

1 did not know it till this evening, she replied 
The telegram came only an hour ago —just after

Ralph, turning suddenly toward her lover.
I want to go up into the valley—it will not be | found it out before it was too late
dark for more than two hours yut ; will you Poor Hastings! I am sorry for him, re- 
go? joined Tom, gravely, trying to arrange the

Wait till to-morrow, he answered, mindful fling in which his disabled arm rested, mildly 
of his light boots, and in no mood for rock-isorry—that is, 1 pity myself a hundredfold 
climbing. You are pule, Helen—yes, and ac- 
ually shivering, too. This air is fever and-

any real affection for him—thank fortune I

more.
Why? asked Helen, with the air of a seeker 

alter useful information.
wo had finished lea.

And you are glad ? Tom questioned, looking at 
tier with a keen glance.
Yes, I suppose so; it is my duty to be glad.

This is good by then, said Tom, after some min 
utes of embarrassing silence.

Shall I not see you to-morrow ? she asked, e 
little falter in her voice.

agueish, wrapping her shawl more closely 
about her as he spoke Come, let us get home 
as soon as possible,

1 will not ! I mean I can not ! ITelen re­
plied, excitedly. You must go with me. I 
Ralph ; I am afraid something has happened

. to T—Mr Ford.

B-cause you do not care for me, he replied.
But—I think 1 do care for you, Tom, she 

said, coming to his side to adjust the refrac­
tory handkerchief. I did not want to; hot 
you know it is so natural to like people whom 
you have compelled to feel grateful to you. :

I know, answered Tom, very well satisfied 
with the explanation. And. after all, Helen,
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Noon climbed apace with ardent feet;
The goblets shut whose honey-dew 

Was overbrimmed with subtle sweet
While yet the silver dawn was new.

The pomp of royal crowning lay
On daisied field and dimpling dell,

And on the blue bills far away
In dazzling waves the glory fell

And flashing to our measured stroke.
The waters seemed a path of gems, 

, Beneath whose clear refraction br ike 
A grove with mirrored fronds and stems.

Who is Mr Ford? asked he, with a look 
which was by no means lover-like.

No; I shall be off by sunrise for a last day in 
the valley. I can lake the evening train at March’s 

1Bridge- -It sticks there —and the conductor knows 
|me, sed will not object. If Mr. Hastings is what 

Le should be, you will not want me ; if he is not

circumstances which would not permit me toHe id a gentleman who has been boarding
at Mr». Kidder's this summer, replied Helen, be a hero allowed you to be a heroine—it is 
the colour rushing over her face in spite of really too bad.
her efforts to appear ind fferent lie was to You should be very thankful to circum- 
return to tho city this afternoon, taking the stances, laughed Helen, for if you had saved 
'rain here and he has failed to do so, and— my life I would have been your mortal enemy 

Can not a man change his mind if he sees always ; and, until you tumbled over that pre- 
fi I? Mr Hastings’ interrupted, half jestingly, cipice I thought you rather au awkward per- 
half angrily. Don’t be so foolish, my <’ " ‘ ~ 4f“u " * *
be went on ; it is not very complimentary to

—shake bands, Helen. Don’t look out the win­
dow when I go away. I should only think of you 
as looking a little later for Mr. Hastings’ coming.

Foor Tom, said Helen to herself, a few minutes 
afterward, as she beard his room door close with 
emphasis, I wonder if Ralph ever bangs doors or 
gets into small rages ! He never lumbers, at any 
rate, and bow the porch door did squeak when 
Tom walked across it!

I think I can get down there, soliloquized Tom 
Ford, the next forenoon, peering over the rocky 
wall. At least it is worth my while to try—it will

more deserving than I might receive even less.| 
A philosop’-e remark by no means in keeping 
with the speaker's gloomy and perturbed coun­
tenance at that moment. A long silence, broken 
at last by Tom. It is almost three mouths since, 
we met, Mise Helen. Do you remember my com­
ing up the walk and finding you bulling strawber­
ries with one of Rachel's check aprons on ? How 
sweet those strawberries were!

Almost three months, echoed Helen, and—1 am 
going home next week.

Turn started and then scowled, but said nothing
How glad I am that wo are to be in the same 

city next winter, she went on presently. We can 
meet often, and Clara, who is a literary person, 
will lionize y ou.

Me shall never meet, lie replied with most un­
gracious curtness.

Why ? she asked, in a slightly hurt tone.
Do you need to ask why ? be rejoined. What 

sort of a companion for Miss Deno’s friends should 
I be—a beggarly scribbler who barely keeps hum- 
self lodged and fed, and has out talent enough to 
enable him to hope for fame even when he is griz- 
zled and filly I No, he continued, more quickly, 
I have bail my day, here in this old farmhouse, 
without a rival to dread—with no soul to come be- 
tween he and the sweetness of your companion- 
ship—I have had my full need of happiness, and 
I covet no half-way joy in the future. I was not 
made to play the part of a despairing lover. 1 
could not baunt your footsteps for a smile, a look ; 
or dance attendance al parties and operas for the 
pleasure of bringing you an ice or picking up your 
fan. I despise a man who can humble himself in 
such a way. Yes, and I was going to add, that !

darling, 1 son, and felt very well content to marry Mr.
Hastings.

—[From “The Aldine" for Oct.

In music on the sparkling shore 
The plashing ripples fell asleep ;

We laid aside the dripping oar, me your fretting about this fellow the first 
evening of our meeting. We will gi back now, 
and if he is not al the house, somebody shall 
bo sent in search of him I promise you.

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

I will do nothing of the kind! answered the 
irate lover ; and if you go it will be in di-obe- 
dience to my express commands. Mr. Hast 

lings looked really imposing in his wrath.

For one delight we could not keep. White Witches : A curious Incident.t
In all the splendor farther on

We missed the morning’s maiden blush;
The soft expectancy was gone, 

The brooding haze, the trembling flush.
—[Harper’s Magazine

We have received from an eminent Ameri- 
can jurist the following interesting narrative: 

Near the close of the seventeenth century 
that renowned judge, Sir John Holt, Lord 
Chief Justice of England, esteemed by hissave a mile of walking if 1 succeed. Swinging 

himself over, he crept cautiously downward. Half 
the descent had been made safely, when his foot 
slipped and be fell, carrying with him the rock to 
which he was clinging.

cutemporaries. as well 88 by men of after* 
When was I ever known to obey you—or ages, as an embodiment both of the law and 

any one else? retorted Helen, with flashing justice, was presiding at the assizes held io 
eyes. I would go now if—trying to say some- Iand for him native county of Oxford. A de- 

When be recovered consciousness be found him- !thing tragic, but failing—if I were certain 
self lying at the bottom ol the precipice, pinioned that I should lose my way and be compelled 
to the ground by a mass of rock and earth which to stay out all night in the cold. And shaking 
had fallen upon him. off his determined grasp, she was gone in a

Unlucky that 1 have not the use of both arms, moment.
* I suppose that every woman mist be either 
a simpleton or a vixen, philosophically obser- 
ved Mr. Hastings, as be wended his solitary

NO HEBO AFTER ALL.

"ARE you star-gazing I" asked Helen Deno, 
stepping out upon the verandah, where Tom Ford 
stood, staring abstractedly at the cloudless even­
ing sky.

"Only trying to devise some new method of 
shuffling off the mortal coil,” Tom auswered, lay. 
ing his unlighted cigar on the railing beside him.

Have matters reached such a desperate condi- 
tion with you ? laughed his companion. I should 
never have suspected it.

It is my hero, not myself, who is to be sent out 
of the world, vas the reply. Can not you give 
me a bint , Poison, consumption, precipices, ship- 
wreck, runaway horses. Bah! I have made use of 
them all till they have grown wearisomely com- 
mon. I am tempted to advertise lor a novel way

crepit old woman was put on trial, charged 
with the mime of witchcraft. The history of 
the case, the offense of which the prisoner wasrestion, Headache, 
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sieged to be guil y, were laid before the jury 
by the Attorney-General prosecuting for the 
Crown The Chief Justice listened to the

he thought, having finished the contemplation of 
his situation. Well, I must see what 1 can accom­
plish with one. Phew ! bow it pains me; 1 must 
have bruised it badly coining down.

Opening of the case with unusual earnestness, 
for there was recalled to his memory a curious
incident connected with his own early life.—/ 
When a student at the ‘University of Oxford

way homeward ; but such an exhibition of 
temper and wilfulness on U leu's part was re

bis habits were wild and irregular, and be gave 
no promise of his greet future eminence. In

As he spoke be attempted to lift the free 
arm, but it dropped powerless by his side.— 
Broken, as sure as fate ! be exclaimed, with a 
grimace of mingled pain and amusem nt. Was 
ever a fellow in a soilier predicament?

It won’t do. he said, after a score of. fruit- 
1as efforts to release Linself. 1 am Lere, and 
here 1 must stay till some one comes to my 
assistance. And thereupon be shouted at the 
top of his lungs fur help. The valley gave 
back the echoes of his voice, but there was no 
other response.

Still, again and again he called—each time 
mure weakly than before, for his strength was

ally very unpleasant.
The walk was a long one. and night was

company with several other young students hefast failing when Helen reached the entrance P SiCaloner young students ne 
of the valley.’ She and Tom had explored it had been for several days on a carouse thro’ 
together frequently ; but now, in the shadowy some of the country places in the vicinity of 
twilight, it looked .o wild and forbidding, that Oxford. Young Holt had separated himself 
she shrank back involuntarily. Would it not from his companions, and riding up to a way- 
be worse than folly to risk her life among is side inn, without any money in his pocket, he 

yet directed his horse to be fed and an ample 
dinner prepared for himself. Strolling into 
the kitchen, he noticed the daughter of the 
bost to was sick, and was told by her mother.
that she was a great sufferer from fever and i 
ague, and that the doctors had been unable to 
cure her. The young collegian at once de- 
elared bis ability to eff ct a cure. Taking a 
piece of parchment, he wrote upon it a 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 she would 
have no further return of her chills and fever. 
He remained at the inn for several days, and 
the girl had no return of her sickness. When, 
demanding his bill, the grateful mother said 
she had no charge against him, and only re- 
gretted that tier limited means would not per- 
mit her to make him more ample payment for 
the heading of her daughter. He rode away

of ridding myself or other people of life—even at 
. the risk of bringing a whole host of detectives down 

upon me.
Why not let the poor myth live ? questioned 

Ilelen, smiling at the comical expression of des­
pair on the perplexed author’s face.

Impossible I replied Tom. The lost heir has 
turned up, and is all ready to marry Lady Gwen- 
doline, and so thia hero—assistant hero, rather, is 
ill the way, and must be removed, even if I bave

rocks and chasms, because of a mere nervous
fancy. As she stood irresolute feeling her 
courage fest ebbing, a faint cry seemed to fall 
upon her ear. She listened eagerly. Did some 
one call “Helen” or was it only her imagina

despise the woman who can take pleasure in see- 
ing him do it !

tion ? It Was like Tom's voice, she said to
last leaving him ; but no lucky chance sent a 

He tossed the cigar away, an 1 strode up and ’ person by within reach of that despairing cry 
down the porch, which creaked alarmingly be- The paiu uf the broken arm was intense, and 

to do it in a commonplace fashion. Yuu do not neath his heavy tread, his cramped position added to his misery ; his
know what a benevolent person lam.Miss Helen, A pretty fellow I am to get into such a rage throat was parched with thirst, while the glare 
nor bow much I have done for the happiness of my about nothing, be said at last, pausing beside of the sun, as it rose higher, well bigla blind- 
kind since first I commenced scribbling. At the Helen, who still leaned against the lattice-work, ed him. Iu such agony as he never dreamed 
lowest estimate 1 have hunted out and returned to Forgive me, will you not 2 1 will never behave so i of he lay as the weary hours dragged by, and 

the day j urneyed, towards its end.
! Would help ever come ? he wondered, 
straining his ears to catch the slightest sound 

The place was a lonely and desert d one— 
seldom visited, except by some wandering art 
ist io search of the picturesque, and there was

herself, with a shiver, only so faint and un
earthly. Her timidity had all vanished now, 
and she went resolutely on. falling over pros- 
trate trees, climbing up the ragged siles of
projecting rocks, urging her way through tan­
gled masses of vines and underbrush, heedless 
of her cut and bleeding bands and feet, her 
fast failing strength, and intent only upon 
reaching the spot whence that cry had come.

Shall I ever find him ? she thought, des 
pairingly, as her foot caught in a tree root and 
she fell once more. Putting out her hand to 
aid herself in rising, she touched something 
which was neither stone nor wood. She grasped 
il eagerly—it was an arm in a rough CORI

their sorrowing parents fully three dozen heirs again.
and beiresser with and without strawberry marks 1 have nothing to forgive, she replied, with a 
and tattooed anchors on their arms. If it were smile. } like to see you behave badly —it amuses 
not fur the base ingratitude of humanity, my me, and I need to be amused.
•statue, arrayed in nodescript costume, and execut- Is it not a pity that a man is so hampered by
eJ in the worst style of American art, would now circumstances as to be unable to assume a heroic no one to miss him or grow anxious at his ab- 
adorn Central Park or Union Square, I would attitude when be wishes ? questioned Tom, seem- sence Helen would take fur granted that he

in triumph. And now, as he sat on the bench 
as the L rd Chief Justice of Engle nd, be knewsleeve—a masculine arm evidently, and her

be would be discovery sent a thrill of horror to the heart, that the decrepit old woman on trial for her 
.life before him was the daughter of the womanlike to be a lost heir myself, be went on, musingly, ingly quite tranquil once more. 1 do not care to had returned to the city, and so

«only to be one it ie necessary to here liquid blue be taller nor less clumsy ; I don’t even wish to left to peri-h slowly of thirst and starvation. | An instant more, and the injured man 
eyes aud golden hair and snowy brow; or raven amend and revise my nose ; but I would like to I And while he was thus dying she would be moved a little and murmured “Helen," in a 
locks and fathomless dark orbs and classic features, ! perform some wonderful I feat which would forever laughing away the joyous momentts with Mr feeble, elmost inaudible lone.
and not one of those attractions did unkind nature exalt me in your eyes, an $earn for me your cler. I Hastings by her side. His Taney pictured the, Ilelen did not stiek, nor faint, nor fell him 
see fit to bestow upon me. I am homely—not even nal gratitude. I can think of scores—snatching 
picturesquely homely, at that—do you know it, , you from under the wheels of a locomotive ; swim-

4who kept the way side inn, end upon whose 
wrist he had bound the parchment charm forty 
years before.

She had followed io his own footsteps, and 
had been using the charm for the benefit of 
her neighbors and friends. The Chief Justice a 
called her up, and as she unfolded some old 
greasy rage, she presented to himithe well as 
worn parchment with the cabilistic word in mis 
own hand writing written upon it. It is need- 
less to add that the woman was at once dis. 
charged. I the great Chief Justice had pre 
viously entertained any doubts on the subject 
ol witchcraft, they were now removed.—[Har- 
per’s Magazine X

It was "darling Gweorge” when a bridal couple 
left Omaha; it was “dear George” of Chicago ; rt 
D troit it was "George ” and when they reached 
Niagara Falls it was “Say, you.”

laughing away the joyous moments with Mr : 
[Hastings by her side. His fancy pictured the 
pair together, and he ground his teeth in in 
potent fury and de «pair.

“darling.’ as a heroine would have done She 
only said quietly. **1 am here. Tom ; tell me

Then, as day declined, and darkness, steal. are you hurt ba:lly 2 f’
“Is it you, Ilelen, really you ?" he answerMirs Helen?" I thing with you to shore from a sinking ship, while ing through the valley, wrapped itself around

him, half delusive fancies came to make himed, excitement leading him strength. My 
arm is broken, and there ie a mass of earth

“Since you have made the assertion, I can not the waves were running mountains high { or res- 
be impolite enough to contradict it," she replied, cuing you from some desperado armed with num- forgetful uf pain. II-len was beside him—he 

could hear her soft tones, feel the clasp of her 
hand, she did not love Mr. Hastings, but him- 
self, and she had sought him out to tell him so. 
As the vision vanished he lost consciousness 
for the first time in his life.

The view does not strike me as a particu- 
larly fine one, my dear kid Mr. Il istiugs, 
balanei g himself 00 th rding I the bridge 
and surveying the scene ry with a glance of

gathering some of the crimson leaves from the 
Virginia creeper and putting them into her bell

berless daggers and revolvers. How delightful it 
would be to hear you sub out your thankfulness to

and rock upon me. I have been lying here 
ever since morning and had given up all bope 
of being rescued. Did you coure to look fur 
me—I have thought of yon continually.

Yes returned Helen, hastily, thinking that 
further questions might prove embarrassing, 
and now I am going back for help. I will not 
be long ; you shall be safe at home within two 
hours, I assure you. Keep up good heart till 
I come back.

How did she know that I filed to take the

lated Blood when- 
ities bursting through 
Eruptions, or Sores;

ind it obstructed and 
cleanse it when it is 

1 tell you when. Keep 
ie health of the system

as she spoke.
Give them to me, please, said Tom, stretching 

out his band.
She shook her head, and pointed to the vine.

I your brave preserver, as Miss Alicia de Courcy 
does to Percy Fitzgerald in my last drama ! Al
present I amuse you —am well nigh as indispens- 
able to your confort as a lap-dog ; compel you to 
be grateful, and—I think you could hardly avoid 
loving me.

I should abhor you I returned Helen I always

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

How many such momentoes have you already? (
caisiji approv >1

his uit even pretty H len rejhed; but— 
e re i wants d to come. She was looking V pry in

looks and smells decidedly hayey—a glove, spot- feel as though the anybody had a string tied to my fently at the r allroad track —a ple as net object 
- ted with lemonade and of no possible use to its little finger and could jerk it warningly • '

rightful owner—a slipper rosette, big and ugly as vals to remind mu ol my duty.
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ques ioned she, still keeping the leaves. dislike people to whom I am under obligations, 
A dead rosd—some other plant, which now When I am forced to be grateful to any body, I "W but is bull head luck P" asks a Kentucky 

paper Lwistiug a. toulea tail and getting 
at inter for contemplation as any lover f beauty willing as he was he would not just then have away from his heels without being kicked, 

! admit. * ′ changed places with Mr Hastings. com s near enough to answer the question.

train ? qu ried Tom, mentally, as th • sou: d 
of her lootsteps died away. Bruised and ach
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