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LAD'S [OVE.

BY L. B, COCROFT.

It grew, long ago, 1n a corner of my neighbour's garden,
together with many another old tashwwned fluwen  Snow-
drops and penwinkle blossomed, and still blussom there in
early spring, side by side with pnimroses and white violets.
Wall-flower grows there too, and Eoglish honeysuckle,
sweet briar, pilliflower, heart’s-case, lavender and silvery
honesty. There are spicy sea pinks, roses in their season,
sweet peas, mignonette and starry virgin’s bower, and at
midsummer annunciation-hlies hft theie pure heads to re-
ceive Gou's benediction of sun and shower and dew.

The house around which this garden lhies is a rambling
building, with many wings and chimneys, gray with the
wear of wind and weather. It stands sheltered by a hill-
side, facing the sea, which stretches, unbroken by any
shore, to the horizon Jine.  Vines cling about the old house,
and a giant oak casts a tremuluus shadow across the thresh-
old. No architect would call it beautiful, but I doabt whe-
ther any artist could resist its charm, and I know at ’east
one of the biotherhood who, for love of the house and its
owner, has pitched his summer tent in Bythesea for many
a year. Rythesea itself, though a sleepy litile hamlet, isa
charming ,place. Few strangers find their way to it;
there are quaint *“ hits" without number for the sketch
book ; ald gowns do not come amiss there, and early hours
and simple living are still the rule.  All these things attract
us to the place, and above and beyond them all, there is
onr neighbour, Dr. Shitley, cur fitst and Lest friend in the
litle village which my husband and 1 look upon as our
summer home. We were in sore trouble when we fiist
went there, and there, when at seemed as if all the world
had passed us by, our good Samaritan came to us in the
guise of Humphrey Shicley.

I have sumetimes had it in my mind to paint that old
wayside picture, taking for ats central figure no ideal Sama-
ritan, tall and swarthy, no patriarch, vencrable and gray
haired, but the simple portrait of a man no longer youag 3
a man tall and worn and thin, grave about the eyes and
mouth, and rupged and ungainly alike in face and figure.
But I siould paint in vain, for the beauty of holiness which
made Dr. Shirley what He was is a beauty not to be caught
and reproduced by my hand through cither brush or pen.

For mc to say that he was strong and wise with the best
of all strength and wisdom ; ruthlul, gentle, just to all
men; pitful to the *veak and fasthful with rare fanthfulness
to thuse whom he . «ved, 1s to describe him 10 a measure ;
but the sketch fall far short of doing justice to its subject,
and can never bring biclore the minds or eyes of strangers
any true hikeness of ne fnend whom 1 knew and loved.

He was a bachelor, a confirmed old bachelor, the village
people said, but the half-shy, half-wistlul interest which he
took 1n all thiat concerned our weifare dunng our carly
months of sirugple went far toward convincing me that he
had remained vrmarncd from necessi'y rather than from
chuice. 1 was mistaken, for in those days there was no
romance in the doctor’s story, save such as was supplicd ty
my lively fancy, whizh made him by tuns fnithfur to the
memory of a dead love or true to a {alse one. My dreams
took in the future also, and I mourned over the unhappy
attachment which had so filled his heant that there was no
room in it for another lave.

“He rever wasmeant for a bachelor,” I used to insist, to
my audience of one.  ** He could not fail to make a wile
happy. and she would make him like other people.”

"It would bea douliful improvement, my dear,” my
husbard would answer 3 but, though I was fain to own the
* uth of his remark, my grievance still remained. Indeed
it remained for many a year, though I soon ¢eased to dream
of seeing it righted, and, after a tume, centented myself
with saying wistfully = **\What a pity 1t 1s that he didn't
wmurry and have his own home.  He would have made the
best of husbands to the right woman.”

*Yex; but suppose he had married the wrong one?
Squarc prps find their way into roand holes, you know. Let
wwell cnough alone, Nell; ths doctor docs very well as he
is. As 1o a home of his own he has his mother and that
handsome scapeniace, Rex, and what more does he need 2

Rex, by the way, wasa half-brother, twenty years younger
than Humphtey, toward whom he scemed to standin a te-
lation almost more £ika' than iraternal. Humphrey had
walched over him from childhood, had sacrificed much for
him, had cducated him, had fanly fought hfe's battle for
him, and, as is the way with generaus hearts, now luved
him all the better by reason of thosz very sacrifices and
strupgles.

Rex 100k this affection as he took the other good things
of life, simply as a matter of course.  Not that he was de-
liberately umgrateful ; far from it In his visions of the
future he always saw himse doing something wondcr!ully
generous for Humphrey, ** poor, plodding, old Humph,”

ho had thrown away ali his chances in life, and who now,
at {onty years of age, was 2 metc country doclor—a fail
ure, as Rex would have said. It was a humdrum life, and
homdram found little space in Rex's thorghis—‘hose
** lang, long thoughts " of vouth, which deal ever w.th the
joy ard triumph of the future, 3arely or never wath ats sore
Tow, its failmic and its despair.  And indeed, why should
any shadaw of these last mingle with the bright fancies of
aic who was, as yel, only 2 heedless boy, swared by cevery
passing influence. fired by cvery flecting cnthusasm, and
with no better purposc in iile than such as sprang ftom
vague dreams of that *“some day * whea he should achieve,
by some Wold stroke of fortune, that glorious meed of suc
cess which moit men toil for through a weary lifetime, and
cven then {ail o win.

Yet the lad was pupalat with cverybody, and was a spe-
cial favoonte of mine. Therefure, when we came fat the
sixth eason to o8 sumwicr home it was a disappointment
20 fiodthat he had gone West for a stay of scveral months.

That he had gone against the doctor's wishes I gathered

from the few words on the subject, which the latter let fall
when he came in, as he said, ** for a moment, just to shake
hands,” on the evening of our arrival. 1le was preoccu.
Kicd. and looked old and careworn, and once or twice I

card him sigh in an anxious, heart-sick way, that stirred
beth my sympathy and my curiosity. Taxing him prompily
with having overworked himself, 1 found that, far from dis
claiming the idea, he seemed actually to catch it as a relief,
It had been a trying scason, he said, and added that he was
tired and out of spirits.

He laughed, however, when I suggested a vacation, de
clared that he should certainly be himself again, now that
wc were there to cheer him up; and, finally, thinking bet.
ter of his haste to be gone, took a chairand a fan, and gave
us the local news of the past few wecks. At the end of it
hie said casually that he had a’patient staying in the house,
a child, to whom he hoped I would be kind. 1lis own in.
tentions were good, but, he added, hesitatingly, he knew
nothing of girls or the way to manage them. If I would
take pity upon his—his ward and himself he would be very
grateful.  Then, after a few more words, he took his
leave.

Uis mother, Mrs. Tracey, gave me the history of his gro-
2égé naxt day,

‘1 'mphrey spoke to you of our little girl, I suppose?”
she as..ed, smiling ; ** but of ceurse he told you only half
the story.  You know him so well that you will not be sur.
prised to find that they were strangers to us, and, indeed, to
everybody in Bythesea.”

““They? Surely, Mrs. Tracey, there are not two of
them ?" 1 cried in surprise.

‘*One, now. The other—the mother—lies out yonder in
the churchyard,” said Mrs. Tracey, after 2 moment’s pause.
*¢She was talen ill while travelling, and knowing, poor
soul, that she could not live to reach ierjoumcy’s end, she
left the train here at Bythesea.  Humphrey happened to be
at the station, saw her, took in the situation at a glance and
brought them here. She died before the morning, and we
thought at first that Lilian would follow her. It almost
scems as if it would have been the best thing for the poor
child after all, for she has no money and no friecnds  There
was some sort of a pension, I Lelieve ; but it ceased at the
mother’s death,  Humphrey is greatly interested in Lilian ;
but Le hardly seems to know how best to help ber, or to

ut her in the way of helping herself. 1 wish we could keep
Kcr with us,” she added, regretfully ; *“ for she certainly is
a dear chiid.”

It was something of a surprise to me to find the **child*’
a gitl of ninctecn, younger than her years in face and figure,
but older far than most girls of her age in the knowleige of
guef and pain.  Afterward I thovght her pretty, but at that
first mecling she left merely the impressior of a pale, shy
pil, too crushed and saddened 10 retzin a trace of the
brightness which pruperly’belonged toheryouth. Fventhe
fluners with which she came in Jaden scemed out nf place in
her hand I thought, as I watched her deft fingers grouplng
them in the vases which the docte *iked to sec freshiy filled
every day.

On one, which always stood on his study table, she spent
some little care, putting into it from time to time a fiower
which specially pleased her ciitical taste. Yet when fin
1shed the whole was neither elaborate nor gay. There were
a few white carnations, I remember, and a spray of sweet
brnar, some mignonette, three or four velvety pansies, and
a piece of Enghsh honeysuckle. Last of all she added a
bit of tad's love, fooked at 31, took it out again, held st for
a moment irresolutely, then replaced it and sct the vase
aside,

** He ikes 3i,” she said sumply, catchiag wmy glance of
amusement.

“Lad’s love? So do I; it has such a spicy. pungent
smell,” sud Mrs. Tracey, tubbing a leaf between her
fingers.

**It may be alt very well while at lasts, but it most be
flecung, I fancy, or it would hardly have come by such a
name,” sud 1, laughing. **1 don’t believe it is woith
hawing, even if the destor s prejudiced 1 its favour.”

* Bat it is sweet, 0o, in 1ts own quaint fushion,” said
Mrs. Tracey.

** Like—"" began Lilian, then paused.

“ Like }umphrey himself,” said Humphiey's mother.
finishing the sentence.

* But the doctor is not fickle, no, nor yet odd ; only
good,” said Lilian flushing.

** He is good enough to be very odd, indeed, my dear,”
said Mrs. Tracey, with something betsveen 2 smile and a
sigh.  ** As to fickle—ac, he is not that. Perhaps. after
all, we shall have to leave the 1ad’s luse for Rex.”

I laughed, for Rex was wont to lose, oral least to lend,
his heart to cvery pretty girl he met.  Fortunately he met
a good mzany, and, as the doctor said dryly, theze was salety
in a multitade.

Liian, however, shook her head. 1 don't know any-
thiny aboul the meanings of flawers,” she saul carnestly ;
st but this is the doctar’s own flower, Mes. Tracey, and 1
am surS it cannot m-an anything aboot fickleness. Mr. Rex
can have—""

** A petunia, I suppose,” 1 said, Iauil::ing. ** or anything
cqually cloying and faunting. Bat, Lilian, T can't allow
you to abmse Rex. Let me tell you that 1 have adopted him
as my owd special boy.”

And Lilian laughed as she answered, “ Keep him and
wclcome ; only don’t ask me to like him better than the
doctor.” .

* Lilian,” I called hex from that first day, for she seerned
+00 much of a child to nced a mote formal tite.  Indeed.
« rete was very littie formality in o, trcatment of her, for
we soon learned 1o love her for her own sake as well as
to p° y her for the sotrows through which she had passed. If
sbe was not a sunbeam in the hotse she might at least have
been likened o2 ray of purcst moonlight, touching with
soltest radiance the dimness of the qoicl houte It was 2
hotse where there bad long been a lack of young life, for
Rex, between ichool and college, had spent little tune of
late years at home, and Lilian slipped into the vacan: place
and flled it as ofright. She grew to be xlmost indispen-

sable to Mrs. Tracey, as day by day the elder womap
leaned more and more upon the younger one, much a
she might have leaned upon her own lost daughter, had the
little Jife been spared to blossom into wamanhiood, To me
the gitl was the most charming of companions, and wy hug
band found her an equally charming model.  She sat for
him by hours together, and sketches of her face in all soptg
of mediums found their way into his portfolio, One cf
them, a study in oils, he afterward claborated into 2
* Elzine " which attained a great success, and another pic-
ture, a very faithful likeness, found its way into the doctor’s
hands and still hangs above his study fireplace, the Liliag
of long ago. It was painted for a wedding pift, for none of
us were blind to the little dratsa which was played before
us that summer. He must have been dull, indeed, who
could have failed to read the doctor’s story in his face, in the
thrill in his voice when he uttered Lilian’s name, or in the
light kindling in his eyes when they rested upon her.  Love
had come at last, and pcﬂml)a it was all the stronper by rea
son of its long tarrying.  We all knew the open secret be.
fore any glitnmer of the truth came to Lalirn, Bumphrey
had been, from the first, the gentlest and kindest of guar.
dians, and the brotherly manner which he had at fiest
adopted toward his ward changed so imperceptibly into
something warmer and deeper, that [ doubn whether even
he tumsclf understood the meamng of the chanpe untl gt
was 100 late to struggle against the power which had mas.
wered him.

1 think that he did strugple, even then, but all his doubts
and scruples were for Lilian’s sake.  Mine, and I had many
of them, were for im.  To want forty years, and then give
s heart into the keeping of a child, “*fitter,"” as I thoupht
at furst, to myself, **for Rex ™ than for the graye clder
brother whose love she surely could not value at its wor.,
cven though she should accept it when he laid it at her fect,

Mzrs, Tracey did not seem to share my misgivings as to
Lilian's fitness, but she feared greatly that Humphrey would
be unsuccessful,

“Sheis oo frankly Jond of him as her friend to have
thought of him in any other relation,” sh. said, sadly, * and
besides, the difference 10 apre 15 great.  She can hardly be
expected to think of him as a lover.”

** Tust at present she doesn’t know what to think of him,*
I answered, with an inward laugh, as I recalled a questica
put to me by Lilian eather 1n that same afterncon :

*¢ Is the doctor displeased at me; 1 don't know what }
have done, but he has changed toward me, and I doa't
know how to set matters nght.”

Not daring to enhighten her, I had merely answere? thy
Humphrey had 2 gond deal on hismind.  Centainly sie hed
not yexed him in any way

‘“Then perhaps i* is ahout his brother. Maybe T ought
not to speak of it, but he half told meabout it, and of couse
you knnw the whale stary ¥

{ 7o bc continucd. )

THE NECGHBOURHOOD OF NIAGARA FALLS.

While hundreds of toursts visit the Falls of Niagan
cvery season, nnt one in a thousaad actually sees the siver
But with the *¢ frecing of Niapara,” celebrated by New
York State, and Canada July 135, :8Ss, the river o

enenced a dew birth. ® Herealter, in the true spirit of this
international bund, the traveller, having enjoyed zestored
nature «t the points comprised within the limits of the In
ternational Park Survey, may cxplore Niagam River to
where, actually freed from its high, precipitous munl
lwundaties, it pours the waters of our upper inland sess
mto the broad Ontano.  Here culminates the historic ia
tezest of the Niagara fronties, as at the Whirlpool modern
rock-readers tell us to seek a cluc 1o its geological past.
For of few other rivers may it be said that they have a
threcluld charm, appealing alike to artist, historizn and
man of scicnce.

Truc lovers of Niagara hope that the day is not far
distant when the Interuational Park will consist of oot
mercly a mile strip on the Amcrican bank, ' . 2 grand
double boulevard, suaning from Buffalo to Jngstows,
and on the Canadian clifis from the Hois.ahoe Falis
to Queenston. As a site for country villas, Lewistoz
Ridge, with the vonumbered Leautiful drives in its neigh
baurhoad and its piciuresque histonical associations, mus,
as the cnies of western New York grow in wealth and
pupulatiun, become not less famous than the cliffs of
Newport.

Below the cataract, the Niagarz, although compan-
tively few tounsts discover this fact, has a beauty and
grandcur no less impasing than the falls themselves. Net
content with ns mighly plunge of 163 feet, the nver goes
surging and tossing downward another 104 feet 10 1
10cky bed over the obliterated falls of = pregacial stream,
the remains of a thand cataract being still petceptible in tke
Whiripool Kagnds. At the Whitlpool the river cotwists
el nke some mughy scrpent from ats sinuous conter
tiens 1n thas concave prwn, to pour itsclf an emerX
green wave into a channel at right angles with its former
coarse, and hencclonih trends nosth cast with many a gentie
curve,

Not until we leave Lewiston Ridge do we turn our backs
an the Niagara’s stupendous exhibation of power. Froz
this height, deseribed by Father Charlevois as **a frighif)
mountain which hides itself in clovds on which th.e Tit-
ans might attempt to scale the heavens,” is 3 view wonky
the cxpansive capvass of 3 Bierstadt.  The table-1and ter-
minates abruprly in an esFarpment.  Beoeath  streicd
houndlees meadowlands 3¢ rich as any in agriculiurs] Eop-
land. They slope gently to the river, which, coming
headlong doxn the porge, with the lcap and roar of i
Whitlpool upon 1, gradually subsides mnto a trangsd
strcam a3 the bold outhines of the tanks above Lewutx
{all sway into broad, smiline olains.  Actoss the gorge 8
the Bunker 11ill of Canada, crowned by its lofty
Few monuments in the world have 30 imposing an cfict
w0 the landscape as the lor’ncl;l form of Brock towenng &
the blac clouds far above the haights of Queenston,



