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BEFORE THE SPRING.

The wind has blown the last year's leaves
Frow off the primrose head ;

The lilac-shoct its  tison cleaves:
The elm tree tips sre red.

And all abont, thaugh trees are bare.
And covert none to sing,

The blackbind heralds exerywhere
T'le coming of the spring.

Sing on. sweet bird. for you have faith

To trust a1l darkness is vot death !

The spring has signs to shaw her nigh.
Auvd b d the world prepare ;

Has Joy vo heraid, or maust !
Look for po future fair?

My hesrtseems harren as a wood
Where Spring comes pevermore ;

rom its sheath uncaried ©

£ rapinres pour.

Yet, faithiess boar. believing be —

Thbe Spriug must cotme again o1 thre !

e

w Lavidon Spectator,

The  Professor's  Darling,

AN ORIGINAL NoVEL.

CHAPTER ).
PROFESSOR ALAN NTIL.

Professor Neil was troubled in his mind. His
ast remained untouched, and his fragra
cotfee stoad coolivg in the cup into which ke
had peured it, with o steady huaud and 3 tran-
guil mind, teu mirutes before the pastman had
knscked.

He paced the Httle paricur with long strides
and anxicus looks: ran his fingers through his
thick black hair, tillit presented the appraranes
of a tambied i uneons. 3
kicked the cat A yards away frum
when she pursd wd hersel! asdtust
. as was her aimost hauny custonm,
i D retteat

.
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Alan N

cin the nerth

Collegn of 21, Breods, a uoy
ich had sent wwore 1!

of Scotiznd, wh

sturdv son across the hander, to return
vears Inden with honours gathered on the
felds of seience, whers their opponents had been:
men of intel snitere,

For more oy St Breeda had been
famous [ s aml her wschalars.
Botly, it is true, werr of no onitnary calibre,
Strongly - buily, muscular Seotchmen mustly,
who had been reared in Highland cotiages, and
plased with pature amang the norple Thearher
antil chiliheod impereeptibly merged into boy.
hocd 1 and then came the teaching in the parish
schicol-housa—a plain, uninteresting buildive,
generally situated 19 a clearing on the outskirs
of a wood.

During the vacation, or ** play,” as it is teymed
in the Norb, as a ruis, they were ¢ ed in
aniinary  farm-labour on the paternal crefts,
This was the even of the studiously inclined
+ill abouat zeventeen eor so; and .then, if thev
wished it, the gates of St. Breeda could be open-
ed 15 the poorest of them through the competi-
tive hursary system.

Not that eack individval student could hope
to galn a bursary, bur in reality there were a
great many wie did: and if 4 poor Seoteh iad
i3 determingd to go to coliege, be will find the
atd wayr to pay his f He will fure
v oand Jress poorly, but decently ; will
: the harvest fieldsin the autumn : will
teackh Jduring the winter evenings ; and, in the
end, sil barriers belng overthirown, will drink
his nil at the classic fountain to which he fought

by slow and irksome but certain
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BLETA.

father had owned the four mills
If you steod within the eollege
portals on a still day, and lstened, you eould
near the great wheel turning in the stream,
chursing the water into the frost-like foum.
Atan was an only child, and his futher's
original intention hiad been to make a miller
of him also: tut the boy was destined to
leave his mark elsewhers than on the old mill

onald Neil lved lopg encugh to swe him
Irave St. Breeda the first student of the vear—
a cireumstance which the old man scareely ap-
preciated as ke ought to have done, ’

“ Learning” was all very well in its way, he
kpew ; bt a Aeurishing eorv merchant cnm-
manded more respect from him than the moat
gifted profeisors in Christendow,

From the little nniversity town Alan went to
Cambridge, and was a fellow of his college and
a lecturer on some abstruse science when the
professor of metaphysics in St, Breeda died,

and Alan way offered and accepted the racunti‘
chair, i

So, at twenty-six, he was settled once morein |
his native town. :

Socicty in St. Breede was very exclusive, and
old Neil, the miller’s son, wonld have beey !
completely ignored; but the young protessor
wag quite 1 different person, and society longed
to welcome him within her charmed precincts,
but he waived her flattering overtures, and
buried himself, soeially spesking, in s quaint
little house, amid a pile of dry aml time-stained |
books.

His housekeeper wus an elderly womsn, a
very dragon of respectability and virtue, who
had known kit when he was s curly-headed

boy, sailing his paper-boats ju the old mill-dam,
with his two constant playmates, Charlie Ross
and Katey Glen, the minister's son and orphan
niece, the latter of whom had found a home in
the Manse since she was two years old.

Charlis Ross was a handsome, fair-haired,
blue-eved boy, who was perpetually in mischief.
Who painted old Miss M"Whannel's pet cat a
brilliant yvellow, which effective top-dressing
cansed the poor animal great discomfort and
suveral soapy serubbings in hot water before she
tecovered her ermine whiteness. Who wrenched
off door-knockers and changed shop signs with
an energy worthy a better cause ; sent half the
parish on April fool errands: put pepper into
the schoalmaster’s smuffbox when le inad-
vertently left it on the desk an instant, :\.nd
turned on the water-tap one evening, Hooding
the school-room, and thereby securing an un-
expeeted holiday next morning. Al these and
a hundred other boyish escapades were laid,
sud not without good proof, at Charlie Hass's
door. .

Bui fifteey years had rung their chauges since
thase haleyon days,

Old Mr. Ross slept with his fathers, and
yourng feet pattered no longerabout the Manse ;
for Mr. Graem, stern sud grim te look on,
reigued there alone in bachelor solitude,

Charlie amid his wife—onee little Ratey Glen
—had been five vears in India, a friend of his
father’s having secured him a fairly remunera-
tive spreintment there.  Now and then letters
passed between him and his ohd chum. Tt was
the advent of one of those rare missives which
had caused the agitation previously meutioned
on the part of the professor.

He sat Jown, amd spreading it ou the table,
began to read it again ; but sfter the fisst line,
a great sob broke the stillness of the room.

Mewmory had flunyg her ood-gates wide open,
and he saw three ehibiren sailing boats nponthe
faze of the ol mill-dam.  Two of the paper
illed mapidly and sank, and one went
ting bravely on to the other side.

%03t had come to pass in earnest as it had
teen Jdimly shadowed forth in play.  The
waters of death had swamped their two frail
tarks : his alone still sailed securely on.

Nao wonder that the professor was sorrowlul,
The hand was powerless now that had traced
those unevenly-pencilled lines.  How charae
teristic they wete of Charlie—lavable, hanmd-
some Charlic Ross ! They were as follows -

“Tiear OLD ALAN, —

*1 have not written o vou for nearly two
vears, and [ shall never beable to do so again.
But vou must forgive me; for 1 have been in
trouble, and all out of sorts. I am dying—
that's a true bill. A tiger got hold of my les
vesterday when we were out hunting; but I
am not able to write particulars. 1 wasa fool
to go, for | was as weak asa kitten. 1 had
been Jdown with fever and ague for weeks. How-
ever, I was feeling hetter, and up and about,
and monnted my horse. T could scarcely keep
in the saddle, and yet 1 went with a partyinto
tha jungle after an old brute who had been
prowling around the siation for some time.

“What ] want to sav is this: Katey died a
vear ago. | couldn't write at the time to lnt
you knew. 1 shall be gone by to-morrow ; and
my poot wee Stanpie (she's just three years ald)
will be without a friewd in the world. [am
going to send her home to you. 1 know it will
be & startier to you when you read this: bui
what can I do? | haven't a living sister, or
cousin, or aunt : and what’s worse, | haven't a
penuy to leave her. But I know that vou will
sheiter the poor little thing—at uny rate, till
she grown up. Perbaps she can be a governess
or something then, It's not her fanlt that her
father was a ne’er-do-weel, I wonderif youare
married ; if you are, your wife iz sure to be a
nice woman. Ask her to be kind to Stannie,
[t’s bard lines to die at twenty-six, but I've had
1 jolly life, taking it altogether ; and it's weary
work without Katey. T have "

Here the letter ended abrutly, without signa.
ture or date, The professor put it bhack into
his pocket, and took out anuther, written in s
lady's delicate hand :—

“DrseMr. NeiL,—

““Your friend, Mr. Hoss, died about an hour
aflter writing the unfinished letter which [ have
forwarded to you. My hushand and | were with
him at the last, received his wishes regarding
his child, little Stansmore, and saw him buried
beside his wife, in the English cemetery at
Hydapore, We sailed for England almost im-
mediately after, bringing little Stannie with us.
I am anxions to deliver her into your keeping
as scon as possible, for my mother, who rtesides
in Devonshire. is very ill, and eagerly awaiting
wy coming. | am also {mpatient to see my
children, who are with her. If youean be in
London by Wednesday evening, ! shall bring
her to you at the Charing Cross Hotel, Tele-
graph immediately on receipt of this. I am at
present at my sister's house, in Inverness Ter-
race. Captain Hunter has goue into the country
to-day, or he would have written to you him.
self.  He hopes to see you soon.

“* With kind regards, 1 am
* Yours faithtully,
“Cuanrotre Huxrer.”

The professor got up in a hurry and consulted
a ‘‘ Pradsbaw.” By starting in an hour he
could be in London at the time appointed.

 Summoning Jaunet, his housekeeper, ho told her

1o put some things inta a portmantean at once,
for he was going from home,  The obl woman
would fain have questioned hiin as to the canse
of his audden resolution, but he gave her nejther
tite nor opportunity,

Leaving the room, he walked into the passage,
aud: put on his Inverness cape and broad-
brimmed felt hat, which invested him with an
aspeet half clerienl, half pudagogic, and {:Oi"(;
out, bailed a passiog eab, nud drove rapidly to
the college.

He briefly explained to his assistant that
urgent business mhed him suddenly to London,
and that anid assistant must go on as best he
conld for a few days without his superior,

Then hie drove to the station, stopping an in-
stant at bis house in College Bounds to pick wup
his portmanteau.  He sent off a1 telegram to
Mrs. Huuter, took n second-class ticket, and
before he had clearly realized what lie was
about, ¥t. Breeda and her old grey towers lay
miles behind him,

He had bought a newspaper, but he could
not read : palities, English or Irish, containéd
no interest for him, and the Stock Fxchange
was worse than wibberish; but its pages served
to shield his countenance from  his opposite
fellow-passeuger, an obese farmer, who, nothing
dannted by the slender encouragement that he
received, discoursed eloquently on the merits of
anew and fattening oil-cake, the excellence of
of whick boviue delicacy the professor was
willing to acknowledge, but unprepared to dis.
cuss,

Only one iden was in his mind during the
long journey sauthwards, Charlie and Katie
were both gone.

How fondly he had lnoked forward to making
them welcotue one day in his simple home they
would pever know now.  Dearer than a brother
had the minister's son teen to Alan Nl And
Charlie Rosv had Kpown thist, alse on his
death-bedd he would not have heqaeathed to him
the most precious thing he possessed—his infant
daughter, A legaey which mest men would
have hesitated o mive, and few would have
cared to accept 1 but seither time wor distance
can put true friends asunder, and Charlie had
felt very sure that Alan would be faithful o the
trust reposed in him, Of the incouvenience and
expense it would entail upon hix friend, harhe
had not thought.  He would have done asmuch
for Alau, had circumstanees demanded and per-
mittel it

Man like, the professor haa not considersd
what ke was to do with the child when he gat
her, ar he would never have started off aloneto
Londen.

There were a dozen at least of his colleagues
wives or ellerly sisters who wonhd have gladly
sccompanicd bim ou such an odd and romantic
juurney, had he exprossed a desire fur feminine
help ;. but aceustomed frem bhovhood o ant
alone, he took no one into his confidence.

The short Nevemler day was already ended,
and the gas-jets scarcely penstrated the yellow
fog which hung over London when the tran
ralied stowly into Chariug Cross Station.

The professor stumbled awkwandly on 1o the
platform, and stretched his cramped limbs let
surely, while his keen loocks roved nver the
mountains of luggage in search of his diminy.
tive portmanteau,  He descried it far down be.
neath 4 heap of hampers, despateh-boxes, and
othar Lulky articles dear to the British tourist’s
heart. Ro waiting tranguilly, hc watched his
opportunity ; and when his property was frecd
from its tottering top pressure, he grasped it
boldly in hivstrong hand, and walked off with
itin silent independence, o the undisguiscd
contempt of & knot of unemployed jorters who
were hungiog round.

A private sitting-mom and two bedrooms,”
was his brief order on entering the hotel,  And
decliniug ali ofers of dinner or refreshiment in
any form, he at onee established himself in the
forter, and commenced to read apain the
letters which had been the cause of his hasty
journey.

He stirred the fire tuto a blaze, and lighted a
fourth buruer, for the reom seemed strangely
gloomy. He woudered if the fog outside pos-
sessed some subtle power of penetrating through
the stones and mortar ! The thonght suggested
a problem warth working out, anid ha approach.
ed the still unblinded window with an jdea of
inspecting more closely the paipable yellow veil,
when a knock at the door arrested his progreay
midway.

“Come in,”
voiee,

A waiter flung the door wide open in com-
pliance with his invitation, and announced,
“ Mry. Henry Hunter.”

he axid, in his clear Scoteh

CHAPTER 1L

SYANNTE'S ADVEXRT,
L ‘ftiood evening, Mr. Neil,” said the new-
comer, walking up ta him, and holding ont her
left lund-—her right one was clasped around a
slecping  child, whose head nestled on her
bosom. ** Excuse the left hand 3 1 did not wish
to waken Stannie till she got hers,  She has
wlept in this position all the way, and the cab
jostled fcarm{ly over the stones. U1l let you
see her in a‘minute ; she is # pretty creature ! |
hopr my Lotty, whom | haven't seen for three
years, may be half as beautiful 1™

Heashook her left hand warmly, but other.
wise stood Jike u man of wood. What yu earth
wan he to do or say T He wnanot a ladies’ man,
seurcoly knew - how to sddresn one. If it had
been Captain Huntar, he might have got on
well enough : but that outspoken, handsome
woman took his very breath away, 1le gould
<aly gaze at her inan ngony of shyness as she
proeeeded o take off the numerons shawly in
which the child was wrapped,

“ Wake up, dear " she snid, as she untied
the black sitk hood which hid tha tiny sleepar
fice. ** Wake up, and look at unclo Alay ! ly”
remember papa told you ahout him out ip ind?u
Here he is, waiting to speak to you 1" 8

Mrs. Hunter stooped down, and placed t)
chill on the floor as she spoke ; and Alny N:-ill't.'
great chest heaved with emotion as he louko‘i
on the fragile Indian.dressed little one, F,v.-rl
festure in the lovely baby.face was Charlie's
The sume finely-chiselled chin and nose ; the
bright blue eyes, and soft, olear skin and'ﬂ(m;
of yellow hair.

He held out his arms, and instinetively wh,
made o fultering step towards him.  The nexy
mowient her white dress, black sash, und shiy,.
ing curls were all crushed in an indiscriminage
mass within his close embrace. '

**She knows you quite well I said Mn
Hunter. ** We have spoken of yon cnustaull.;-
to her since her father died. 1 thought that yoy
wenld like her to eall you Unele Alan, so” we
have taught her to do so."

“Thank you!" said the professor, hoarsely
speakivg for the fipst time, -

M. Hunter Jooked around the room, asf i,
seurch of rome one else, or, at leavt, some
visible sign of snother person ; and a doudbtiul
look cawe into her kiud‘_\,' countenance,

*Pardon, me, Mr. Neil,” she said, *but |
am pot aware if yvou are married or not. My,
Ross suid perhaps vou were sinee he had heard
from you”

T am unmarried,™ replied the professor
smiling, and still studying Stannie's sleepy
face.

*“Then what will you do with this chill
You had better give ber back to me. She las
breu with me ever since hor mother died, | have
four children of my own, and one more in the
nurs-ry will make no more oxtra trouble. Shalj
1 take her away again t°

* Never I said the  professor, clasping 4+
claser to his breast. “'l am grateful for your
offer; Lut my poor friend left her to e |
shall keep her, and, in my rongh swaw, try and
i}l his place towands her.” ‘ o

“You will doit very well,’
quirtiy.

Some women o tead en ax they doo.y
oiwu book 1 and she read lam in one swore
glance,  She had often heard the Bisees s ok
of him out in Dudia, and had gathered fron,
them that Le was a man of rare .t:xla'llt, unfio.
mnately rombioed with a reserve which
tines amonnisd o bluntuess Conssguen
shie was prepared for his embarrassed sil
and took no notice of it but she saw bey :
the surface, aud recognized his sterling wartt.,
and to her his want of what is called manrne s
was amply atosed for by the grand ximplio:
whichk charactetized hir, as jt does all thoe
on whum nature has stanped her royal insignis
of gendirman,

** Stannie will sadly upaet your bachelor ar
rangements,” she continued.  ** Have you o
a nuree for ner ¥’

A what ¥ asked the professor. nervously.

‘A nurse,” repeatad Mra. Hunter, laughing
“Do you propose travelling down to Seatltand
alone with her *°

* Had she s nore coming home 1 asked the
professor, truly alazmed now, as & vision of him-
wifi making an entry into St Breeda accon:-
panied by a ginger-coloured ayah, rattling with
whgles, amd decorated with a neseering, pre-
sented el iy mental review.

“CNog Dok care of her mysell mastly.
When T was engagnd, there way a solilier’s wifn
wha attended to her, 1 don't see what yeu
are to do withont s nurse, Shall [ hunt

“aand Mr« Hent o,

ap nne tomorrow 1 1 don’t Jeave town till
eveniag.”

T think net,” he answered, unspeakably
relieved,  ** 1 would rather leave that matier to
my eld housekeeper, Janet Scott. She holds
the chief position in my small houschold ; and
Lown to being the least bit frightoned of her.
I have net broken the news of Stannic’scoming
vet; but she will give her & wann welcome, for
her parents’ sake, Lam certain ; and an English
nursemaid woulbl find no favour with Janet, I'm
sure,”

‘1 you rver grow tired of your guandianship,
Mr. Neil, or find that you are not capable of
training up n little girl in the way she shoull
go—-for childreu are often more incomprehen-
sible than grown people—1 have had some ex-
perience of them, yon sre—will you promiwe to
send her tame? | offered out in India to rear
heras one of my own, and her father would
have given her to me but for yonu ; he said that
you were the only person living whom he would
like her to be imﬂhtml to for a home, so I could
not presa my claim.  Indeed, | had none, ex-
copt that [ loved the child, and loved her poor
mother, too. My husband, st present, iz not
what would be called wealthy ; but he will be
soma day.  He s the ellest son of Mr. Hunter,
of Cumrie Chase. 1 morely mention this to let
you kunow that the additional expense would be
nothing.” .

Mrs.” Hunter paused, and waited for hiz an-
swer, hall-regretting her words, for she knew
that he would never, comn what might, accept
her affer, o

* I hope that you will always be her friend,
~-the professor spoke boldly now ; his shynew
had all melted away in the ntmosphcn‘_ of ?Nfr
genial  presence 1-—**but Charlic Ross d.\"!‘ii
wish must be honoured, Stannie is my chil
now. Ifanything should lm{qnm to me, how-

pver-life s a vory uncertain thing, Mrs. Huntoer
- -1 shinll lnnve directions that she js to be sent
to you,

'} aven go farther, and nsk & promaise




