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LILIAN.

BY GRORGE SMITID

——

Coming from the gardon,
Tripping through tho oorn,

Past tho frageant mondotws
In the lush of morn,

I mot o pensive matdon,
Marvellously falr,

Lillan tho gontloe,
Liltan golden-hair.

Quoeon of ali tho villago
In tho yons gone by,
Queconitor novw thy beauty
Beamas upon tho oye;
First-fruit of gweot prumise,
Whon tho 8pring is gone,
Of tho splondid Suinmor
Bwiftly drawing on.

Largo-oyed, wound'ring Lillan,
With tho classla graco
Beated on thy furehoad,
Floating o’or thy fuoo—
Wouldst thou read tho future,
What {ts burdon satth ?
Draw no voll asundor
That to Hapo s death.

Somo hoeart twrith Love's owa glory,
And pulsing blood, shall thrill—
For who could soo tby lustre,
Yet gaze unconyuored stiil ®
O dainty, dainty Liliab,
Tripplog o'cr tho green,
To ono trus captive spirit
Thaou shalt be always queot.

P——

THE CASTILLIAN MAIDEN.

——

« But, fether, X love him not”

« That matters not, Dolores; thou must wed
him.

oI cannot; oh, I cannotdo this thing I

« And I toll thee that thou must, and shall;
and if thou dost rebel, then witl I ind ucans to
compol obodivuce. What means this reluc.
tance "

« Simply this, my fther, I love another with
all my hoeart.”

«.Aud who is tho forward youag genor viao
has dured to woo 2 doaughtor witheat her fa.
tuer's consont

« He whoin [ love i5 eallod Valonclo Liconata,
I met bim Arst at tho fandango in Cordovs. two
inonths since, and have often soen him since as
1 waiked with Donns Maria™

+ Ceasp, and go & thy roo'a, and leave it not
till I bid theo agaln to my prosonco; and in thy
soiltude prepare thy miud to acoopt willingly
the husband I havo chosen for thos, He 1s the
richest man in all Cordorsa, and wod h!m thon
must cre two more months shall havo passed.”

8he bowed, and glided sllently from his pro-
senco and to her own room, which was o vory
dbower of beauty and laxurirasness, bat now
secmed but a prisen-hounso to her whoas mother
was Jead.

Beluw, Don Traxillo paced his room {n angry
unrest, but ere an hour had passed, the quick
tread of a horse's hoofs rosounded on the pave.
ment of the courtyard, and directly an olve.
hued servitor appearod, announcipg ‘that tho
8cnor I’Aracono bad arrtved,’and awsited him.

“Hul™ orled tho don, n gleam of ploasure
brightening hiz moo; «say I will bo with him
at onee,”

Ang smoothing his foatures to tholr usual
smiling yot ateol-like seronity, tho don advanoed
towards his guest with outstretahed hands, atd
ocxclalmod—

“Right giad am I to greet thee, Senor D'Ara-
echce 1 have much to say to thee, und, not to
wasto our time, wilt tell thee at once thatl
have juat had an interview with thy nparverse
bride elecy, Do.ores, und dimwmissed hier from my
presence with onders 1o recelve and constder
thee as hier accepted hushband 8herefases com.
pliance, but she shall bend to iy wishes, mark
me, senor, and fear not.”

+1 do not fear, Don Truxillo. The falr D2ores
will yot be mine, sud the day that sces her iy
bride will seo theo mastar of the fulr cstato of
Fazzio, ncar boville, un whca 1l haveofton seen
thee gaze with admiriug ¢y cs.”

* Thauks, thanks, 6cLor, ) »u are more thoo
goneroux.”

«“forco mo not to wed this hatod senoz, Lot me
romnta with thee, and in all Oastlls thou wilt
not ond o more odbodient daughtor; o all olso
but this thou mayst command mao."

#It canuot boe; the word of a Troxillo 18
pledged,” ho roplicd, ooldly. ¢ Tho acnor toves
thoo mndly, and will brook no ionsolenico, and
thy obstinnocy will only mako It tho worsoe for
thee whon ho is thy maostor; so haston and
manko tlty tollet and jolua us.

« Aund, Doloros, lsten, If thou yloldest not
obediently to my ocoinmands, ns a daughtar
should, the convent of Santn Isabel will reostve
apothor vuylary.”

V. ith thoso wonis ho turned and left her.

«Thon, indeed, am I lost,” murmured Dolores,
rising from hor goat, *for, ruther than eator
8anta Isabol, fromn whonce thero is no oscape, 1
w1ill wed the Sonor D'Aracette, for from bim I
may somotimoes ba froo—porbaps ho will dio;
who kuows '

Hor oyos flastied with detormination, and she
sought tholr presonceo.

With au obsequious amile, tho sonor bowod
at bor ontrance, and prossing hor hand, mur.
wured-.

¢ Tho sonorita 1s charming ns ovor, Isse. I
had began to fear sho would not smtile upon me
to-day.

Sho shrank from hix loathsomo touoh, but re-
ocoverad horselfas sho caught her fathor’a frown.
{og glanco, and mado someo low reply.

Prosontly Don Truxillo aroso and left them
zlono, saying sintlingly as o departod-—

“As [ havo affiirs of moment to attend to,
the sonor must oxcuss meo for a time, and doubt
not that he will prefor to do hfs love-making
alono with the senorita.”

Hardly ad ho disappearcd, when tho sonor
aroso froma his chalr, and approaching Dolores,
who gat trembling upon a sofa, seatod hirmself
bosido her, and throwing an arm around her
shirinkiog form, excialmed, iu an oxultant, pat
stonnto tone—

#And now, Dolores, I olalm a kigs as tho
plodgo of our lova.”

«But I Jovo you not, sonor—you know 1 do
not love you; how then can you ask a gift ot
mec thas you know is o distastoful? I3 this
Castitlian conrtesy ¢’

«But, prelty one, thou dost velong to me.,
Thy tather has <anctioned my suit, and in two
months’ time thoa wilt be my bride, Havo I
not a rigt to embrace wy own®?

And clas idng bor 1n his strong®arfis, ho for-
i':lnﬂy impr.nted a Kkiss npon tho quivering red

oy .

An tnstant morg, and she had pashed him
from her with frantic strength, and drawing
horsolf to her utmost hetght, oxclaimed—

¢ Liston to mo, Bonor IFAracens. You say
that in two months’ timoe 1 shall bo your bride,
Well, be 1t 50; sinco there {a no othor choice
lsft mo but a npun's cell tn Banta Isabel, I con-
sant.

« But mark moe well: untit tho law binds us
in one, no kiss of thine shall press my lips, no
embrace of thine onfold me; I must bo left as
frec aa air, to cnjoy &3 best I may tho little
timo that romains o me, ero I am bound in
hated slavery.

«If I am not grantod this, I will find & way
to esospe thoo, evon if it bo by doath, Shall it
bs as I have sald, sepnor ¢ Shall 4 be unmalested
for tho two short months that ave loft to mo of
happineas I

# Ahl senorits, you make hard terma; but
slnoe you promiss to wed me, I oonesnt to
theom ; bat no longer witl I walt for my bride
than ths timo your fathor has sot, remormbar.
Angd, tair scoorita, let mo tell you that when

-1 you are the danora D'Aracens, you will repent

having shown your d!slike of mo 80 plainly."”

And with thoto iast words of monaoce, ho
quitted bor pre and the b . and directly
sho hoandt his horso cantering from ths court.
yard without.

Auch the don wonderod at the rudden depar.
ture of hte guest; bat whon, in answer to his in-
qQuiries, Doloras tnformed him of thelr agreo-
mest, und her gpasent to tho marriage, ho was
content, and ovco dejgacd o 8ay o word of
ontamendation at her dactsion.

Tue days o7 deoatay yot 8Wiftly oo, and
thoagh Dalores Was frco from proseni auboy-
aoce, the knowlelgo of tho falo iu slore for her
erabittered the iew hours of happincss she might
bave had,

Our suuny day, ns she wandered adbout hec
fathnr 3 geounds, sho scated horm L 10 rest oo a
Brite hilloek erownod with lofty treos.

Tots spot was o tavorite resort of hers, be-

And Le cyes of tho uvaricinue don sparkind
- Not 0, 18 18 afalr cxchange
0.ud¢, and glve the land —ha, bu

I tuko tho ¢
| Guadaiquiver, wiiio far w b . north, cxiending ' uis Kiodly speech, aud offorsd o opposition

eittse of Is cotsmand:ng o ine viow.
To tho soutli sROpLLDG sparkilug & atedy of the

and tho lovers mnade pleasant plans to thwart
tho ovil dosigasof the don.

¢ Dolores, ttmo anly onoourngas oir cnomics.
What noed s tuoro of dolay, my bolovoed ? Lot
us put an ond to thelr schomos at onco,” sald
Valouolo, gravoly ; whilo his compauton, blush.
ing at his ovidont meaning, murmurod—

“ As thou wiit, Valouoto. 8avo mo from that
fatal marrisge, and I pwill follow theo ovon to
tho ouds of tho oarth."

* And wilt thou wod mo at onco?”

“1 will, m1y holoved. 1 know no othor wish
but thino own. I aw thino fur over,”

“Thon bo on thls spol to.morrow, at thla
hour, and I wlll moot thoe, aud togothor wo
veiil fleo from thy storp, rolontlcss fathar At
Almaden, Padre Herrato shall unito us, aod
tbon who will daro tako thoeo from mo?”

Aftor o fow more words, thoy parted, and
ouco more Doloros foit hor heart light and
happy. .

Posseasing all tho flory impotuosity so charac.
terlstlo of bior mco, sho feared not to trust her
fato with hiot young lover, though thoir lovo was
but just acknotwvledgoed, nnd sho thought with
Joy of the happy hours that would yot bo hors,
wion freo for over from hor fathor's tron rulo.

The noxt aftornoon, aa tho last gleams of the
sotting sun fluminated the sceno, Dolores stolo
to tho trysing place, o crimson mantlo thrown
around hor, onhancing tho beauty of the pale
olivo face, from twhioh gleamed hor great oyes
with stardling brilllancy.

Hardly bad sto roached the spot 8ro 8 manly
form &tolo from among tho troes nnd olasped
her in its arms, and leadiug bor to a short dis.
tance boyond, sho taw two horses already sad.
dlod and brnidied awaiting tbom.

They mountod, and rode swiftly away along
thy broad road, northward.

THoy bad not ridden many hours when they
mot o padro, who yiclded o Valonclo's urging
and tho fnflucnce of a broad pleco of gold which
Dolores slipped {nto ats hand, and consontod to
unjte them ; and soon they weroe again spseding
on, man and wifo.

But as day dawnod, thoy heard rapid hoot
beats bolund them, and casting astartlod glancs
bshind, Dolores saw hor fathor, followed by So-
nor D'Aracene, rapldly nearing them. :

A. raco of life and death now began.

On, on pressed pursuers aud purgued; but
suddorly Doiores' horso stumbled and foll, bear.
ing his rider to tho cartl, and.Valenglo, unwill.
ing to desert hls brido, sprang from his own
stesd and raised bor to her foet, and thus, clasp.
ed in cach othor's arms, thiey awaitod the ap.
proach of their pursuers, who camo on with
rago and hate strugghug altaruately Jor tho
mastery in thelr evil bearts.

Thaey rslnea it their horses a few paoces dis.
tant, and tho don haughttly criod—

« Doloros, how {s it 1 Aind theo, the plighted
bride of Senor D'Araceue, heroat this hoar with
a stranger ¥

¢ Ho is no stranger to mo, my father; it is
Valenoio Leonats, and be 1s my husband.”

«Thy busband, foolish child; prato not to mo
of husbands. Tho only ono I ahall over Know
will bs tho sonor by my side, and ho now bids
thee, a3 his bride elect, to quit thearms of yon-
dor man, and scck his own.”’

Hitherto Valencio had roematned silont. but
now, clasping Dolores closer to his bosom, ho
said, in a grm, decided voice—

«Dopn Truxillo, what your daughter has sald
istroe—abo is my wife. Tho padro whom yon
doubtless cnconntered, married us lagt night;
thorefore, as thou art ver father, I ask thes to
tako back thy cruel words. Forgivoe us, and st
us go In peace, sinoo the marriage you 50 much
doslire is now ab impossibility.”

¢ Nover! Woshall sse 1f what I will s an
1m possibility.”

Parple with rage, bo drew a pistol from his
belt, levolled £2, and Ared full at tho head of Va-
lencio, and tho unfortnnate youth foll at his
bride’s fool a corpsc, whils she, half fronzled,
knolt beside bim.

As the smoke cleared from around the dos,
ho coolly replaced his pisto!, and turning to bis
companion, who, vilialn as e was, had sat gaz-
fog upon the lragio scemo ta horror, ko aaid,
qutotly—

“Sanor D'Aracoae, tako baok thy brido.”

And turning his horse, without ono glance at
uisdistracted daughtor, bo rxle away.

Thue seaor, dlsinoanting, advanced to the aido
of tho striciken girl, saying gently as he could—

‘*Reporita, this i8 but o sorry placo for thos,
and thy father has bldden meo couduct theo
home. Wikt thou como?’’

But Dolores’ passionate grief had now given
place to a dul! stupor, and sbe made no roply to

Awml tho speaker, a dark-browed, ropulsive. | to tno east und woat as far as the eyo aould ! when “ie raised kor from tbo dend body of her

ovkiug Siuward uf ANt or

>

~r, laughed beasts-

i wtkel presently. ]

o Assusediy, 1f you desire it.7

&y sy 163, Do Truxtiloleft the room,
Ringing & bell ho ondered—

«8cu:l the Senarita to mo at vnce, and did

recch, wero 1o mouniains of the S.orra More-

young busband, and p.acing her beforo him on

D, thelr lofty tops onveloped 1o the soft cioud- | bis 0WwD stoed, spurted him on, baok to tko Ha-
- But am1 not to sce my future bride to.day 7' 1 11ke w st of suasot.

1t w&as a4 tovely sceno, aad aven the perlarbed

bour,

clondo Truxiilo,
It wanted but about a month to the time

fenirit of Dores foiv Lo caum beauty of tho ' which hed been fixed for tuo matrnago of o~

lores and the sovor, and proparatious for tho

Ax shesat tn & haif.dreamy roveric, she Wes  Ovent tWero pushed on as rapldly as posaible,

starticd 1o hoar o voico ory tendorly, soflly —

« rhasten, T like pot tn wait ™ ]
And Lo pared the foor fmpatiently, untl) & |
Jght footfall atinounced his daughter.
«Iawmn lbore, father What is your will
‘T Reuor D'Aracens awaits to greot his

“Dolores ! Dolores ™

With & start and 8 low scro’m of oy, ehe
flung homeil 1010 1ne outsixciched arms of Va. !
lonelo Leonata. |

1t needod not words to tell of tholr mutual !
promisod bride " ’ 10ve, thoir spcaking glancor scMeod; but tator !

With & low scream, Dolares burled her face | on, fond burning wonls told the same old, o !
15 bo; hands, while the don relentiessiy contis | story.
nued— ‘ Vaiooclo tad Leand rumors of Dolores® ap-

“And 1 would bavo thos hasten to dob fitting ! pinaching marrisge with the Senor D’Aracene,
sitire and bld him welcome.” and, knowing that hor heart was his own, had

 Father! father 1" she cried, faliing upon her | lown on the wings of love to resons her from
&vees, and ratsing ber Lands In snpriontion, | fhst Greadral Iale, and ke had arrived da iime,

Ay

as If no tragloc ovent had su latoly takon place,
{ndood, nono of tho houssbold Ruow of wwhat bad
oceuarred.

la Traxillo had himsoif ducovered hls
daughter's absonce, and baviug commanicaiud
the fuct to the scoor, tbey pursued avd brought
buack tho runaway.

Dolores bersolf took no part in tho propara-
tlons, and gaxed upot thom all wivh a llatloss
oyo. When tho day sppoiawet for tho bridal
cRino, sho pormitied tuem o armmy hor fn tho
glaamtug robex, aund plecs ths costly jowelsupon
Yer nock and arms.

Theo, wien all was done, ibcy bado her Jeok

i ~

———

in the mirror, and with a atart sho scemed to
m:\cl‘;o for tho Airst timo what all tho bustlosig-
nified.

Paling tiN her cheok twas whitor than her
robo, aho murmured a request to be Joft alono,

Hardly had tho last attondant gauitted the
room in obodionce to hor wish, whon sho glided
to o littlo cabinot, and touching o scorat spring,
o tiny drawer flow ous, in whioh lay o gloaming
daggor ecarco six inchas {n lengtb, with the
handlo thlok)y incrustod with gems,

This sho ralsed with o smilo fuil of menntng,
and pressing it first to hor lips, conocoaled It in
hor bosor, and as sho did 8o, her atlsadants
ro.ontored to summon her to tho bridal,

Liko o beautiful, stately, marblo statne, she
stood whilo tho coromony was porformed that
bound hor to tho hated man at bor side,

But once did sho ralse hor eyos, and thon 1t
was to oucounter tho storn, rolentless gnsoe of
hor fathor, bonvoath whioh hor own qulokly
drooped.

Tho ceromony was done, and tho bridegroom
;u;r;od, with outatrotched hands, to greot his

rido.

As his dark dotostod faoo was bont over hers,
sho startod baok with a flerco vengoful soroam,
and -alsed aloft hor beautiful arm and olonchsd
houd, in which tho tiny daggor now gleamed.

But an lnstant was it uplifted, and thon, with
all tho forco passion could summon to her ald, it
twans plungod fn tho heart of tho bridegroom.

L ] o L ] [ J * L ]

Near tho banks of tho bright Guadalqulver,
surrounded by someo of tho fairest sconory of
nn:.n!xu Spalvo, stands the convent of Santa Isn-
bol,

Within {ts walls there atil} llves a nun who
for twenty yoars has never lcoked upon the
bright orb of day, or tbo beautiful scenory that
surrouuds tho convent.

Forty yoars bhavo not yot passed over hor hoead,
aud yot 1¢ is snowy whito; whilo {n tho striotest
fasts and soverest ponances notr passes tho timo
of hor who wus onco tho beautiful and bloom.
1ag Dolores Truxillo,

R R I et
ONLY A VIOLET

It 18 only o violot, faded and old, .

That bas quieuy slipped from tho letter T hold;
But 1t whispors of somothing I usod to know,
Whon somebody plucoed 1t thoro long ago—
Whou thelottor was sont with {ta freight of lovo,
Whilo an carnest prayor wont up above.

And I, in a strongo land fur away,

Wus loving him always night and day.

But that was 30 vory long ago!

And timo works changos, as wo all know *

It may bo ho has forgotten quits

Tho toving words thst ho usod to write;

But thts puor little flowor 18 ploading hore,

For thoe past, and tho things that onoo ware dear.

And the lave In my hoart, itkae tho violet’s breath,

Though crushed and forgotton, oan nover know
doath!

HER CHANCER.

B? 8. W. RERLILOGG

Mary Trigiligus tuoked tho monoy away inher
purso. It was a vory amall sum, but it was the
utmost that could bo sparod for tho evening
outfit: sho and her mothor had talked it aif
over, and such was tho dootsion.

o Nuw, Mary,” sald hor mother. #aun’t got a
tarletan, or anything oxclnsively for eveniang
wear: you so soldom go to parties that yon
can't afford such g drese. I would try to get o
nico glik., Something that's a 1ittie out of siylo
by being mado up fashionably might anawer
very well.”

Mary gave & sigh and tarned her faca toward
tho shops, feellng how diffieult 1t would bo o
purcliaso o fashlonablo outQt tith tho scanty
sum in her parse, And shu sighed many an-
o.her tino that afternoon as she went from
shop to shop. Tho goods wero to expoensive for
her slender purse, or they wero poor or old-
fashioned. Twilight was sottliing down on the
goy Streots; wifidow after window was flashing
1to ight, revealing misty laces with gay
ribbons sod silks streaming llke banners; tho
Iamplighters on overy hund twwere bullding their
walls of lame; and yet Mary-wandored from
astore 10 store, ooch maomont moroe bowlildered
and undeclded as to the bestinvastmoant for her
ooy,

81 appmacbnrd a brilliant storc, passed it
with lingoring step, then pausod, turned back,
and stood looking down tho glittering aisle.
The large mirror at the farther ond sesmed
scarcely broader than tho littlo cracked burenu-
glass in her humble room before which she
deegse t her Lair In the morntngs, Tao clorks
twwero hurrying to and fro, cager and busincas-
ke, whilo fine Indics woro coming and going,
Jostlinug ber as she stood just ontxide tho door.
Ameng the hurrying forms ha? oyo sought ane
fomillar and loved: not & womau's, I nouvu
geareoly way, olso why doos Sho stand 1n L.
shadow thero, with her voll Baif drasvn over hios
face, trombling and frightencd? Why eleodues
her cheok glow with shamo?

Poor Mary! You foel ko a guilty thing tn
thus sooking o man who hss nuver declarod his
lovo; bnt let mo whisper & wword {n your ears:

Ttoo fovo {s womans blug ribbon of Lonor
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