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B P RING.

Thou of the sunny head,
With lilles garlanded, t

And bosom fairer than the blown sea foam;
O Spring, l what waste desert domt thou stay

Whilst leaves await thy presence to unfold ?
The branches of the lime with front are gray,e

And ail trnprieonod ia the crocus' gold.
Come, sweet E-ichantress, cone t t

Though, ln the sombre west,
Thy star hath lit ils cres-a

Pale Phosphr, fronting full the withereJ moon-
Thy violets are sepultured ln snow'

Thy daisies tvinkle beyer lu 1he sun,
Ride wind thrwugholut the ruined foreats blow,

And silent i the dove's melodions moan;
Enchantress, hasten scon.

White are the country ways,
And white and tangled mase,

Loved of the oxlip and the creepiug thyme;]
Bare shakes the poplar on the sullen ridge,

Cocd gocuis th. spectral mili above th.Ili od;
Hoarse torrents atem beneath the lvied bridge,«

And lightningn strike the darkness of the wood:
Enchantress, bleus our clime.

No bloom of dewy morn,
No freshly-blossomed thorn,

Gladdens the importunings of sad eyes;
The day wastes drearify, through clod and alest: a

Over the vatered moadovsansd starli val«
The night comes down impetuous and eet,

4nd shipesand cities shivern tuhe gales;
O fair Enchantress, rise.

Arise, and bring with thee
The rathe bad for the tires,

The hcaling aunehîne for the trampled grass t
Lnose teuttrîls fer the bouglis vbich bleus the e-ives,

And shield the swallows ln the rainy hours,
The pendent dames which the laburnum heaves,

A&Pd faint scents for the wind-stir.ed ilac fowers,
Enchantress, breathe and pass.

Men knew, and kissed, of old,
T y garment' glittering fold-

Thy radiant footprlul ou the mesd or vaste;
Earth kindled at thine advent-altars burned,

And ringing cymbals bade the éherths be gay;
But now, lu sunless solitude inurned,

Thou leav'stthe world unto reluctant day.
Oh t haste, Enchantres, haste t

The lark shall sing again,
Beveen the suin and rain,

The brovn bee Ihrough the fovered pastures roam.
There shall be music ln the frozen Woods,

A gurgling carol n therushing brook,
An odour tu thé half-unbosomed bud,

And dancing forgiloves ln each.forest nook;
Then, come, Enchantress, come t1

THE RED ROSE.

" Yes, I aa pretty," she said.
8he put her hande on elither ide of the mirror-frame, and

made a little grimace at It as though she were about to kiss
the fair refection.

" Very pretty, snd I'm glad of it. What-would be the use
of living If one were not pretty?" She turned away from the
glass after this, and sat down on a little ottoman with her
arma folded, ad the frown of rofection on her amooth fore.
head.

" It seems a pity that I must grow old and faded," ahe said.
" But I knowv I'm bnly mortal.

" I'd like to be a girl for ever. But since I can't, I muat
marry somebody

" I'm twenty-one. It's time I thought serlously about it, I
know.

" Last year i had five suitors. Two I refused. They are
married both of them. There are three left. Da I like any one
of them enougli to marry him ?

g Three t"'li esaid, ln a moment more. "I could say four,
if I choose, only of course I don't count' the little music-
teacher."'

Then ahe pulled her watch from her belt.
" Half-past three," she said. " In ten minutes more he will

be done teaching that stupid cousin of mine her piece.
"Yes," she said again, "if I choose to count thelittle music-

master amongst my beaux, I could. Only of course I don't.
" Of course I don't, ir," apostrophising some unse.n ndi-

vidual. "Dou't be vain sud ridiculous, and fancy that I do.
" Firstly," sle said, touching one rosy forefluger's tip to the

othon,9"you are net a all good-lookitg.
" Secondly, you are as poor as a church-mouse.
"'Thirdly, you are nobody but a poor music-teacher, and I

am Miss Velt.
" We are proud of cur family. We movo ln the f istmociey.

1 shouldu't have mucli respect for mydeif If I couuted 11111e
Devoe among my beaux.

DeLutIyeardanced with a French nobleman. Au Italian
count foll l love with me.

" A German baron-oh, vasu't lie funuy t-popped lie ques-
tion eue nighit in broken 'English, and set me laughing se that
I couldn't sane hlm.

"' My loafnie Mess,' liatIs hiow he began. Oh, dear, ho vas
ugly, sud he. ameît cf amoke, but lie vas a baron.

"VYeas I can marry vell, vhen I de marry. No little music-
teacher for me ; but, dear me, hiov le likes me ! A mi nte
more nov sud hie'll go int the couservatory, j ual because lie
fancies hie'lt f nd me there, sud hie'il pretend lie comes for a
tuberose sud a leaf cf geranium te vear lu lis bultonhiole.

" It's only to see me, I knov. And if he f ndm me there, I
shall cut lie foyer fer hlm, sud he.'ll say, 'thanki yen,' sud
put it lu is buttonhole.

" Ho alvays does. Fond cf taberoses ? Nonsense i He's
fend cf me. Aud 1h. tuberoses are at the fartheat end cf the.
conservatory.

" Il takos longest to gel them. That's vhy lie chiooses
them. I von't go dovn to-day. I declaro I vent. There,
lie tesson is over. I hear lis stop en the iltidrs."

Thon alhe iooked lunIthe glass, sud vent at oqc. te bhe cou-
sevtory.
'n music-teacher vas thero before lier.

It was all as she said.1
He would have only the tuberoses. t
She looked at him as she knew how to look when he gave r

hem to him.
And he looked at lier as mn look at women they love.
But nothing was said more than might have been uttered by

etraugors.
They talked of the weather, of the last new book-of any-

hing, of everything; she thinking to herself the while, "He
dare not show his heart to Miss Volt."

She might look and smile and speak softly without danger-
au immeasurable gulf lay between the-n. -t

On the other side hoe knelt worshipping her lu vain. He was
a gentleman too

No one looking at them would have fancied that pretty girl
in any way his superlor.t

But that every man must fall in love with her,was, lu ler
opinion, a law of nature.

Thas only a rich and aristocratic person dared aspire to ler
hand, was another; but there was triumph lu the adoration of
those humble creatures at her feet.

When the music-master went away, she ran up stairs quite
exhilarated, and put on her lat for a walk

In thise ummer weather the Velts liv.)d at their country t
seat, and the doctor had ordered Misa Volt to walk every day. e

She had taken too little exercise, as idle youug ladies with
carriages at command often do.

This afternoon her way lay along a green lane, dotted here
and thon. by pnetty collages.

Passug eue Pof these, Miss Volt saw a dress she kisw and a
bonnet that was familiar to her emerge from its little gate.

They were the dress and bonnet of Miss Burns, a lady de-
voted to Sunday-school interests, and kindly given to the visit-
ing of the sick. Tracts and jelly filied er basket.

Kettles of soup and little Bibles were always neady for the .
poon.

8he preached to them, but if they needed it, ahe fed thein
also.

Everyone spoke well of Miss Burns.
I My dear Miss Volt," she said, "how glad I am to see you
" l've been paying a mot Interesting visit-not to a poor

person, not a very poor one, at least-a lady; but nearly gone
In consumption and so beautifunl.

" Will you se her1? I should like to inntroduce you. A calI
from your would cheer ler up. She's lu the gardon. She's
about your age, and so pretty. Let me just take you to see1
her."

Miss Volt made no objection.
Miss Burns took lier by the arm land led her arouud the

louse Into the garden.
There, under a grape arbour, lu a great chair, reclined a

lady-a very young one, not more than seventeen-and as
beautiful as a human being well could be, but plainly fading1
fast.

There were homely fowers growing all about her, and lu
the bosom of lier dreas she wore pluned a white'tuberose and
a geranium leaf.

Near h.er mat an old woman knitting.
She knew Miss Velt and courtesied.
The girl -looked up.
" This is Miss Rose Bray-Miss Volt," said Miss B urns.
ci Miss Volt was a Sunday-school scholar of mine a year or

two ago, Rose. I wanted her to know you."
"I am glad to know your friend," said Miss Velt.
"I see you love fowers. I wili @end yon as many as yo

want, sand fruit also. Our grapes woudtempt an invalid.
" You'Il come and get some, won't you, Mrs. Black, or shall

1 send a servant ? That will b. better. Anything you'd like
to have I'il be so pleased to send."

" Yes, very kind of you," said the girl, wearily. ".Yes, I love
floyers."

" Have you tuberoses ?" asked Miss Volt of Mrs. Black.
"Those In Miss Bray's dress are as fine as ours, I'm sure."

" Nay," mid the old lady; "someone prings those to R-sa.
Don't they, dear?"

The girl f ushed brightly.
" A lover, evidently," thonght Miss Velt.
" Every afternoon he brings 'em," said the old lady. "She

loves tuberoses so."
Misa Volt glanced at the fowers.
She knew of none so fne, save luier owa conservatory.
" Every afternoon t"
Suddenly she felt angry without knoving why.
What a very beautiful girl this was i
She said a few more words, and hurried away.
Ont in the lane she put her thought into shape for herself,

having bidden Miss Burns good-bye.
" Those fowers are the same I gave this morning to Mr.

Devoe, to the little music maste r."

She walked on fuster, her face quite hot.
"l Sheis prettier than I," sie said, "much. He is in love

with her-not with me. I'm a fool. He comes to the conser-
vatory ouly to get the fowers for her. lie dou'lt think of me;
of course, I don't care. Why should I? "

She sat down under a great elm tree, holding ier p trasol
1ev.

Her face was burning hot.
"IH.has dared to flirt.with me-with Miss Volt!" lshe said;

"i e t"
Now scalding teurs were In er eyes.
" I'm net sure," she said ; " there may b. other tnberosesin 

lIe place as tango as lieue. lIl know vhethier there are."
8h. arose sud valked on.
" After aIl," she said, " vhat doea il mattern? I could neyer

haves aIhoughtl for hlm. I'ye said se ofteu enough. I knowv
that I shall marry Chantes Delano vhen hie asks me. Ho's
richi; he's stylish ; he's cf good family ; ho'. very hanudsome.

" What is s little music-mast-ir to me ? Only-and she.
clenched her gloved hiand-" did lie dare look se aI me if lie
meant nothing ?"

The next day ah. listened te lie music tosson lu the cn-
servatory, sud aie had a little piece et scarlet ribibon in liern
pocket.

When Mn. Devo. joined lion, mshe smiled mono charmingly
lian ever, au i ah. tied his littte bouquet vith the ribbou.

When lie turned is eyes upon lier, vwhen he looked as sho
vas used te see him look--vhen she mav lu hlm face liat ten-
der vistfulness that had proved to0her hanglity lisant thaI lie
loved lien vell sut hopelessly, ah. sid lo herself-

" Tii laural ; this ta net art. He does tove me. Thorn.
are othier tuberoses, sud lie is net Rose'm lover."

Vol she called ou Rose lu th. twilightl vith au offering cf

white grapes, and before the girl saw her she had meen that
he fiowers in her bosom were held together with scarlet
ibbon.

It was the firat ex perience of this kind that Miss Velt-belle,
beauty, and heiress-had ever had.

She stood triumphant, and others suffered for her sake.
When she should marry, hearts would break.
This was her faith.
Suddenly, one man had dared to slight her.
He looked tenderly at her, meaning nothing.
He only played the admirer, and carried her gifla of fowers

to another girl.
She always had believed that he wore their faded ashes next

his heart, and apostrophised them lu lonely moments.
He only came to the conservatory to obtain something hard

to Rnd elsewhere.
He cared nothing for her beauty.
He admired fair hair and blue eyes.
He was Rose's lover.
Miss Volt came to this conclusion reluctantly.
If this could be so, why, others might do the same..
Where was her power ?
Suddenly, as she found herself lowered In er own estima-

tion, she found the man who hsd brought her to this paus
exalted.

She suddenly felt that hi. admiration was something well
worth having.

Yesterday ho had been a humble lover, at whose homage she
-ested.

Now he was a man not to be won by her charme.
He had only filirted with her.
He was uIn love with this beautiful girl ai the cottage.
The next day she sought Miss Burns to talk about the girl.
But Miss Burns only knew that Mrs. Black said she had had

money left her.,
That there wa soma t ouble she did not know, and that her

cousin, Charles Dvoe, was always very kind to er.
" Buys her flowers and books, and sings to her, and ail tbat

sort of thing," said Miss Burns.
After this, one might have noticed that Miss Volt was a

thought les gay in ler manner.
A shade lay upon the beauty of her face.
She was consclous of being mastered by her own.felings-

something that had never happened to her before.
Against ler ovu wililer foet carried her to the conserva-

tory, where she plucked tuberoses for this music-master to
give his love.

She could not forbid herself to see him, and this, with lovers
ait her feet, and the power of an acknowledged belle and heiress
In her hands.

The grapes that hang out of reach are the sweetest.
The lover of another woman, whose heart she could not

move, was to Miss Volt a different being from those who plued
for her smiles.

He wai till only the music-master-still poor, and no land-
somer than before.

All the same, he was out of reach.
Talking to him more, listening to what he said in a graver,

quieter way, he learnt more of him.
He was mentally superior to most of the men she kuew.
He was charming, if ho was not beautiful.
And still had she not known that her flowrs vere given for

his lady-love, she might have fancied that he meant something
by his tender glances.

« They are not assumed," she said to herself, ionly they are
not for me. When he looks se, le is thinking of that fair girl
at widow Black's cottage."

One day Charles. Delano proposed te lier and was refused.
Time passed on.
The veather grev otd.
There vaste be a flitting cityward soon, but Miss Volt had

no delightful anticipation of the coming winter.
Ail that mho had rejoiced in seemed.atale, fat, and unprofit-

able.
She was pleased no more with the thought of woundng

many men's hearts.
She desired to have one for her very own-just one out cf

att the beating hearts lu all the world.
Yet for that she made no effort.
She could strive with all a belle's high art for love that she

intended to ing aside whan it was won, but she was too proud
to beckon on the man she loved in very truth."

Misn Volt grew fond of itting alone lu the twilight; of
wandering lthe mossy garden, boneathdthe glimpses cf the
moon; of reading poetry and singing tender love-songs te lier-
self.

She grew fond also of going te evening prayers.
At that hour the church was quiet; the few women scattered

about the pews devout ; the service sweet and comforting.
And besides the prayers Iu the velvet prayer-book, Miss

Velt prayed another prayer as she knelt alone on her crimson
cushion.

She prayed for relief from the sadness that had fallen upon
her-for er light young heart again.

She prayed that she might cese to love this man vloved
another.

Ia vasthe country custom of the place to toll the church
bell when anycue left it forever through the gate of Death.

One day, walking lu her garden, Mis Volt heard the long,
solemu strokes drop upon the air. Pale and trembling, she
stood still.

Just then a vcice, broken vith sobs, called to lier over lhe
gate.

Riiss Burus stood there.
" it i. litle Rose," mhe said. "8Sh. died last nighit lu my

arms."
" Was h. there ?" asked MIss Voit.
"RHer cousin ?-yoes. Ho kuelt beside lier.
" 'I vas very vicked, Chartes,' she maid, 'but yeu forgave

me. Kiss me before I go. I vould bave loved yen, Chartes,
if I had knovn you as I do nov.'

"And ho kissed lier. It almost broke my heart," muid poor
Miss Burus.

The two vomen sat dovn together.
The young eue held the other one's haud.
Tears fooded bothi their eyos.
Neither said a vord more.
For once, betveen tvo vomen silence said att.
But, vheu Miss Burns vas gone, Mima Volt veut itb lier

conservatory, sud meverod fromn Its stemn overy vaxon tuberoes
that grev there.

She hieaped them in a baket vith lond, t:a'ling slips cf cy-
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