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THE FLIGHT OF THE SWALLOWS,

Swift swallows, stay, we cannot spare you yet—
No chilly breath has struck you with alarm ;
Why should you fill our souls with vague re.
gret
In these sweet days of golden rest and calm ?
Let us & while travel and change forget.

Why should you roam ? The gardens are aglow
With brighter color than they wore in June,
The tall white lilies make a queenly show,
The gaddi:. g vine with many a wild festoon
8till hides your nest; we cannot let you go.

Why should you leave us? Summers are so
brief.

It seems but one bright week, or scarcely
more,

Since every day showed some new tree in leaf.

Pleasant it was from window and from door

To hail, in your glad coming, Spring’s re.
lief —

To stand within the gateway of the year,
As at the entrance of an unknown wood,
Hearing the songs of unseen birds g0 near,
It seemed we might have caught them where
they stood—
False cuckoo notes of joys that disappear!

Swallows, ye brought upon your glossy v ings
A hundred visions from beyond the sea ;
Though your last nest was mid the tombs of
kings,
Our thatch from allen touch is not less free
Than those grand ruins round which sllence
clings.

Say, do ye fear ye may not see again .
The large-browed Sphynx gazing with human
eyes
Tbrougl))’ countless centuries across the plain
Of arid sands, beneath the shadeless skies,
‘Where Carnac’s sculptured glories yet re-
main ?

Is there in Luxor, 'neath a lotus flower
Carved when the world was young, a hiding-
place
Dear to you—never moistened by a shower
Since first a bold adventurer of your race
Chose it and made 1t your ancestral tower ?

Now, if ye must go, quickly take farewell,
For many a dum eye that has watched you
play
Shball fill with tears, taking your flight for knell
Of life and season, ebbing both away
In thatlong struggle words are weak to tell.

Bare are the happy flelds; on every side
The plough already has its work begun ;
Dart, swallows, fly in peace—sure i8 your guide
Cross seas—and seek the countries of tiie sun—
But come again to us, whate'’er betide.

FOR ANOTHER.

Adeline Von R. was sentenced to seven days’
imprisonment, I was notified to receive her in
prison.

The lady did not iuterest me, because I was
nol personally acquainted with her. I was also
ignorant as to the cause of this Jjudgment, but
still T could not place the order out of my sight
without repeated perusals, feeling a foreboding
that something unusual and glvomy would sure-
ly transpire in connection with it.

There was really nothing ‘emurkable about
the seven days’ imprisonment, and yet it mig.t
be that a longer sentence was obviated by the
social position of the lady, had not the docu-
ment ordered close confinement and no amelio-
ration of the rules of the place for her.

But other bustuess pressed, and one week and
then another went by, and the circumstance
had almosd been forgotten when the last day of
the third week again recalled it.

It was getting late; the prisoners had received
their supper, and I had retired to my room to
attend some writing that my duties during the
day bad left me little time for. I was so deeply
absorbed that I did not hear the door open, and
was consequently more than startled when I
heard, not far from me, a trembling voice utter
a soft “Good evening.” Looking up, I saw an
elegantly attired young girl, hesitating at a
nearer approach, and seemingly walting to be
addressed.

I had time to make observations. Her style
of dress first attracted my attention. It was
not such as I had been accustomed to see around
me on my visilors to this establishment. Her
face was youug, fresh, and round; the regular.ty
of features alone caused an exclamation in favor
of its beauly, the downcast eyes closed their
mirror from view, but the whole expression of
face and perzou indicated a sense of horror,
shame, and feal.

Such cunduet is rare in prison, yet the girl
"had evidenily came to stay, judging by the
bundle of wearing apparel she carried.

My sympathy was awakened, and, in a kinder
toue than I should have used under ordivary
circumstunces for this ill-timed disturbauce, I
requested her to approach me.

8he did not move ; her head remained bowed,
the eyes drouping,

¢ What is your name ?”

I reccived no reply. The girl seemied to strug-
“gle for composure, her l} s quivered, her mouth

“vainly trying to form words.

¢ But, doar child,” T asked rather i:npat.ently

afler a pause, “ you must tell me what you de- |

sire; why are you here ?”

“I am here under arrest.” ’

She said it almost whispering, the words
scarcely passing her lips. I looked at her inas-
tonishment.

“ For how long 7

“O0h, God !” (Ach, Gott!)

Nothing but this escaped her mouth. She
breathed heavily, her bosom palpitating with
distressing rapidity. She tried to conquer her-
self, but the strength of her feelings seemed to
master her endeavors.

“Tell me, ohild, how long must you remain
here ?”

“Seven days.”

This expression seemed to bring unutterable
relief. The treinbling limbs became quiet, res-
piration regular, only the eyes remained down-
cast still.

“ And your name ?”

“I am called Adeline von R.”

“«Ah!”

The exclamation escaped me before I was
aware of it. The girl was startled, and directly
raised her head and gazed me full in the face,
with an unspoken Inquiry. I saw two eyes,
large and wondrously beautiful, an irresistible
power of fascination within their depths speak-
ing of childlike Innocence, fearful sorrow and
fright, yet expressive of resignation ; they were
humid with suppressed tears that told of the
will to be strong and endure.

What should I do with Adeline von R.; how
should I treat her? Her station In life de-
manded a proper respect. I did not want her
to see that 1 felt this to be so, and yet I did not
wish to repulse her. I was yet undecided how
Lo act when she said :

¢ Mr. Inspector, you know now why I am
here; I cannot ask you to set aside Your duty
In my behalf; but oh, I beg you will not make
m © position harder to bear than is called for.
May [ be alone, left to myself?”

¢ If you desire it.”

“ A:d no one will see me ?”

“None but the prisoners employed on the
premises.”

“That I8 good; I would like to hide myself
from all huraanity, and from the dear God too.
Under arrest! Oh, the disgrace. It will cling
to me forever. Oh! it is horrib.e, and to bear
it through life—terrible !’

In her excilement Adeline von R. struck her
hands together, alternately covering her face
with them, as if to sbut out a piclure conjured
by the imagination ofa fearful future.

“You go too far,” said I, trying to comfort
her; ¢« the disgrace does not consist in the arrest,
but in the causes, the deed that requires such a
penance.”

“True, that is true. But do all people think
thus ? How often does It occur that, they care
to know if the punishment is Just, If one is

really guilty ? But who can alter such thines?
Can those do it who suffer inrocently? Can

they make war with the majority, swim agalinst
the tide and b® lost in the stream ? All that is
left them is endurance and oblivion to hide
where none know from whence you came or
where you go.”

«I think,” I interrupted her, «that the Judg-
ment of the people is less to be feared than the
reproaches of one’s consclence.”

“Ob, hush ! hush!sir. Do you belteve that I
underrate this inner judgment? I strugsled
loug before I became reconciled to come here.
[ was even induced—not to. Oh, God! 1 dare
not think of it; and you do not know—you can-
not understand. But I did not wi<h it otherwise.
I must not frighten myself with reproaches,
Others will do that.”

As she said this her whole manner changed;
she seemed to cast aside all fear; her head was
proudly erected; her eyes brightened with a
determination that changed the child to an
earnest woman. She picked up the bundle
that had fallen from her arm during her siege
for cumposure, and, coming close to me she
sald:

¢ Mr. Inspector, I am to remain here seven
days. I was told you had received the order for
my reccplion. Here is the document that holds
me prisoner—Iis this sufficient? I not, please
please tell me what else is required of mo 2

Her manner had acquired such a quiet dignity
that my intercourse could not go beyoud busi-
ness questions; although my interest and curio-
sity would like to have known more about her
family and self, and particularly the crime that
brought her under my supervisiou,

She still retained her calmness when locked
in her cell. Without exhibiting any particular
emotion she entered the litile, dark room. I
directed her to the bed, g.ive her a few particu-
lars in regard to the rules of the place and left
her alone. This was the beginniug of a dis.ress-
ing drama.,

The following morning I went to the examin.
ing bureau to find particulars in regard to Ade-
line von R., but could discover little. The case
had been heard at some place quite distant,
where the prisoner was formerly resident, and
in the requisitiou it was particularly remarsed
that she desired to « serve her t me” under me,
but the act that called for seven days’ imprison.
ment was not stated ; whether by design or mis.

' tuke we were to be left in ignorance, I cuuld noy

say.

There is nothiug more passiug than time,
Adeline von R. had done penance 8ix days. Only
I bhad seen her during this time; even the di-
rector, being indisposed, bad not made his cus.
tomary revision. I did what was in my power
to make her punishment light, and she showed

her appreciation by giving me no catse 10 com. |

plain, -
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I was no wiser in regard to her circumstances*
Every attempt to question her was delicately
turned, and I was given to understand that mry
right did not extend into her private affairs,

The morning of the seventh day she greeted
me with a hearty cheerfulness, telling me how
she would count the hours, and I disc)vered
that som s one was looking for her release as
anxlously as she herself desired it, but I conld
not tell was it father, mother, brother, or sister,
or friend. Another time and pluce enlightened
me,

Some hours later I received an order for the
appearance of A. von R. before the examining
judge. The person that brought it hinted at
something peculiar in regard to the prisoner, as
the judge and the eity officials with him were
enjoying some joke in connection with her ar-
rest.

I did not send her the order, but went myself,
to acquaint her that she must again appear be-
fore the court. Joyfully she met me. ¢ Oh, Mr.
inspector,” she cried, ¢only six hours and a
half, and then I shall be free. I can again in-
hale the air of freedom. Sweet thought! Free-
dom ! how shall I love thee now ; but what is it,
you look so stern, so dark, as if —"

“You are to appear before the judge; follow
me.”

“ He wishes to speak tomec? My God! I do
not know this man; whatcan he want of me ?"*

“1 cannot inform you; he will no doubt en-
lighten you. Hasten, they are waiting.”

“One moment, I will be ready.”

8he appeared innocent, certainly she was as-
touished, but more impatient than frightened.’
But her lovely eyes no long-r laughed; she
seurched for something, and they espied a cloth
hanging on the back of a chair. With a charm-
ing movement she threw it over her head and
placed herself at my side. .

¢“Mr. Inspector, my toilet is finished. The
Judge has probably some news to communicate,
for, of course, I can abide here no longer.”

She again laughed in childish glee. All the
way her spirits were joyous, she was uncon.
scious of wrong, and, I bhoped, free from future
punishment. With the judge were other offi-
clals belouging to the city and a stanger un-
known to me, a larg:, stout man, evidently a
detective in civilian’s dress. Feeling that he
would figure in what followed I particularly no-
ticed him.,

As we entered 1 noticed him cast a quick,
sharp glance at my prisoner, and his features
relaxcd into a meaning smile. I read in it that
my prisoner was a guilty person and he a de-
tective. At the time that did not annoy me as
much asthe man’ssmile. How could he laugh ?

The profession is not a trifling one. To huant
up guilty parties requires a character that is
conscious of the duties it undertakes, and to
characterize with a frivolous carelessness seem.
ed out of place then. The mind must have a
bauly wi.thout & hoart in it, and bo entirely
without feeling.

“ Well ?” asked the judge.

« It is as Isaid,” replied the man.

“Mr. Inspector,” said the judge, turning to
me, “you gave notice that Adeline vou R. was
under arrest with you seven days.”

“Ye.."

“ It is false.”

« Judge ! Sir!”

“Irepeat, it Is false! Are you personally ac-
quainted with Adeline von R 7

“No

“This person has llied to you.
sumed a name she has no right to.
your name ?” he asked the prisoner,

I bad quite overlooked her since we entered
the room. Now I turned towards her; she was
standing near the door, pale as death, tremb-
ling, dumb, as if she bad not heard the judge.

He stepped towards her, «I asked you to give
your name, will you answer ?” hy questioned in
a loud and angry voice.

The prisoner seemed frightened, so thal her
limbs refused to bear her, and had I nut quick-
ly grasped her, sue wouid have fallen to the
floor. 1 placed a chair for her and remained
standing at her side. Spite of all our endeavors
we could not get the girl to speak. She sat
silent and utteriy speechless, gazing on the
floor; but as the judge in conversaiion with
others declared, ¢ Tuis person remains a pri-
soner! 8he cannot go free !” she sprang from
the chair ere the last word was uttered, let her
eyes rove from one to another until they rested
on him, and looking him firmly in the eyes, she
Sald :

«“1I have suffered my seven days’ imprison.-
ment; to-night at half-past seven it is at an
end. You dure not detain me longer. You have
not the right.”

“ That is not for you to decide.”

““But think, sir, I am nou guilty of anything ;
not only I, but two others will be so miserable if
you do not let me go.”

The poor chiid was the picture of suffering and
Iright.

“ Now,” sald the judge mildly, “answer me.
Are you the Adeline von R. that was condemned
by a military court at B. ?”

“No, I am rot the condemned. But what of *
that ?” she asked,

¢“Much, very much. You are guilty of an act
puniishabie by ten years’ imprisonment and a
fine of from one hundred to ten thousand dol-
i lurs, and uutil final judgmeut is passed in the
| Iatier you may returu toclose coufinement.”
| “Oh, God? my god ! she eried wildly. “l
; do not understand wha'l you say. I did not wisn
i u do barm.,”
¢ Thut cannot avail you, even should your in-
stention bave been of the best. You cheaied the

She has as-
What 1s

court out of a righteous judgment by conniving.
at the escape of the real criminal.” .

“No, no, I did not think of such a thing. I:
only desired to save another from utter des-
traction.  Oh, believe me, the gentle, lovely’
girl would have become insane. Iam stmnzer_
than she.  Never would you have brought her
alive to this place, and if so only her corpse’
would you have had to bring out.”

“Even that will not clear you from this de-’
ception or free you from punishment.” ,

“What shall I say to soften your hardi
hearts ?” .

“ Ask tha{person," she said, pointing to 1b€’
detective. “ He will tell you I bave only spoked
the truth about my friend; he knew her. DO.
you think it was an easy matter to place my-’
self here ? Did I not suffer indescribabiy 7 MY
strength failed me even at the prison-gate; but
I thought of my friend, of her kiss, as at part-
ing she wept and moaned in her auguish, and
became strong again, and when my spirits falleé’
me during tuis time that picture gave M€
courage.” .

« Well, well, tell your future judges this, 88
you have toid us. I have nothing to do with 1t
Perhaps they will, in consideration of this, glvé
you only two years and $100 fine.”

«I will do everything you tell me, sir; but
you wlill let me go now, will you not? 1 m8¥
return home this evening ?”’ she plea led.

“No!" he replied shortly.

“Must I repeat it, sir? I shall go mad. I
must be home to-night ; my friend awaits me:
she numbers the momeunts until I see her agails
she will die in her sorrow and fear!”

“Your fri-nd receives with you the same
puai<hment!” "
“ What say you?” she screamed; ¢ you @
ma she will saffer also? Why, she does not
even kuow that I am nere; she believes that
hive gone tosome one in a distant place to in-

terecede for her.”

« Examination may prove the truth of thi8
assertion.”

« My examination!” the girl repeated, * O
I feel so strange; all is void in my heart, 80
yet it seems as if it would break from the full-
ness of its misery, I comprebend, and stt
cannot realize. It cannot be. Oh, Mr. Inspeé”
tor, you will let me go home this evening?”

“ I dare not,” I answered, as firm as I could-

“Not

That word enclosed my soul in so small 8
space I cannot uuderstand it. The heart-rend
ing ery she uttered will never be forgotted
All were silent; only the quick breatiing of “’et
prisoner could be heard. The judge thought’
she had become satisfied; further words weré’
useless, and by & motion he bade me take hef
away. "

I led her out by the hand; she uttered DO
one word; arriving at the prison she enteré¢’
her cell in the sane silence; her eyes Werev
bard anddrey : she did Lot appear to sen me. bub
sat with folded hands gazing into vacancy. -

The pressure of her troubles was too muc?’
for the spirit of the girl: six days had she.
wailed for the moment when she could face BeY
beloved friend and say, ¢ You are free !” .

She bad constantly kept before her mind u)e\
sorrowing picture of their parting, and thed
tuncied the happiness her sacrifice would bring:-
Such vi ious had kept her courageous and cheer”
ful; now with one fearful blow they were des:
troyed, and ouly the prospect of a life cover
with disgiace left her.

I aprealed to the jadge in her behalf, and €3°
piained my fears in regard to the girl’s reasots
but one can become hardened through famnilisr?
ity to sulering in every shupe. He anticipat®
nothiog serious in consequence.

But her situation did not alter ; she observed
neitber my coming nor going. 1 tried to dra%¥w
her interest from her own thoughts, withoub
sucees-,  She neither ate ordrank,  Qccasiod”
ally her eyes wouid be raised from the floor ¥
fliv from one object to another, as if in searc
of something that could not be found, It W88
the restless wandering of a suffering soul—the
language of & broken spirit. She had exhibl
ted the courage of a mai; she had offered moré
than life in the aci of entering the prison; th#
she could not reaiize the unhappy result did nob
detract one iota from the nobleness of the 18°
tention. She was not aware that she wascom*
mitting something forbidden; she only be”
lieved that self-sacrifice would bring peace o
her family and happiness to her friend.

My heart bled for her, and afier eight day®
the physician in charge pronouuced her incur~
able. He could not help her condition, amd tW0
Years later the sufferer died in an insane asylum.

1 after a time discovered that the crime fOF
whica Adeline von R. was sentenced was notd-
ing more than an uuintentional injury done thi8
detective that also discovered the fraud.
Seems A. von R. repeated a bit of informatio?
&l a sucial enteriainment that she had recet?
fiom her seamstress, and it was thus sprée
uutil it reached the ears of his superiors. 1t W88

3

1Ol such a nature that ho appeared in a coB”
temptible churacter, and when caded upon for

her authorivy she could give none but b€

- Deediewoman ; but as she was the original caus®

ot his disgrace he souu found a healing remé

by huuting her down to punishment and caus”
ing her such harm as he knew would bring t8€
ighominy howe to her and her position, Thus 08

- & Careless repetition of a piece of frivolity 8b€

Was sentenced o the disgrace of arrest and #
Prlson cell.  The discovery happened unforst”

: Dately through one of the officers under hims
Who had seen Adeiine von R., waile he suppos”

€d her to be in close coufinement, and shor

-aleer_the.lady herself appeaired before him




