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[ Written for the Canadian Fllustrated News.)
ONLY A DAISY.

Qnly a daisy, indeed, ) .
Mluvked from its stem tor the whim of an hour:
Cast on the path as a valueless fower:

Left there to die as a weed.

Love and trust reared its head
Up from the fostering lap of the ground.
Tuto tho bright happy world it had found :
Now the poer daisy is dead.

*Tis but a daisy has died:

Strolling down through the park one day,

He. the youns lerd from the Hall. came this war,
Pluckad it and threw it aside,

Nay, bad it been but a rose,
Delicate. seonted, Persian sweet,
Would it have lain so sad atwy feet ¥
What is o daisy? Who knows ?

Had he butjust let it lie, ,
Mavhe some day there had come ta the place—
Lhie whn woithd cnrlc for 1S n}uwcm RTACO,
Take to his heart the - day’s eve.’
Faxosrick A, Dixoy,

THREE DAYS O SANCTUARY.
(From the Overland Monthly.)

Little, if anvthing, about the story can be gleaned from the
Martelle annals. For it was not a matter of which the family
could cndure even the memery ; and heace, in those records,
so careitlly devoted to the commemoration of high alliances
and deeds of gallantry and honour, there appears, in the case
of Hugh Martelle, only & barten entry of birth and death,

It began in the great eathedrl, late apon the sfternoon of
St Pancras’ Day, wheu the soft twilight was gradually closing
in aboat the gray, sculptured walls,  When a few Jivgerieg
ravs of the sctting sun, gleaming through the richly stained
ss of the windows, fell upon the marble pavemeut of the
nave, pouring over the tessellated blocks broad patterns of
gold and purple light, which, for a moment, shene bright and
duzzling then hecame fickering and uncertaing and, at last,
oite by one, cently faded away.  When, after & moment of

where, here and thees, at the foot of some heavy, overshadow-
ing column, a single form conld be scen crouching down,
vtwilling, in the awakened fervour of devotion, to quit the
~acred place.

Then it was that the clashing of steel, mingled with loud
oaths awd alternate cries for assistance and revenge, resounded
from the very entrance of the porch. At a sound so unsuited
tothe sanctity of the place, each remaining worshipper started
up, and stomdl with blanched countenance gazing down the
nave, endeavouring to comy rehend the meaning of the angry
viamonr.

A De Bracy! Revenge! A De Bracy!” cried three or
four infuriated voices at the porch. © Down with him !”

“A Martete! Help!” was the single response, in a tone
of alarm and desperation.

The elash of weapons continued : they fonght their way
#till farther into the body of the cathedral, and, in & moment,
while the few worshippers stood irresolute whether te remain
or iy, oue of the combatants, holding in kis hand a rapier
dripping with blowld, was forced through the inner door into
the nave. For a sccond he yet stood at bay ; aod then, as
three or four pressed hard upon him, hie turned and fled to-
ward the altar,  The others pursued for a few steps, then sud-
denly stopped, impressed with the irreverence of their action,
slewly sheathed their swords, and, scowling fearfully, strode
+at,. Only one remained, with his weapon unsheathed, watch-
it the receding fuoure of the fugitive,  He, too, at lengsh
thrust his sword into its scabbard, with an energy which made
the arches of the butlding echo, and then, with an oath of dis-
appointed rage, he passed ont threugh the porch. The few
whose devotions had been 2o snddenly interrupted, stole cau-
tionsly away, and the fugitive was left apparently alone,

The dviney man advanced toward the altar, near which he
fnng bimself, panting from the exertion he bad undergone,
aud smiling now and then in satisfaction at his escape and
their discomfiture.  Newvertheless, a shade of trouble passed
across his face, as he fancied that he saw figures clustering
about the far-off porch.  But his fears were vain.  The sanc-
tuary of the altar was too powerful to be violated, and, thouch
at army might peer in through every window, the criminal
who had once gained the holy precinets was safe.

All atonee the fugitive heard himself addressed, and, look-
ing belind, he saw an old, white-haired priest near him.

“ Hugh Martelle” said the old priest, starting with an ex-
pression of pain as he recognized the featares turned toward
him, % how is this?  What brawl] have you bern cugaged in?
Why enter this place with your naked sworid 2 There is blood
upon it o ! Speak

“ I slew an enemy who attacked me in the street, Father
Ambrose,” was the rezponse, I was driven to this place by
Lis adberents: and I now claim shelter and sanctoary.”

‘¢ Sapctiary yoeu can have, my son,” the priest replied. #But
put off your sword. No one should dare to approach God's
altar witha weapon in his hand,  Shall T take and keep it for
you 7

For a moment the fugitive elutched his rapier more tightly,
He was unwilling to be left entirely defencaless. He remems-
bired cases where even the altar-steps had not restrained the
revengeful passions of men; acd he dreaded lest that might
bappen naw, and he be cut down like a dog, withont a single
protecting weapon,  But he could not go into the public
strect ) and it was years since the protection of the Church
bad been ontraged.  So, with a sigh, he sheathed his swonld,
unbuckled the seablard, and handed both to the old pricst.

#0 Hugh, my son! said the priest, as he turned away, ¢ 1
would that any one Lut you, whom [ have watched with so
much care for years, for the love T bore your parents, had
been placed in such n desperate case. Perhaps, though, my
fears are gronndless. It may be that what yon did was in
self-defence, and eoulil not be avoided ; and perhaps, erc long,
the magnanimity of your envinics may insure your freedom,
Mexnwnile, ag yon wait for man to relent, why not seek the

pardon of Gody who is teady to forgive at any time?  Will
yon not now confess 7
“ Confess? T eannot now, Father Ambroge. 1 would

rather wait)”

“ Be it, then, as you will, Hugh.  To-morrow, perhaps, if
vou are here, your mind will be in a better frame.  And now,
rest in peaces  God's altar will be your security, unarmed as
you are.”

‘The old priest turned away, with a sigh, and Hugh Martelle
was left alone.  His thoughts were none of the most cheering.
He knew thet he had done that for which there could be no
forgiveness among men; he might be protected for aday or a
week, bat hunger or the desperntion of weariness wonld foree
him into the world again, and that for months to come, were
he to tarry so long, his cuvmies would be watching every
avenue of eseape.

The great sathedral grew yet darker and davker, The bright
spots of sunlight had long faded from the marble floor, and
the hideously carved carbelheads had entirely vanished tfrom
the sight.  The only light of a cheering natare which could
be seen was bevond the doorway, where the glitter of a silver.
smith’s shop, oppesite the eathedial, threw a faint beam across
the narrow street.  Upon this litthe glow, Hugh Martelle
dreamily fixed his gaze, By it he saw the forms of people
passing to and fro.  Now it was a groap af belated workmen
hurrying homeward, then a courtier preceded by a link-boy
bearing a flaming torch, and now a baud of noisy young men,
swaggering along with wild and reckless yolls, He wondered
whethier, in the gathiering darkness, he conld steal forth and
evade pursnit; and, with the hope, he resolved to make the
attempt,  But, at that very moment, he saw, against the
dimly lighted window of the silver-smith’s shop, two forms
arrayved in casques and breastplates, bearing in their hands
their naked rapicrs.  He sank back with a gronn of discour-
agement,

The air was chilly in the great eathedral, and suddenly
Hugh Martelle felt a sharp, shooting pain in his right arm.
He placed his hand upon the spot, and detectad a clammy,
eold. sticky substance : it was blood.  He had been wounded
in his cncounter—unknowingty, while the excitement Iasted.
It was only a flesh-wound-—not dangerons, if properly attended
to; but, neglected, would pause him much sutbering. Every
moment the pains inereased, and tormenting thirst began to
parch his lips,  Hetore off his sash, and endeavoured to bind
up the wonnd ; bt having only his left hand to work with,
tailed in cach attempt: when suddenly a low, soft voice
said ;

“ Hugh MarteHe, et me do that for you”

Raising his eyes, he beheld a female fizure bending sympa-
thizingly over him.  Atifirst, in the gathering darkness; he
could not recoguize the speaker: but wradually, us he labo-
riously scanned the dark, lquid eves, the partivg lips, and
the waving hair, and endeavoured to recall the somewhat
familiar tones of the voice, ke taintly whispered -

H Tkt you, Louise 27

B Yes, Hugh ™

The younyg girl removed the tangled searf and bound up
the wound, tonching him all the while so Huehtly that not
another twinge of pain came to agonier him, and his heart,
for the moment, reproached him. A year had passed since
he had seen her. A pour gird, living by single toil in the
miseralle quarter of the city where artists, artisans, and stu-
dvnts cougregated, her beauty had won his heart ; and, by his
systematic vows—believed by her bt uttered by him inmore
gatlantry—he had won her adections. Then other objects
ectaros<ed him, and he forgot her, nntil new, when all uthers
forsook him, she came to his relief]

s Lemise, T have wronwosd von,” he mattered,

s Walteelet npe tindsh this0 she saidl as she caretully
sineothed down the last fobd of the bandage. Then placing
her hands upon his shoulders, she strove o gz into bias face
Even in tho darkness, he coulid fecl those black eyes birnioge
into his soul, and e deew her noreststimely to his Hps,

s 1 have wronged vor, Louise” he said agiin,

sButitia f Hugh, whooswas feolishiin believing that a knight
of a prond family could alwavs stay to camfort a poor,
unkoown wird,” she answereds < They say you have <lain
Gaspard de Braey” she adided, “and  that will atene for
mueh.”

“ You knew De Bracy 27

4 Rnew him 7% —and ner eves flashed, < The base, unmaaly
rafian tricd o woo uie, not by Gir words, bat by foree! His
lackevs, Hurh, would have borue me away to him. in spite
of tears and entreaties, hud not a band of students, with only
their bills and clubs, beat bk the swords of De
men”

A ray of hope tlashed on Hugh Martetle's woul,

#And can you stifl command the assistance of your brayve
students, Louise ¥ Listen. You fes how my enetndes encom-
pass me, 5o that [eannot escape without help.  To-morrow,
at carly dawn, bring a party of brave men to beat down those
knaves who guard this door, Once resctie-me from their toil
and we will go together to avother land, where we can live
only for each other. @ am wearied with the follics of this
court, Help me only to eseape, nnil T will torn student, artise,
artizan, or what you will if I can thereby remain at your side
nutil death

0, Hugh! will you de all that for me?”
amaz.d, delighted wicl,

# As my soul lives? said he, There, at the altar's foot,
they matured their plans. Shewoubd bring him food, in the mor-
pinig, 1o replenish his wasted steength ;she wonld bring bim a
aword, that he might as<i<t in his own deliveranse ; anl she
woull bring a band of 1ifty students to deliver him,  As they
hiard the sacristan close one of the ponderous doors, they
wire warned to separate. . With o parting Kiss, the confiding
gitl skipped down the nave and 1ot the building ; and he,
with the pain of his wonnd assnaged, and hope brightening
almost into certainty, iay down upon the altar-step to sleep,

Hugh Martodle slept, and dreamed, He dreamed of free-
dom, but not of the fresdom of another Iand, with the Life-
Yot love of the ponr Lonise, In his visions—trie companions
of his waking thoughts—he bd merely nged her to insnre his
excape, aipd, after & fw months of cunnivg intrigue, bad pur-
chaged amenity for the past, and regained his position at the
Court.  For thig, he bhand again abandoned the young girl
and, when he awoke, the inflnence of his dreams still con-
trotled his thoughts) and he raised himeelt with o curl of
derision npon his lips,

As hoe awoke he bent his car te Haten for the sounds of
deliverance. Then, remembering that previeusly she was to
bring hir food and 0 weapon, he cagoely watched to s the
light forn e hopefully tripping up the nave, It was time,
for the eoic ray of dawn-was already stealing throngh the
windows, and chasing the shadows from every dark creviee of
the arches, The huwe doors had already been thrown open,
No worshippers had yet entered the cathedral ; and, if Louise
shonld now come, they would b alone;

She came at Jast—not tripping along in the gaiety of anti-
cipated happinees, but with the quict tread of terrible deter-

dracy’s

exclaimed the
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mination,. The lips were compressed, and tho eyes flasheq
fire. Her appearance startled him, and, with a theill of deend
he glided from behind a pillar and heritatingly advanced o
mect her, Summoning o deceitful smile upon his fnce, he
strotehed forth his arms to enfold her, but she sprang aside,

“Toneh me not, Sic Hogh Mactelle,” gho cried,

¢ Lonise!” he murmured, with a conscions-stricken face, ng
he pactly wuessed the teath,  Once more he advanced toward
het, bat she shrank from him,

“Fouch me not!” she exclaimed, again; and, while her
voiee, in the sheill accents of contempt, rang through the
arches, ber whole tigure trembled with passion. 9 I3 it true
then, what 1 heaed rpoken Inst night of you in every streot
and lane of the city, in palace-court—where 1 went to listen
—and in my own low hovel, where they made me hear?”

HWhat, Lonise 2—and he stood before her, hardly daring
to meet ber eye, '

“ Hearing your uame branded with contempt by all the
lowest and basest, not one of whom would have been Jow of
base enough to do as yon bave doue!  Hearing the name |
otce loved, beeguse T thought it might be a surety for nobt.
deeds, now hissed and hooted at, and only mentioned with »
stieer or curse

“But, dear Louise!™ he repented, with suppliant, ouy.
stretehed anus,

¢ 8tand back, Sir Hugh Martelle! I tell vonngain thar |
will not have you tonch me! They say you strock a cownrd
Blow ; that when yon saw yonr cuemy, you did not meet bin
face to fuce, like a man, but stole up behind and slew b,
unsuapicions that danger was nigh.”

She knew it was trine, for she heard the story repeated
unvaryingly from eastle-conrt to tavern-haant, and Leard
nobles and begwars unite in the same curse upon the cownd.
St} she bent her gnze earnestly upon him, bopiug to hear
from his own lips o contendivtion.  But he could not speak
He stood befere her, confessing the truth by his trembling
micn.

YI s, then, true,” she exeladmed ; and her voice, while iy
rany with awger, had a low wail of agony woven into gt
#uh, Sic Hogh Martelle? God forgive e that ever [ had
aught to do with you!  Rather should T have been the prey
of your victim. He was rongh and crael, and conld not b
known what power there might be in gentle and suiored
affection: but he wonld bave died an handred deaths ore b
consented to dishonour his fair name as thon hast doge

“Louize)” he murmured, imploringly, # 1 confess it all 3¢
is done, and ean not now be andone, | repent itmuch, For.
give it all und let ns dy. There, in the other nnd we Biave
spoken of, we will farget the past, and strive to bosd s betteg
life.”

CWith yon 27 she eried. 2 Go with von, whose name s a
by-word and scorn o rabble crowds?  With yon, whos
memory must henceforth be one of infamy 7 Rather woulid
be the slave of the poorest beegar in the city, shid he have ay
honest soul. Hather would T live with o wallows thinf ;0 for
many such exist through daring decds and wondd scory o
81l the ponch by cownrd stabs”

ST have wald, Londse, W will .

D wounld nottonch vonr gold, Sir Hogh Mastelle . Fhoeen
ts the mark of blowl upon cvery dece. Stay tow {u vose
shame and div. Your gold will not <ave yono Al yoar

wealth could not bay the help of one of those whe, st nighe
woulll have perilted themselves for yvon st my bedding™

ey then!™ he aftered, with an oath) as his rge over ange
his prudence. 3 Leave me to die here, 3f von will Gt v
agnin to vour hovel and vonr artistatiedents, amd find ong thee
value of their coarse love,”

“Coarse it may be, but henest; Sie Hoel Mactelte Thes
ix not one of them whe will not now stand a thotusaud - simes
higher in the sight of Henven than vor ol wo, and forget
that 1 ever defilid iy sight by easting a glance apon von

Unee more he tried to move her pity,

“ Lonise, can it indeed, be youn who treat me =0 ” Last
evening, vou acted differently,  Nee? with what enre yon
then bound up my woennd, Lot us eseape from heve s and

whatever vou wish, 1 will then do.
Heaven, suffer me to escape”

“ 1 bonnd up your wonnd!” she inteeenpted. 1t mnst
have been some devil in my form. Or, i1 did) it wns when
1 thought you were yet true of heart and great of soul, Where
isit?  Let meses! T bonud up that?  Eiernal infamy be
the portion of that hand that did it if it sutfers its fonl wook
to remain, There ! thered Now die in yonr «bame, Sir
Hurh Martelle!™ :

Ere he coald provent her, shie had torn away the bandaze,
A ory of pain eseaped him as the sudden action re-opened the
wonnd,  He foll back sgainst apitlar, amd when he revovered
himself, he saw her tndivnant torm stalking down the nave.

Soou peoapls came iu, not to wo through their dievotions,
but ealy to zratify their hate or cnrjosity by a sizhe of the
fugitive,  He kaew all siuch the momeut they entered, They
ditd not steal in tremnlously, with hearts bowed down by
veverential awe ; but they stepped thrangh the threshold ss
coally as thangh entering their own  homus,
sarnestly aronnd in search of their object,

Aknight of the Court stepped in, He bore upon hix cap
the insignin of a De Bracy, and, with a quict glanee, he swiftly
swopt the circnit of the eathedral, 1o he anre that the Tugitive
hid not escaped. Recognizing him, at last, atill standing
againgt the pillar, he glaneed defiance, significantly touched
the hilt of hix sword, deew it hadf forth, Jet it fall back woin
with a clash, and hanghtily departed.  There was o corner of
the cathedral, near the altur-step, which was so environed
with pillars and cumbrons monldings that it was dark when
all elee wag tight,  Thither be retreated, unable to enidnee the
ingpection nny loager,

His wound pained him, The rudely dissevered bandnge
had dragged the flesh apart; and the open sword-cat, elotied
with blood, began ta fester. He ennld not close it again, or
even wrap the bandage aronud with tolerable vkill,  With »
cursee, he flung the sush away ; and, an the cold enrrents of nic
cireled aronnd and tonched the flash, the sharp, shooting paing
increared, notily Httle by Titthe, they extended from limb to
Himb, andy at Jast, every part of his hody thrilled with angnish.
He had enton or deank nothing sinee the afternonn before, bat
this nlone wonld not have discomforted him.  MHis wonnd, in

(,)TIL\'. for the fove o

und  waned

Jewlding to fever, had produced an intolerable thiest, and, at

Inst, he sank down helpless,

It waw not gleep he felt, for all the time he had n dim con-
sciousness of his”situation,  He iay prostmte in the corner,
at timex finding strange, horrible imnges chasing themselves
through his bruin, Yet sl the while he dimly saw thoe groined




