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_disparaged one of my, own littio, works, and I

SUMMER DAYS.

A little nook of wildornoss

Botwoen the meadow and the river
Whore two erewhile togoether cumnu,
And one will come no moro torever.

- ‘Lho rustic bridge, tho narrow rond,
‘The seat upon the fullen pinv,
The whisper of the summer wnods,
So sweet, but not so sweot as thino.

Alittle wild flower long ago

Among tho tungled grasses grow,—

So many things ure doad siuce then
How should not that be withered tov ?

Horowero we gat [ sit alone,
Watching until the sun goes down,
For though ’tig suinwmor-time to-day,
To-morrow will the woods be brown.

¢ Yoar after yoar,” the poot sang.
Year after yonr tho spirit sighs,
And summer days will cowe agnin,
And suns will sot in summer skies.—

But to this bournc of wilderness
Botwoen the merdow nnd the river
Will any come bocnuse we cumu,

And say,—They cumne nv more forover?

Spectator.

“IL BACIO.”

HBY JUSBTIN NCARTY.

Mr. Adolphus Ranthorpo was one of {he mag-
nates of London literature. He was a roman-
clst and a dramatist. He was In every way an
finmenso success. He wus born lu the purple
of Mterature. His futher hud beon u wenithy
patron of poor poets and story-tellers ; the son

- became o story-teller on his own siccount. Now

Adolphus Ranthorpe would have been a weal-
thy man though all his novels bnd followed the
tate of Jean Paul’s flrst, and *gone of!' like wild-
fire as waste paper.” Dut to bim who buth
shall be given, and Nr. IRRunthorpe's novels and
plays were a great success., Money rolled In to
bim as to Dumas. He had the crities and the
public too—the critics because they ull knew
him personally and were attached to bim, amd
perhaps, too, becnuse Lie kept open house nnd
gave such splendid dinners. At his little fostl-
valg, 1 am told, you have Lwelve wine-glasses
beside each plate. The true Amphitryon, the
roully great novellst, beyond doubt, is the no-
velist who sets twelve wine-glasses beside your
plate. For myself, I don’t caro much ubout
Ranthorpe’s novels; I dou't seo anything In
But I confess to baving heard that hie

don’t dine at his houso—In fact, X have not buen
asked, R

The publicadmire Ranthorpe’s novels becauso
bo tells a fine story, with a vigorous current of
Itfe rusbhing through It like a healthy breeze,
and full of thatold romantic emotton about true

ove and cournge surmounting dificulty, and

Ppassion stronger than death, and all that sort of

. thing, which sets the great child-like heart of

the big public throbbing, and fills its great soft
eyes with tears. To say the truth, although I

-myselfdisparage the morit of Ranthorpo’s works
. ln an intellectual point of view, yet if I take one

up 1 can’t put it down until I have got to the

end.of it; abd whenever the horo does some-

.thing splendid. for love of the heroine, or vice

. versa, I find myself positively wishing I was

tliat hero. But, of course, to compare that sort
of thing with: the thoughtful and intellectual
masterpieces of Slowboy, or the profound puy-
chological studles of Barnacles, or the less ap-

- preciated but still 1ore refined and Jmpressive
. works of—wel), it's. no use mentioning names!
- Ranthorpe is anyhow n great suceess and a rich

man, with a country house and a mansion in

' Berkeley Square, London,

In his study in this maonsion sat Ranthorpe

:._ope spring day. . He was a big man, some fifty-

four years ago, dark-haired, with a large beard,
and not one faintest shadow of gray in hair or
beard. He wore a shabby old velvet coat with

' big pockets, and he was now walting for an

idea. .
His servant told him a young man wished to

. 'see him. The young man would not give his
-name, but declared he must see the great author..

The great author, grumbled, groaned, turned un.
easily in his chair, throw down his pen, and, as
usual, consented to be Interrupted.

.A slender, young man of four or five and
twenty, with a pale, enger face, deep, darlk eyes,

‘abd a'small' mustache—the brand of the raceof.

artist stamped on every llnoament and member
from forehoad to fingers-—entered the room. He

. was carelessly dressed, but there -was an ease

about him which banished every appearance of

shabbiness. - He oarriod & book:in his hand, at
the sight ot which Mr. Ranthorpe shuddered.
e Mr. Ranthoipe,” the visitor began, I am

. .ome, of your deyoted admirors. Your works
" have made me! They bave aroused jn me an

ambition and a ' knowledge of what I can do.

'_ You have. brought me up to London, through

your books.” . |

- - Mr. Ranthorpe bowed,

felt very glad of thia, -
«My. name,” ‘the young man

but could not say he.
€ man wont om i
—Philip Hayward. 'Iam alone In the

world, .and I haye come up Lo London to make

a fame ! Therefore I have presented myself at

onco to yon as my: teacherand chief.” -
‘Mr,:Ranthorpe “bowed ‘agaln, and asked,-

‘Have.you sny.friends in’ London ?”

wHuve you'
hand P - o
No one but God and you.” '

Ranthorpe was tempted to repeat the old bon
ot to'the effeot that Do ons oould have two pa--

1o, eme o' give you a helsing |

trons who had less influence In London, But
he did not, for tho thing was becoming rather
serious.

« Excuse the bluntness of my question: have
you any money "

s:Oh yes, plenty.
oven toyou If I had any fear of being taken for
n beggar. I have rold every thing I counld spare,
and I bave a hundred and odd pounds left.” I
live on vory littic, and I hope to be in the way
{o make a fortune and fame before all that is
spent.”

Ranthorpe smiled sadly. Fortune and fume
sosocon! A fortune to be made in literature by
o novice before he had spent one hundred
pounds !

“You have slready published something?”
Ranthorpe said, glancing at the book which his
young visitor enrried.

. #Yes; I havo published this—-a sort of philo-
sopbical story, or prose poem,”

#'Was 1t o success 1

4 No," sald the young man. holdly, «Ididn’t
expect it to be.”

« Ah, too good for the dull world! I sce. Weo
all begin that way. Did the critics attack it ?”

s No; not exactly.” .

#'Was it reviewed at all ?”

sHardly; two or thres short notices; falnt
praise.” ) .

« No conderanation, no consure, no sensation
at all?” ’

- «None."

Ranthorpe thought this a very desperate case.

# Tell me frankly,” he said, ¢ why you think
you aro likely to succeed In literature. Remem-
ber, you have aotually heen in the fleld; you
have had your chance. I have known fellows
whose first attempt lay for years mouldering,
from mers want of & publisher; but when the
thing came out at last it made a hit. Now your
first attempt bas been out-——how long "

-& More than o year.!

«Yes; and I, who am concerned In nothing
.but literature, never heard of it or you. Excuse
.me if I speak plainly; it’s best and honestest.
Come, now ; thisfirst atiompt is clearly a fallure.
‘Why do you think the noxtls likely to bo a suc-
cess, or tho noxt ?” .

.. #'Will you look at my book ¥ .

« My good fellow, what's the use of my look-
fug at your book? I can’t order a now editlon,
and make it pay. If you have to live by litera.
ture, you must write for the public or thocritles,
or both. The public and tho critics would not
Liiave this book, it seema.”

I nover would have come’

«1 only came to ask you 1o look at my beok,
Mr. Ranthorpe.”

#1 suppose s0. T guctsed asr mwuch from the
first. ‘Woell, hand it over. Let’s have a look.”

Ranthorpe took the little volume, He had a
wonderful way of getting the meaningand value
of 8 book into his mind in & moment, He used
to say, “I haven't time to read. I fear the
heart out of n book, and then put It away."”

. The young man watched him with & glowing
cheek and coger, kindling eyes. The confidenco
which had carried him on 5o far seemed to do-
sert him during this awful ordeal. The great
author was actually looking at the pages of his
first effort. Ranthorpe was thus occupled for
about twenty minutes.

Suddenly the door of tho study opened, and a"

protly, brown-haired girl came in. She was so
pretty and graceful, her eyes were so animated
and sparkling, ber hair was so rich in s curling
maases, that our poor Haoyward forgot oven his
firat literary venture and its ordeal as he looked
at her. He rose from his chair. She was about
to draw back, seeing the stranger, when her
father without looking at her, made a peculiar
motion with his hand. She smiled, blushed,
looked a littlg embarrassed, but remained atand-
ing just as she was, and said not a .word. She
kopt the very attitude of attempied rotreat, and
looked as graceful as Canova’s “Dancing Glrl."”

.The young man assumed thut"he. had better

keep silence too, and remain standing, and he
did so; but, Instead of fixing bis eyes now on
the groat author, he glanced every momont fur-
tively at the pretty girl. The mumeont was de-
licious, but embarrassing, B

“There " said Ranthorpe, after filvo minutes
more had passed, and he put down the volume.
# That will do, Charlle; I release you.—I am
great in discipline in this room, Mr. Hayward.
If my daughter ventures in while I am reading
any thing that requires attontion I makoa sign,
and then she knows that she 1sn’t to speak, she

1sn't to go away—for that would only distract |-

me-agnin—and she ian't to rustlé her dress. She

iz & good girl, and does aB she Is.told. Charlle, .

this gontloman {8 Mr, Hoyward, a new friend of
ming,”’ L C o
“I am afraid you thought me

ary rude and

awkward, Mr. Hayward,” gafd-Charlle (other-,

wisa Charlotte); ¢ but papa’d orders are imper.
ativo in this room. Any whore olse I can ge-
nerally have my ‘own way, but’ here )
preme.”’ o T AR .

“ Well, Charlle, now that you may speak,
whatls It, love® o

Yo he is su- |

KISSES HIS LIPF, AND EXOLAIMS, ' MY DRARKST PEILIF "

I only came to ask you about luncheon,
denr. Bhal) you be at homo 7

« Yes, corininly. Mr. Hayward will tuke lun-
cheon with us,”

¢ Charlie” bowed fo tho visitor, gave him o
friendly smile which meant wolcome, and
escaped. Her smile was wonderfully llke that
of her futher. The young author bad not beon
able to say a word. For the first time In his lifo
.he thought himself a fool.

# 'Well, Mr. Hayward,” said the great author,
s I think I have read enough of this to form an
opinlon,”

For a moment Charlle censed to inhabit tho
mind of our youth. He awaited tho sontence
in eagerness and awe.

4 Yes, I think I can judge. Idon't wonder It
falled. You aflect obscurity, thinking it fine, no
doubt—young men always do; o great mistake,
for young men have no thoughts that are worth
people’s groping after, All tho thinking parts,
the philosophic parts, of the book are poor and
thinstufl;, mero rubbish, Every body whoisn't
a downright 1diot has thought all the same kind
of thing, but that isn’'t any reason why it should
be put into print. I endorse the verdict of the
public as to this book-—as a boolk, observe. It
ought to bo a fallure ; but—don't be alarmed—I
don't aay that you ought to bé a fallure.”

"The young man's heurt had almost stood still
with a shock of griefand paln; . A faint gleam
of hope now bade it beat again, ’

“No; there are sparkle of fancy here and
there—and of humor too, when you are off your
philosophy—which do promise, Try yourhand
next at a mere story—a story of common life,
but witha@ lyricdash of passion in it. I shouldn't
wondor if' you were to succeed. I am not two
hopeful, for I have seen rather t00 much of thii
sort of thing; but, at lenst, I know of no reason
which forbids you to succeed. Comoe, I can't
say any thing more : and now what do you want
meo to do for you ™ o

done enough already. You confirm my faithin
myself—you encournga me to live I” . :
., Ranthorpe smiled.’ Somé people are easlly

‘encouraged, he thought, espacially whon they

have made up thélr minds.beforehand, * Well,
then;” ho asked, .« what are you goiag to do for
yonrsolf?" i )
-4¢T'o begin & 'new work this very svening.)” -
#What st to be about e
. 41 don’t know yet. The ides will come, I
am sure,” . )
#Good! If you have any genius, trust to it.

g e

sshould cdistraet him from that

| his way in the world.

« Nothing more, Mr, Ranthorpe. ,foli have

When the first. three chapters are done, lot me
soe thom. Now let us have luncheon, and then
we must both of us set to our work.,”

That was a wonderful day for young Phillp
Hayward. To have spoken with the great anthor
would bave been something—Iindeed, & pride
und dellght; to have been encouraged to go on
in literature by him was the rieh fultlilment of
n wild drenm; fo sit at his table and be talked
to by Ranthorpe ns a friend was heyond words ;
but to slt pext to Ranthorpe’s daughior was
slmply cestusy., Poor Philip Hay ward was Ina
dream for the hour whileh thus paissed away.,

Ranthorpe was a1 charmbng com paualon—fresh,
boyish, il of humor and gomd spieits. As for
the daughter, young Hayward was manlly in
love with Charlie before he Jefl the honse, She
was Ranthorpe’s only child, awd he was o wid-
ower,

The successful author took a great lking to
the young man, and invited him to his house
again and again, Ie conld have tound him
wmple opportunity of makingn Htile: money by
wrlling for the magnzines, b Phillp Haywael
firmly declined doliyg any (hing of the Kind, e
suld he had tmuute up his mind 1o 11y ane book
more, and do his svery best, aned that uothloe
pUrpose, it
Whils B o tallare, Mr. Ranthiorpe, e =nld, 1%
suppliente you then to gel me o chusnee on thee
maugisines.”

o s Your withered serving-miun tuitkes your
fresh tapster, oh 2 sald Ranthorpe. ¢ Yourun-
suceessful novellst tarns out your excellent m:.
gnzinlsix ! Good for the mngnzines!”  Bul ne
Hked Hayward's spirit nnd resolvoall the snme,

Philip took asmall room Inn suburban hotee,
atd workded awny there,  [le spent muuy of his
evenings il Rauthorpe's.  The hundred powids
were nearly ont, bul the book wax on tho verge
of publieation, nud the hopes and feaes of the
young author were almost distrneting,  For
they were not now hopes sl fears bound up
only with his Htevary success @ Lhey wero ol
up by his very heart-strings. O dublest of great
romauneists ! most blundering stadent of humnn
nature! Runthorpe, how could y

your moralisonsclousness ant notb s
certain to hitppen, what wais acinally hnppen-
iug uade} your own Lright, brown, Windod eves?
If any wheru olse Rantliorpo hae seon :\\ protiy
poetie girl and & handsome romanfiexyouth
thrown together, he would have at onee xeeh
material for love chaptlers tn theni Al home
hic only snw n devoted daughter, who wis o 1t
tlo chilld the other day, il n spirited, manly
youug fellow, who was merely teying to mnke
Lot us see how things
wore gelting on,

One evening Philip IMayward came to Ran-
thorpe’s house and found that bis great priron
wns not at home.  But Claerdie was, nnd of
course Charlie siew hitin,

« [ have written Lhe Inst Hine of tho lust chap-
ter,” said 1*hillp.

« On, how delighted [ am! What n success
it will be! But you look depressed and melan-
choly, Why Is that? Tell me. Yon ought to
pe full of hope and Joy.” Shu Inld her hund
gently upon his arm.

« I am afrald now; I nm a cownrd!
no confidence; I only think of milure.
If it should fuil !

s But it kha'n’t fall; it won't fall?
did, youmust only try agnin,”

« Try agninl With whnt chanco ? My wholo
fifo i stuked on this vonture. If I loso this,
Charlle, I lose you !

4 Oh, for shamoe! How can you spenk £0?
Philip! to think that I eould changs to you be-
cause of & book! Have I not glven you my
whole heart 7 I didn't give it to your hook.’”

« I noverdoubted you, donrest” (and ho took
her hand) ; ¢ I am not such « miserable wreteh.
But your father, Can I ask hlm to glve his
daughter to a pauper and a fallure 2"

Charlle dld Jook sad and dushed for a moment.
# I can’t Imagine papn doing anything which
would mako me unhnppy,” she snld; ¢ and ho
has money enough, I am surc. But ho is alittlo
lLiard on fallures; and then you are proud; but
oh, plense, don't let us think of drendful things
that never shall or wilt oceur. If I tell pupn
that I cannot live happlly without you-''

# But then Ishall be only n pensioned pauper.
What w n could r t such a husband 2

« No, but faucy your being a pensloned pauper !
As If you could full to make n way for yourself
inlife! I know you too woll for that.”

« But suppose—""

st I won't suppose. I can’t suppose anything
bul your belug clover and successful. DBut ir
you are not, well, then, do you think I could
care the less for you bacause the world didn’t
appreciate you? I approclato you—that’s
enough for me.”

ss And enough for me,” cried Philip in ceatasy.

The arrival of o visitor cut short this conver-
sation, which has only been Introduced to give
the reader an iden of how thing~ .~ere going,
We may add, however, that b, C .arllie and
her lover were & little remorse 4 al .he idea of
having all this n profound secre “~vs her father,
and that Lthey determined to walt . ¢ the succoss
of the forthsoming chef d’acuvre In order that
Philip should boldly teil Mr, Ranthorpe how
much he loved his dnuzhl.er.,___ —
" The book came out, It was in one scnse a
completo snccess, It had the approval, nay,
tho enthusiastio admiration, of the highest orl-
tics. It won for its author a name to be re-
spected whercover lltoriture was talkedof. It
gave_him an Individua! colebrity. It placed
him well up among rising authors—that s, in
the estimation of the literary class. . But.the
public did not dare much nbout it. The ibraifes,
did nof olamor for it. ‘A few coples sufficed all
domands. The book paid.very little to tho au.
thoror the publisher,

I have
Charlie,

Andif 1t

‘started.
gone;' and . his great work gave him andther
hundred pounds. Our-young author was almos
crushed with disappoiniient. ‘ My, Rantlibrpd
could not understand this, for In his mind the

Poor Phillip was, In a -
prouniary polnt of view, now exactly whero he .
His original hundred pounds word all -




