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JANKT'S AIR.

BY JOAQUIN MILLB.

Oh. loossu the gnoed that yen wemr, Janet,
Let me tangle a hand in your hair, xny pet;
For the world te me bas ne daintier sight
Than your brown hair hehind your sheuders white,
As 1 tangled a baud in your hair, my pet.

It was brown, with a golden glosa, Janet,
It wu lner tlian ilk ef the fions, my pet;
'Twaa a besutitul mist, failing dewn te yeur writ;
'Twas a thing to be braided, and jewelled and i klsed;
'Twas the loveliest hair in the world, my pot.

My arm was the arm of a clown, Janet,
It wasainewy, bristled, and brown, my pet;
But warmly and . .ftly it leved te careas
Your round, white ueck, and your wealth of treas,
Yeur heautiful pleuty of hair, my pet.

Yeur oye had a swlmming glosa, Janet-
Revealiug the dear old story, my pet 1
They were gray with that chastened tnge ef the sky,
When the trout leapé quickeat toesnap the 07y,
And they matched with your golden hair, my pet.

Your lips-but 1 have ne worda, Janet-
They were fresh as the twitter ot hirds, my pet;
When the Spring la young and the roses are wet
With dew-drops iu each red bosomn set,
And they auited your golden hrewn hair, my pet.

Oh 1 yoi tangled mv life in your hair, Janet 1
'Twas a slleen and golden suare,.my pet;
But se gentle thie hondage. my seul did Implore
The right te continue a slave evermoeo
With my fiugers enmeahed tn your hair, my pet.

Thuas ever 1 dream that yen were, Janet,
With your lips. aud your eyea. sud vour hair, my pet;
In the darkened sud detolate yemrs I mean,
And my tears fal itterly over the atone
That covera your golden haïr, my pet.
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CHAPTER V.

AT SANDA HALL.

The smre'day that Mr. Mannaway caled a
the parsouage, Sir George Mamilton for the firai
timo appeared amen g the family at Sanda Mal
Mis hoat had visited hirn in hia bedroom, ani
the village doctor bad visited him, and afte
Mr. H'tunaway bad arrived ho had flatural:
apent met of bis tirne witb hiî patron. Bu
the ladies had nover seen the guest who bai
corne se strangely fite the bouseheld ince th,
day of the storm, whon h. 1usd been at once as
assisted from the carniage te bis roorn.

But though tbey bad not seon him, they ha(
frequently talked of bisa, sud Isabel Trovor ha(

tmae i ninlea about bisrivat
bistery fom bis man of business. Mr.M anus
way, bowever, gave only vory guardled replies

"la ho manried " a8ked Miss Trevor, cari
lesly.

IlNo," auawered Mr. Mannaway, gravely.
'¶Rew strange 1" said Miss Treoe. I"A ma

of bis mgo, tee. 1a thon. auy romance lu th
case ?T" -

" 4Most men bave thoir romances, ion kuoïo
Misa Trevor," replied Mr. Manuaway, amiliný

IlWbat is Sir George's, thon V" asked ML
Treoe.

The lawyer shook bis head.
IIow cfl I tell yeu " ho answered.

Sir George bas one b. la not a mn, te confide
te bis lawyer ; sud 1 do net evon kuow that 1
bas oee"

"I1 saal have teasak hir," s.d Misa Trevo
throwing hack ber beautiful head.

'.And wbo could -refuse te tell Misa Trevi
auythîng she asked V" said Mr. Hanuaway ; ai
se the conversation about Sir Goorge's romano
ended fqiý the preseut.

Bfrtqsgabei felt curions about their guest, ar
grew impatient cf the day. that be spent in a
clusicu.,Mer father had prononcd him te
a handsome sud gentlemauly man, sud ah. he
self had admired -him during their brief inte
vîew. IlMow tiresorne it la," Isabel though
Cf hbu te stay in bii cwn roor-I bat. tir

some peole."1

giet. o0loke9goomy, aflosulenan
as he paced his hand in the one ahe beld to-
ward im, he did flot even return her amie.

IlI have cone to thank you, Misn Trevor, " ho
said, with grave courtesy, 41for your great
kindneas to me."

fiWhat kindnesa V" asked Isabel, with an-
other bright amile.

IfNeed1 answer that question ' " aaid Sir
George, fixing hiz eyes on her face.

He was thinking how wondorfully beautiful
she was. Ho had only a vague recollection of
hier apearance as ah. atood on the bare brown
rocks, Juat after ho had been rescued from the
sma by Hayward on the day of the storm, and hoe
had scarcely ever thouqht of her ince. But
.uet now hoe was in a bitter mood. IlShe wus
beautiful,"' ho was reflecting, " but what doos it
matter 1 She will only bring greater misery
into the world than most of hor accursed sex 1

" Do you mean by my ' great kindnoaa' that I
urged that young man to try to savo you ?"
went on Isabel, stili sxnling,. and interrupting
Sir George's tkoughts. "fIf you do, you ned
flot thanlc me. What 1 did, I did selfishly, for
I could not bear to see a human creature perish,
without somoe effort being made to save him."

" Thon, as 1 arn that 'humaii creature,' I
suppose I owe you some thanks, don't I ?" asked
Sir George, with a sort of synicism ini hie tone,
that Isabel instantly detected.

«4Yes," ah. aaid, sharply, "1,for li is a boon,
is it not?!"

14Say rather that death is a dread," anawered
Sir George, with a sort of shudder.

Isabel turned her head away.
1"&I1nover think of deth, " ah. aid. 411 love

life, 1 arn young, death seema far away from
mne.",

"lNo one can say that," said Sir George,
moodily.

I say it," answered Isabel, in hier bright,
defiant way. -'Il mean to live-I mean to enjoy
life, and to live a long, long life."

Sir George Hamnilton made no answer, and as
hoe stood there, sulent and gloomy, Isabel looked
steadily in his face.

e Ho was a handsome man, with a pale, slightly
olive.tinted skin, higzh regzular features, and a
dark moustache. Ho was about thirty-eight or
nino years of mgo at thia tume, and waa tail and
well-formed. Altogether ho was a remarkable-
looking man ; remarkable for his good looks,
and for bis proud snd distinguishod bearinq,

ýt aud Isabel Trevor was much struck with bus
it whole appearalice. hoaedwthier

L. 11And are you btter ?" sh kdwi ntr
d est. "lHave you recovered frorn the frightful
r shock r'
'y 41Yea, I arn btter, " lhoanswered; and I
Lt amn truly 1plead to hear frorn the doctor this
.d xaorning that Mr. Hayward, the bravo young
id man who aaved rny life, is also now pronounced
. to b. ont of danger."

"S-o papa told me," said Isabel. IlYes, I
ýd arn lad-it was a brave action."
d "A very bravo action," said Sir George.
e 16But I knew ho was a good awiinmer when 1
a- irnp1ord hin to try to save you," continued.
8. sabe.l' Ho swam out and brought in a wo-
e- rnan's body quit. lately."

fiIndeed ! Well, 1. have sent Hannaway tc
me0 hia. In any way that I can push hir n o

m in lif. I shaîl only b. too, ready to do so. Ho is
àe a gentleman, I su ppose Io"

ilThere is some legnd to that effcct,, I believe,
w, in the village, " anawered Isabel, careleasly,
ig. "'but I have nover paid much attention to it.
as Ah, here is Miesa Marston," ah. went on, as Hildai

Marston now entered the drawing-room. IlMis
Marston," ahe continued, " Sir George Hmmi

If ton is inquiring about Mr. Mayward, the tutor.
it I tell him 1 know littie of him, oxcepting thai
he ho bast the reputation of being a good swirnmer,

but perhaps you know more about hirni Mia
r, Marton's little brother is one of bis pupils, Sfi

George."o
ror Sir George bewed to Misa Marston wben Isabe.
id montioned her name, and thon again wben shi
ce imparted the information that Misa Maraton'i

brother was eue of Mr. Hayward'a pupils.
id "Thon perbap ou can tell me somethinl

he- abuth nMsCaaton 1" said Sir George
be addrossing Rila, wbo coloured softly at th,
er- question.
er- "lDo you mean about himself, or bis family V
kt, ah. asked, in a pleasant, low-toned voice.
re- IlAbout both, if you ean give nme any inform.

ation," anawered Sir George. IfI am natur
pn- ally much intorested in him. I owe him a dol
he% I can nevrTOpay.',
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"HoReis clevor-looking," answerod Hilda
Maraton. d

IlWhich isrnuchbebtter than ordinary beauty," to
maid Sir George. "lA clever face is always an
attraction." -d8

"I think so, too," said Hilda. fa
1I don't, thon," said Isabel. "A handsomo px

face te me is always an attractive one." And ai
ah. looked at Sir George wxth herbeautiful oyos wi
as ah. spoke. Ca

After this, the conversation about the tutor hi
was dropped. Isabel voiunteered te, show Sir ai
George hor conservatories, and led him thither, wi
without asking Milda Maraton to accompany hE
them. a

4"1Who is that young lady 'r' asked Sir George, mx
when ho found himseif beneatb t ho ergoously m
fiower-festooned glass roof of one of tho conser- at
vatories, which was filled to profusion with the
raroat and choicest plants.

"My companion, Misa Marston," answered hi
Isabel. Iwas loneiy bore after I returned from IE
achool, for there is se iittlo socioty that I care m
about, and papa therefore proposed for me to hi
have a compaflion. Sho is a clergyman's daugh- ai

ter, and is very usoful to me." -1I
1"And yon. nover had a sister T" askod Sir 8(

George. ti
"Vois, " said Isabel, "but aho died wben wo 1:

were children. 8h. wouid have been twenty- al
one now-one year younger than I arn." al

IlAnd you are twonty.two !" aaid Sir George, k
looking at Isabel fixedly.

"lVos, tweuty.two," she answered laughing, sl
and showing her white teeth. "lAn old worna nr
of twenty-twe 1" &

Sho was standing, sah. said this, beneath a ri
long trailing feqtoon of. somne bright green
creeer, and she saw that Sir Georgewus admir-
îng hor. "This was what sh. iivedl for, but an-
other idea crept into her beart at this moment. s

",Mo is ricb, ho is well.boru," she thought.
"Why sheuld Inot marry him T I must marry 1
some day ; wby flot marry Sir George Hamil-a
ton T"

There was a marvoliousiy subtie graco about c
this woman which fa8cinated mon. Had any- I
one told Sir George Hamilton that ho would 1
spend two bours this day with auy woman arnidv
her flowers, whtn ho rose sullen and desponding1
in the moruing, ho would have laughed tbem te
scorn. Yet ho did apend them. Me sait down c
by Isabel's side, and talked to her and the per-1
fumed air. Mo was not very communicative1

Babout his past life, though. Ho had spent thei
last fivo or aix years abroad, ho told Isabel, audi
that« was about ail the information that ah.
gained.1

"lIn what country ?" she asked.
lu many countries," ho answered. IlI have

Bwandered to and fro upon the earth, Misa
Trevor."

"Have you been in Spain T" said Isabel. i
"Yos, " answorod Sur George, and a flushb

ipasod for a moment over bis usually pale face.i
IlWby do you sk T" ho inquired, the next
minute.

" 1You remind me of Spain, sornohow," she
d answered. "Thore ia somethiug rornantic eveiai

in this prosaic mgo, I think, about Spain."
"lBut there is nothing romantic about me,"

0said Sir George.
n I.l thora not T" said Isabel, softly. "Ah,

[ayou cannot tell." And she gave a littie sigh.
««It's boit to keop out of romances," maid Sir

George, rising from the seat by ber aide. " They
are dangerous thinge, ending sometimes-" And

t.be heasitated.
ta "In tragedies T" said Isabel.
s "Or cornedios," went on Sir George, with
I_ affected carelesesa of manor.

r. IlTragedies or comodiem," repeated Isabel,
%t riing ýahso, "u'n which. shail we act our parts?1
p Well we shahl know soine day; shail wo not,
as Sir George, bofore the curtain fails T" And with
r a ligt laugh ah. turned away.

el CHAPTER VI.
ec
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ig The fort few days Isabel Trevor spent in try-
P, îng te fascinate, Sir George Mamilton. She was
àe an adept in the art, but Sur Georgo was eitber

cool or wary. At least, he gave no signa ef
t being an oaay victim, and yot Isabel feit sure

that be admired ber. But he wau gloorny and
n. tacituru at turnes in spite of mli attractions. He
ir- spoke, tco, of leaving Sanda ; of ieaviug as
bt moon as ho bad seen the young man who had

saved bis lif. and Isabel began to b. sonuewhat
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1I do not wish te nuake excuses," ho said.
If yen wili corne, of course I shail be delighted

ose. yon."
"lMiss Hilda Marston can accompany my

[agbtor," said Mr. Trevor, in bis pompons
ashion. Me was not very briiiiant, but ho bad
>enetration to 800 tbrough bis danghter's design,
id lue perfectly appreved of it. He, in fact,
va vory aurions that Isabel should marry, b.-
tuso ho wisbed sud iutended te rnarry again
iimîeif. But ho knew ho couid not do so witb
ruy chance of domestic conifort if bis danghtor
as stili nnwedâed. Sir George Harnilton he
)elieved te be s suitabie person te rnarry Isabel,
cd ho therefore cuitivated the baronet's inti-
nacy, sud was very cordial (for bum) in bis
nanner te their guest. But a painfrl episode
iddeuly euded Sir George's atay at Sanda
Ilall.
This was the nows which wss conveyed te

irn, a day or two after the cenversation about
[sahel's visit te Massam, that the ses bad once
moro given up sorne cf its dead. Two bodies
àad been washod ashore at Sanda, sud they were
ipposed te ho part cf the crew of Sir George's
loit yacht, the Endymionu. Sir George couid
3esrceiy control bis emetion when b. heard cf
this. Mia pale, dank face grew paler, aud him
lps quivered norvously in spiteo f is offerts te
appear calrn. Isabel Trevor, wko was with hlm
at the time when the Sqnire told hirn the nows,
looked at hlm in absolute surpris.

IlHow atrange ho is l" ah. said te Hilda Mar-
ton afterwards. IlWby ho knew theso poor
men were ail dead, so why shonld ho ho so
agitated at their bodies being cast up T It is
rathernmauly, I think."

41It natrally must painfniiy remiud hirn-0
what was se neariy bis own fate,'" roplied Mids.-

"lBut it's foiiy siways te he thinkiug cf tire-
orne thinga," said Isabel, carelessiy.

"lBut death is sncb a soiemn thiug," said
EHilda, sud she went to the wiudew, sud gave a
8igh as she looked ont.

This ir had had a very'differeut erperienco
of life te Isabel Trevor. 8h. bad pasaod tbrough
the groat winnowing machine of troubles sud
bad seon a father, that ash. doarly loved, die,
itb anxiety sud poverty te embittor bis

last heurs. It was a sad sud cemmon story,
which had ended eue summer morning at the
country parsonage where Hilda had been bora.
Mrr. Marston, ber father, wss a well.rning,
kind-hearted man, easily betrayed inte extra-
vaguiete escape frem the cousequeuces cfwhih ho had (witbont auy kuewledge of huai-
ness) ernharked lu speculatious. Me died a
ruiued man, beart-brokeu at the prospect cf
leaving bis portionleas childreu to the, morcies
cf a cruel world.

Mis wifo (wbo was dead) had been a cousin
of Mrs. Tnevor'î, cf Sanda Hall-a poor relation
in fact, sud on bis death.bed he wrote aud.im.
plored Mr. Travor to do aoething for bis peu.
nuls children. Death is always terrible, but
oh ! reader, dees it uct add te its terrora wben
thora is net mouey enongh lu the bouse te bnry
the dead!1 This was the case at Welldean Par-
sonage on the Jnly mrnriug wheu Mr. Marston
died. Hiida'a eldest sister Marion was foreod
te beg Mr. Trevor te advamce tbem a saal sum
for their preseut necesaities, sud Mr. Trevor
was net hard-hearted enongb te, refuse ber ro-
quest.

Me was tonched iudeed wheu ho wout to* the
funeral of bis distant relative, te see the piteons

grief cf the aecond dsugbten, Hilda, fer ber dean
father. The poon girl's white face, sud oven-
wbelming aornow, when ho tnied te say a few
words cf cornfort to ber, moved birn te comp~as-
sien, sud inuced him te offen Hilda a temper.
any borne at lesst, at Sanda Hall. The eldeat
danghter, Manioc, was several voars older, sud
botter ahi. te face the inevitable struggie for
subsistence béfore tbem. Mn. Trevor, thene.
fore, aftor much mental besitatien, decided te,
offer Milda a borne for the present witb bis
danghter; and ho also, with yet more mental
besitation, determined to ndertake the expense
cf educating Ned Marston, the poor dead Vicar'a
youngest child.

The family, wbich ccnsisted. cf four, was
finaily disposed cf thus : Marion, the eldest
daughter, procnrod a situation as goveruesa te
the six children of a ueigbourng clergyman ;
Paul, the eldoat sou, wont into the merchaut
uavy as a midshipmn, Milda te Sanda Mail, as
cenipanion te Isabel Treoe nsd Ned, the
yninest, - a np il t tbe Rv.Mattbew Irvine.

iug a real haronet, and they thenefon, did it te
the beat cf thoir ahility. The p rend aud roserved
Sir George was reqnired te telli the bistony of bis
cruime, the numbor sud narnea cf bis crew, bow
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