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FLOWER OF SPAIN

Like a thruob of the heart of midnight
I bear a guitar fafntly hamming,
And throngh the Aleagar garden
A wandering fvotstep coming.

A shape by the orange bower's shadow—
Whose sbape? s it minein adream?

Por my senses arelast in the perfume
Thatout of the dark suicket stream.

*Mid the tinkle of Moorish waters,
And the rush withe Gaadalquiver,
The rosemary breathed to the jasmine,

‘That trembles with joyous fear,

And their breath goes silently upwani,
Far up to the white barning stars, |
With 8 mesure of  ~eetuess, balf sorrow,
Unkoowao but to soals that bear scars.

Here, midway batween stars s3d Howers,
I know not which draw me monst:

Shall my yenrs vield earthly sweetnesst
Stine 1 shine from the sky like o ghost ¥

A spirit ] oan not yuiet
Hids mie buw to the onsern rod.
1 dream of u iily transplaoted,
Ta blowmn in the ganden of God.

Yet the footateps ovine pearsr and nearer:
Still moaos the soft-troubled strain

OO0t w*rings in the dusk, Well I know i1
T .o 2led for me ** Flower of Spain.”

Ab, yes, my lover he made i1,
And catled it by my pet ame :
1 rear it, and—1"mn but 8 woman—
1t sweeps through wny beart like a fame.

The sight's heart and mine How together:
he music is beating for eash.
The moon’s gone, the nightingale silent |
Light and sony are both in hia speech.

A3 the marky shadows that miag’s,

As star-hine aod fower-soent made voe,
QOar spiritz in g'adness and anguish

Have met. Thaeir - wiling . cone.

Bat over the leaves wrd the watery
What echoes the strange tianging bells
Sead adoat from the dimn arched Mszquita !
How mourgful the cadonce that sweils

From the lunely roof of the convent
Where jwle nans rest!  QOa the bill,
Far off, the hermits in vigil
Ara bowed at the erucifix atijl,

And the brown plaio stumbers sround s,
O land of remembirance and griel,

¥{} am tru'y the fower.
Huw withered are you, the lonf!

GEo. P. LATHROP, 1u Huarper's.

STONY-HEART HOUSE.

BY NEI P. MAH.

I.

While T was still quite a child, my fatherand
mother died. 1 was sent away from the happy
home of my infavey, which I faintly remember
as being situate in a smiling, undulating country
full of cornficlds, and woods, and pasture lands,
to be placed under the charge of my unele in
his bleak house among the hills. My uncle had
been in the army. Helived in a square, angular
house, built of flints, cold and glittering—an
erect, Sncomypromising house, narrow and high,
and bolt upright like a soldier struck motiouless
in the attitude of attention. The groun:s were
laid out with military precision. They were sur.
rounded with cold, glittering Hint walls. They
were ol adead level, without an uudulation in
the whele expanse.  The walls were guiltless of
a curve, straight and clean, and cold and glitter.
ing too, frcm the large admixtuore of flint with
the gravel. The lawn was trim and rectangular,
with sharply-defined edges, kept newly cut by
means of a sharp spade and a string stretched
between little iron pins. The tlower-beds were
square, and trim, and angular, aud the very
flowers had the airof regiments. The tulips, and
lillies, and jonguils stood up erect and stiff as
if audergoing an unrelaxing drill. Here and
there & weaker, tender plant dicoped against a
stick, appearing to stand at ease only on suffer.
snce. The roses were all staundard roses. The
espaliers trained against the wall in the suuny
side of the garden, looked strained and unnat-
ural, as though struek still in the midst of some
extension motion. The very rockworks were
prim and forbidding ; they glittered coldly, too,
for they were composed principally of tlints.
1here was no clustering ivy, no tendrilled creep-
ing thing to relieve the monotony of the bare
stone work. There was no curved line anywhere
to relieve the weary eye.  All was straight, and
spick and span, and regular.

Amid the monoteny of this prospect, with
martial cartiage, with commanding  air, my
uncle paced. | believe he counted the number
of turns which formed his daily exercise. | can
see him now, clad in a grey frock coat, tightly
buttosied, with military tionsers strapped tightly
over the speckless boots, with short grey hair,
parted with painful precision, brushed painfully
smooth. With white, trimly.cut moustache
shadewing the firm, decisive mouth ; with white
busly brows penthousing the keen, cold, grey
eyes ; with acqiline uose, clear complexion, and
smooth sliaven cheeks, A man to ivspire awe,

_ tather than love ; to be admired, but not ap-

prosched ; respected, but not carcssed. | nsed

"+ 10 look upon hum with wotider in my childish
“eyes and think 1 should pot like to be such a
" man. '

- Within the honse the some stern precision
Everything was trim, and bright, and
polished, and distressingly speckless,” The fur.

piture was tasteful and costly, the pictures wetl
chosen and 'well hung. The "neals were punctual
to n minute, the viands simply, but excellont of
their kind. My uncle's own apartments were
gems of” neatuess and forcible exponents of
simple taste. His personal attendunt was an
old soldier, as erect and stern, and waniy and
martial as himself. The womeun servants of the
house were pretty and trim, and wore an ex-
quisite uniform of Javender and white. My
uncle was n widower.  In the drawing-room
hung a portrait of my aunt, whom t had never
known. I used to gaze with awe upon the face
of the woman who had dared to love such u man.
It was a face at once exquisitely beautiful and
exnuisitely sweet.  As one gazed, on: felt it was
the work of no mean waster of his a:i ; one felt
intensely that it was a likeness, for while one
looked the picture seemed to grow into life. The
eyes-—how conld ke se¢ to do them t—so mild, so
intelligent, so wistful, so full of trnth, so coura-
geous, the little mouth ut once so sweet amd 30
firm, the wealth of golden hair, fine and shining
as floss silk, armayed in great Madonna braids
upon the low white forehead—the expression at
once so sngelic and so human—the costume, at
once so simple and so rich.  One felt instinet.
ivi~ <! at this was the one woman who could
have found the one romance in the life of such a
man. How 1 wished that she had lived, *hat
to her [ might havs told my little griefs and
puny sorrows, that to her I might have confessed
and hween forgiven, and received the caresses for
which 1 yearned.

For it was a terrible home to which to bring
a child.

My uncle charged himself with my edueation.
Each lesson had its appointed hour, nay, its
appointed minute. He bought me a little pouy,
and I took riding lessous before breakfust in the
little square paddock, where my miniature steed
soon wore a circle barren with glis hoofs. *‘Head
up, shoulders well back, toes in, heel down !
the old wonls of command are still ringing in
my ears.  How stiff aud sore and tired I used to
grow, how 1 longed for a good unrestrained
scamper out of sight of those vold, grey, piercing
eyes,

After breakfast came the lessons in his sanc.
tum—half library, half study ; reading, writing,
arithmet'c and Latin, History and geography
in the afternoen, which I read ap privately, and
learnt in conversution lessons. After these ap-
pointed subjects were dispensed with, 1 was at
liberty to ask questions on any topic which oe-
ceurred to me, and no doubt I often astonished
my instructor by the quaint inquiries which
emanated from my inquisitive, old-fashioned,
weird, child.-brain.

For how could 1 fail io grow weird and old.
fashioved, shut up with my own thoughtsin that
grim, desolate house, with no companien of my
own age !

Weird and old-fashioned I must have appeared
too, 1o other eyes, for my guardian’sinstructions
directed my costume. At six—in the wiuter of
my sixth year—! was dressed in a little tight
overcoat with tails. I think 1 see myvself now
marching down town on some prescribed erranid,
a tiny, wizen oli man, laughed at by the vil-
lage boys, gazed at with sly smiles and titters
by the village girls—regarded as u curiosity by
the grown people whom [ met—what wonder 1f
i grew isolate, shy, retropective 7

In the evening my vncle’s friends would drop
in—the clergyman, the schoolnaster, the doc-
tor, or the Major. Then the long, white clay
pipes, which were neser smoked ou more than
one occasion, but sent te the baker’s to be burnt
clean again, were brought out, and the hoge
pewter tobacco box, and the silver spirit stand,
with ity decanters of choicest liquors, supplied
by a London merchant.

1 used to sit prim and upright in a corner
with my hands before me, or, winyhaps, with a
newspaper upon my knees to catch the chips,
while | fashioned the rudder or other portion of
a model ship, and listen to an argument on
theology, or science, or medicine, or anecdotes
and recollections, more or less good or wicked,
or innoceat, or worldly.wise, till Hannah came
and seized on me, and bore mie off to bed.

Thus I drank iu deep draughts of precocious
learning, and ate of the forbidden fruit of know-
ledge of good and evil, fur no one took noticn of
the quiet, still child in bis shadowy corner, and
thus, unwholesomely early, 1 grew wise with
that knowledge whose increase is more than of
any other the increase of sorrow also—the
knowledge of human nature.

11.

By Heaven's mercy [ wos not to be left alto-
gether to the training my present surroundinga
would have entailed. - The time was at hand
when a young, lovely, affectionate woman was
to illumine with her presence the apartmenty of
the dull, prim house. At present the only fe-
males | saw were Hannah, the houseaid, who
brushed my hair extremely hard, and kissed me
now and then—extremely hard, too ; the cook,
who scolded vehemently whenever ] ventured in
the neighborhood of her domain, and Mrs.
Rwurs, the housckeeper, who had ouce had the
audacity to smack me, extremely hard, also.

Jt wasa bright day for me when my cousin
Polly, having finished her school-life, came to
live at ‘Stony-Heart.  To we she was Lo bwe
more than cousin, she was to prove to me at once
mother, sister, companion, friend, the consoler
of my qrief, the partner of wmy romps, the ad-

. the present help of all my childish nee

viser of my dilemmas, the soother of m}J: fears,

She i

was in living © % aid blood the reutization of

the portrait in caw .. awing-roo, only younger,

fresher, wore beautifnl still, E

1 was the ouly ereature in that eomfortless,
trim household, which must ut first have seemed
to her w prisan, with which her uature coukd
fully sympathize. On me she lavished the wealth
of aflection which found na other object on
which to bestow its love and its carvesses, amly
little heart which had grown ehill and desolate
in the unnaturd atmosphere of that drear home,
gushed forth to her with a long repressed tlood
of affection sl adorntion,

She teok such complete possession of my whale
sovt), that it was not without deep grief 1 learnt
—as she st Swstowed on e her complete con
fidence --that I was oot without a rival iu her
affection.  She used fo call for mysterivusly-di-
rected letters st the village post-ottice. She used
to kiss these letters rapturously, aud devoured
their contents with eagerness. They were the
letters of her lover,

It was the habit of ay ancle to attend church
with us once only on Sunday—in the merning.
In the afternoons Polly and 1 used to go alone.
One memorable Sunday afternoon wo started at
the usual hour, but we did not go to church.
We et a handsome young gentleman instead,
out on the downs, over the crest of the hill,
however, and well out of sipht of home. This
haudsome young gentleman placed his downy
upper lip just under Polly's nose and kissed her,
which made me very jealons. Then he caught
me up in hisvarms and tickled the tip of my
uose with his downy upper lip, and made pre-
tence to kiss me too.  He wounded me deeply
by the lippant way in which he spoke of nie as
‘“ the kild." 'Then he sat me down aguin, and
both ke and Uolly became oblivions of my ex-
istence till we reached the little stazion at Chalk
Vale, whenee he lelt by the four o'click train,
and 1 and Polly ran all the way home again to
be in time to prevent suspicion of ovur nut hav-
ing been at church. We were late, nevertheless,
and Polly, who was not used to telling fibs, had to
make excoses about having visited some poor
woman who was sick @ and colored as she made
them, and was Iooked at with stern suspicion
out of mv uncle’s Keen, grey eyes,

Saon after this a confession must have boen
wade, either by Poliy herself or by the hand-
some youny gentieman, jua lstter, or by foth,
for one day he came boldly up to Stony.Heart
and was closeted with my unele for a whele hour,
during which time Volly,vervous and trembling,
tluttered up and down the cold, trim, glittering
gravel walks in the ganlen, holding wy hand
tight with a nervous, fuverish gragp all the time.
Then the handsome young gentleman came out
radiant, awl Polly flew into his arms, and 1 be-
came of no consequence whatever immediately.

After some months, howsver, another rival
appearai] upon the scene, wha threatened to put
both the nose of the handsome young gentleman
as well as mine out of joint. Listen, aud 1 will
tell you how it all happened :

My unecle’s eruny, the doctor, bad a hydro-
pathic establishmient among the hills, command-
ing, as his advertisements stated, *‘a most de-
lightful prospect.””  About this time, s cortain
Captain Hartwright, who had been wounded in
the Crimea, came to bim for treatment, He used
to take long walks apon the downs, as exercise
was to form part of the curative treatment pre-
seribad, and in these walks it appears be fre.
quently eucountered Polly, who used to take
long rambles by herself when | was ineligible as
a.companion, being closely imprisonad at wy
tasks in my uncle’s stady. After a time the doc-
tor introduced his patient, who became & {re-
quent visitor at Stony-Heart. To introduer him
to Uolly, rumarked the Cajtain, seemed almast
a work of supererogation ; they had et so often
he regarded her quite as an old friend already.
To which Polly said yeq, something would have
seemed wanting from the daily routine if she
missed meeting him, and the Captain’s black
eyes flashed with gratified vanity.

He was a strange, weird-looking man, this
Captain Hartwright, with his large, glittering
black eyes set in his pale face—eyes with a
strange power of fuscination—eyes which seemed
to look through and through the person on whom
he gazed——with his carelessly-arranged stmight
brown hair, which he had suffered to grow far
beyond regulation lengih, - posaibly becanse he
did not chose to submit himself to the tender
mercies of the village barber—with ti:a meagre,
dark moustache shadowing the melancholy
mouth. He had been 8o near death’s door that
he had the air of & man who had died and had
been resarrected.

That his presence exercised a strange power of
attraction and that his influence Lad a sort of
fascination for Polly, against which she secretly
struggled and rebelled in vain, 1, with the in.
taitive pereeptlion of childhood, svon discovered,
1 learned to {mte this man, [ knew not where.
fore, for his bearing to me was of the kindest, 1
shunned his glance as though he possessed the
evil eye. 1 feared the fascination 0} his manner,
as though there were something baneful in its
inftuence.

One day | had been with Polly to visit a cot-
tage where there was sickness, and wa had taken
a little busket of deljcacies for the patients. At
u point where two paths-—one lemxlin" upwards
in the direction of Chalk Vale, the other down:
wards to Stony.Heart——met, Polly duclared hir.
welf tired nl decreed o rest. The rest was a long
one, and I grew impuatient, s :

“I'know why you are waiting,” J said taunt.
ingly ;" “ you are waiting to see Ciptain Hart
wright.” =~ ' : ‘

Polly blushed.

“ How funny it would be, Polly,” said 1, *if
Captain flartwricht was to ask you to warry
him, and you nll the time Willie's sweatheart. "
J9C I that was to happen, Kih" said Polly iy.
genuansly, but with n still desper blash, *¥ 'y,
alreidt Willie wonld have - vary poor chance.”

“ 1 that wan to huppen,™ said 1, “taking re.
fuge in u babyish way of sperking-—it wusa way
I had when 1 fult shy of saying unything.-¢¢]
know what would happen to Willie,  His ‘ittle
heart 'ood break aitd all the ‘ittle blaod would
gush out” ‘

Polly was steangely silont, and she looked
away righi across the village steeple, and the
graveyard, and the cottages, uud the cullivated
fields, away over Bickley woods into the far dig.
tanee. 1 dJdon’t think she saw vither stoople,
graveyard, cottages, fields, or woads, very
clearly, for her eyes wore blinded with tears,
Suddenly sho ennght  me up aud kissed me pas.
sionately, and threw me over her choulder pick-
a-back, and seampered with me down the 11,
My little handys were wet with the tears tha
shook from her eyes as she ran, s they elnsgusi
her neek among her curls.  Then she sat e
down, but never tei go my hand Gl we reached
Stony.leart. As we tarned in at the great
gates we saw a black speck in the distanee de.
scending the path from Chalk Vale.

Next day tgm Captain called. - My unele was
out. 1 heard him asking Hannah where | way,
as he foblid up his cloak and put it on the hall
table, She thought | had gone vut, toa. Tl
sound of their voices came up to e as T pyt my
Liead through the balusters on the top landing
at the door of the attic, which was my play.
roem, and looked down the wal,  Then | ww
hiny walk across the floor cloth and ge oo the
drawing-ronm where Polly waus, Curicus to know
why he had wanted me, ) crept downstairs and,
secintg a piece of tivue paper sticking sot of has
cloak poeket, cantionsly examined its contents,
awl saw there a beantiful ivery humming top.
Presently the Captain cams out in a hurad,
angry way, with s stranger glitter in his eyes
than ever. He flunyg his cloak around him in
the passage and let himself out at the front Joor,
top and all, without so mueh sa lookingat, wr
spraking to me.

He left the village next day and we never
he and ot him again, tll we saw Lia name in the
papers, killed at the head of his men in the dr
dian mutiny. .

Polly went about the house for a week juy =
strangely subduad, silent manoer. When Willis
catnie Jown she never rested tl she had soldeg
out her eonfession vu  his breast and been for-
given, After that he never ignored my presence,
or treatesd me as a thing of no consedqienie am
mars.

[t is astrange thing to think of, tan'tit, wha
an influence our slightest words or actious nmay
have op our fellow.creatares ! You ser what
oue jittle sentence from a smiall, old-fashionei,
vight-year-old child onee did. It secured the
happiuess of two lives,

HIZMORGES,

Arrey,- May s police-van be acerpted as
a lewal ronveyaoece t

Avrnk mau eate woman, aud she hag baen
after hitnaver sinee.

How the qnestion was answerel at a fashion-
abie eewside resart—Tlo yia enjoy gond  bealth”
Y Yes: who doasa't !

CYarse man,'” satd the master, 1 always
e/t the cheeserind.”  Atd the new apprentice replivd,
CJusteo s 1 am leaving {2 for you"

*OMaseeY miay like company,” saysa colorel
phllosopber: > batI'd ‘rmder hab de rhamatiy {u roe ly
den ter bab icin hof.””

WHEN o man is about to bw told a sicret, be
shuws the door: when it is n wothan, she apaas the door
ta be sure po one 8 Hetening outslide.

Ko your daughter has married a rieh hus-
haod " Weil,” slowly repifmd the father, ** T belinve
she hius mareied a rich man: bat 1 woderstand hie o5
vory poor husbagd.™

* M Grires, 1 understand you waid T sold
yon 4 barrel of cider that kad water i 1t 170 7 No, uo.’
was the reply, = 1 oaly said that you sold me a barrel of
witsr with a fitte oider io .

0% e MonNTAINs, —(froma private repost-
er.)—Arabelln, whose sanl is wiupped ig weieuvee o
harles, so't this gnefss 7 Charloes,  who is derply
laterestenl in Arabella: * Niee ! It's deticivus !

THE meanest man on record sent through a
post-ofice presided aver Ly o woman a poat card on
which was written, ** Dear Jaok,~Hare ara the detasls
of that seandal.” . And then tho rest wasin Greek,

Tur Common Sexsg ov Ir, — “What .«
change,” exaclalins o novelist, “ene littln woinan can
make in 8 anan's Hife!” Exactly, says # viotim; aod
what & hesp of *clinnge" she requires while doiog it!

ALLUIING to the fact that thres steamers have
baan fatally wenkenod by adltions. to theie length, the
Christian  Register saya: * Many figs sermans hive
been ruined the sume way.”

A saTinc AL inn-keeper in Wytheville, Va.,
advertises his hanae as ' the only second class butel o
the world."”

Ut teach you to lie, il steal, and amoke,
uwnd use profane language’” sald an irate Gialveston
parent, = Naver mind, father, I Xnow all them branches
wlready,"” was the reply.

A Puinrer's Exovsp.—A writer ealled at his
priuter’s nod  socusrd the compositor of not having
punctuated bis poem, whan the typi narnestly replied,
“1'm pot A pointar--F'm a saiter.”

AN English statesman paid a visit to Treland
but it rained - continnously during tha +hole of his stay
thare. Afterwards, whanaver he met an acqjuaintance
who had Just retarned from the Emernld lale, he wonll
tngales whethor **that shower” wis over yeol. )

» TrAciiER * Who was the first man "' Head
schular: ** Washington | he was the firet in war, first Ju
—~—" Teacher : *No, uo; - Adam was the first gan!
Hend acholnr ;. . Oh, It you're talking of foreiguers;-
a'posa lie was 1" ; N



