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CASTLS-BUILDING. !

“ What are youn building darling 97
I asked of my girlic fair,

As she quietly sat on the hearth-rug,
Piling her blocks with care,

While the raddy glow of the firelight
Danced in her golden hair.

‘T am building a eastle, mother,”
My little maid replied.

*These are the walls around it,
And here is a gateway wide,

And this is the winding stair
To elimbup by the side.”?

Ko the busy flitting fingers
Went vu with her pretty play,
And the eastle walls were rising
In the fading winter day,
When—a xudden, tuckless maotion,
Aund all in rains lay!

Ah, merry little huilder,
The vears with stealthy foet

May bring full many a vision .
Of eastles rare aud sweet,

That end like your baby pastime—
In ruin sad and fleet.

Yes, laugh o’er the toy walls falien,
For sunshine toilows rain,

And we may smile, looking backward
At ruined shrine and fane,

While the heart has shattered temples.,
It may not build again.

DUILCIE.

By the Author ¢ My Marriage,” ** Poor
Little Kiitu,” Ete.

A farm-yand tasking in the sunshine of a
drowsy Juuc evening—u farm- yard that bespeaks
plenty, from the ghnt of the golden straw and
bay nicks peejing ¢ver the wall from the stack
in the tear to the great fat pigs and the fluffy
heus aud golden balls of chickens. )

The valves in the stall are looking out with
brown lazy eyes, and the lowing and the gruut-
ing and the clucking and the crowing are all
pleasant country sounds in harmony with the
summer airand warmth, and the scent of uncut
meadows fragrant with clover and yellow with
buttercups. i

Iu the centre farm-yard, scattering corn with
a lavish hand to the chickens crowding at her
feet, stands Dulcie Lovel, the mistressand owner
of some hundreds of broad aeres around. Tall
and lithe sheis, with a brown face .that has
been made still browner by fre quent exposure to
the fresh air, and that is lit up with eyes of
deepest blue.

. Clad in a Iight print dress, with a wide hat
t)egi_under her chin with blue ribbons, she wakes
8 fair enough picture, with a basket on her
strong youug arm, out of which she feeds the
chickens. There is never a care on her smooth
young face, never a trouble in her long-lashed
eves.

Life is a sweet and easy thing to the mistress
of Loveleigh. She has health and strength and
high sphits, and everything her hand touches
seems to proxper. Itis her whim to manage
everything berself, to be mistress and steward
combiped, and her reign has been a successful
one.

A flock o white pigeonsare disputing with the

chickens for the crushed muize ; Dalcie empties
ber basket ameng them, and pays a visit to the
calves, stroking their soft noses with her brown
sharely hand.
_ ltis very warm ; the western sun shines full
into her eyes as she leaves the vard and the
pigeons, coaing and circling and fluttering, and
proceeds slowly through the cool meadow where
the cows, knev-deep in the lony prass, looking
lazy and contented, are standing ts be milked.

For a moment Dulcie watches the creamy mi'k
foumivg into the psils, and then progeed< in the
wannsunshine toward the house, 4 many-gabled
one-storied mansion, a mass of climbers and
creepers, with roses peeping in at every window,
and jessamine and clematis twining and strug-
gling up to the very top of the red chimneys,

“ You dear old house!” said Duleie aloud,
leoking up at the red sun on the windows, and
pausirg to pick a yellow rose.

An oid red setter, panting on the hot gravel,
raps his tail on the ground as Daleia passes, and
looks up at her, blinking his old eyes in the
sunshine.

** Poor Dish, you are very warm !-she says,
stooping to stroke his hrad,

And Dash seerus 1o understand, for be getsup
and walksslowiy where the gable of the honse
casts long shaduws across the grass, and there he
finist-es bis napin peace.

Dulcie passes intn the roolness of the hall,
and on iuto the diawing room, u low-ceiled
apartment with a shining oak fluor and wile-
open windows, a room fml of nuaint furnitnre
very faded and o}, and with arncient bawls of
rare china fuil of roses standing on the talles.
It is a sweet, cocl, fragraut room, sud Daleie ar-
pears in harmeny with it, 8 she -tands in the
doorway in her blue dress, 1 smile on her fresh,

ripe lips, lookivg the very picture of health and
life and beauty.

* Eigiiteen out of the two sittings of Ayles-
barys just out,”’ she says in her clear voice.
“¢ Not bad, is it, Grace 1’

“ Very goold, indeed,” returns Grace, Duleie’s
sister, whospends all her life on a sofu, ay she
lies back among her pillows, as Duleis might
lock if she were dying,

The faces are the same—both have blue eyes
snd soft brown hair ; but, while one is in the
flush of health, the other is very pale and wan,
with only the pe:ce of padence to glorify the
sad eyes and still sadder wouth.

!

¢t 1¢ is intensely warm,” says Dulcie, untying
her hat and throwing it upon a chair. ** [ have
beon everywhere—all over the home-farm, the
garden and the dairy —and it is such a lovely

~day ! You can't think, Grace, how delightful
citallist? .
| Grace's eyes glance wistfully out of the wide

i

i the meadows and creeping down the purple sides
iof the mountains far beyond. Once she was
i
.

¢ open window to where the sun is slanting over

i like Dulcie, strong and lithe and full of vigor.
Now sheis & confirmed invalid, and can never
| again know the pleasures of a Iree, active life.
. * She will never walk again,” was the verdict
| proncunced five years before, and since then the
" sad look has never quite left Grace's face—uever
i will leave it till she lies in her coffin aud death
: smooths the lines away.
i The two girls live all alone in their sweet
| home st Loveleigh. Once or twice Grace has
i mildly suggested the propriety of a duenva ; but
Duleie, in her decisive way, has negatived the
i iden, .
i “What is the use of saddling ourselves with
{ a crotchety old woman ? It is not cur fault that
i we have meither father nor mother, and if
: Heaven had intended us to have a natural guar-
i dian [ suppose ons would have been left us ; as
i it is, we are perfectly happy, aud 1 think [ am
i very well able to take care of both vou aod my-.
; self.”
So the mistress of Loveleigh zoes herown road,
and in her busy life seems to have no time to
think of a possible future, when a possible some-
body may come tu claim a share in her sarm
affections. She is one of the very few girls who
can live without thinking that the ena and aim
of woman’s life i« matrimony, aud is perfectly
happy and contented in the present.

By-and-by the two girls are at tea together,
Grace’s chair has been wheeled into the dinin ;-
room, and the table is laid beside the open win-
dow. Great masses of crimson roses adorn it—
for Dulcie takes care that (irace's eyes shall
never miss the sight of each flower in its season.
Awd the mealis a tempting one, with the old
“ Crown Derby ” service, which Dulcle uses
every day, with a sweet unconsciousness of it3
value. The yellow butter is home-made, also
the brown loaf; and the golden honcy comes
from the hives against the south wallin Dulcie's
garden, and the fresh eggs come from the farm-
vyard.  All of these Dulcie enjoys with a good
appetite born of her life in the open air, while
Grace pn tends to eat to please Duleie, and with
Joving eyes watehes her strong sister. Dulci»
has put on a white dress, with lace »t the ends
of the elb w sleeves and round her firm white
throat. A scarlet rose lies against her neck. She
looks very sweet aud lovely. Grace sighs.

‘* Are you quite content hare, Dulcie ¥

‘*“ Content 1" Dulcie cries, opening her eyes
wide. ‘[ am perfectly happy. I am my own
mistress, and everything is going well, I think "
—with a sweeping glauce out of the window at
the peaceful sceue outside. ** To-morrow we
are going to cut the ten-scre field.”

Grace smiles and looks into the lovely, eager
face ef her sister.

‘“Do you never wish for anything more,
Dulcie—anything outride the four wallsof Love-
leigh ! Do you never dream of being married 7

“ Married ! Dulcie echoes, with laughter-
filled eyes. “* My dear Giace, that i3 the last
thing | ever dream of. Faucy leaving my dear
old home for any man ’

¢ Buat you might not have to leave it.”

*“ Then I would have tn brins him here—and
that would be worse,

He wonld want to be
master—and 1 don't think I could stand thar ;
and "—smiling smmd  blashing—** how would
yon like a swarm of children breaking every-
thing in the house " )

1 should love your children,” Grace caid
softly.

¢ \What nonsense, dear! | have no time to
thivk of such frivolities. We could adopt a
child, if you think it might amuse you; but 1
cert:,a’inl_v cannnt promise to go hushand-hunt
ing.

& Wait till somebody comes, Dulcie, and ihen
vou will clkange your opinion concerning mar-
riage.’

** 1 see a suitor approaching at this moment,”’
cries Duleie, langhing—‘* Mr. Sincluir; and a
young man who is with him, a very giant. 1
wonder who heis? We must give them some
tes, [ suppose, and offer them something more
substantisl than honey.” ’

The advent of a stranger flurries Grace, and ~he
looks pale and friglitened when Mr. Sinelair
enters the room a couple of minutes later,

Dulcie goes forward with alacrity, and shakes
hands with the old man who has been friend,
lawyer, adviger, ever since Loveleigh came into
her hands.  And then the stranger is intro.
duaed.

My friead, Mr. Catlton, 1 took the liberty
of bringing him over,” Mr. Sinclair rays ; and
aflter Duleic has shaken Lands, he adds in an
asille to her—

* Ayoung f:llow in my ot " sud Duleir,
looking up, suddenly wondirs why Mr. Sonclar
appeats so ofd and speaks in such a strange
hesitating way. )
“You will have tea, won’t you?” she says
pleasantly, and, riuging the bell, gives her order
in a simple, unembarrassed fashion ; and pre-
sently a cold fow] and tongue muke their appear-
ance,

And all the time ol Mr. Sinclair keeps watch-
ing Dalcie furtively from under his bent brows
—and Mr. Carlton is watching her too, for that
matter.  Not indeed that thisis surprising, for
she is very eweet and comely to look upon.

’”

Mr. Uarlton himself is n very fine specimen of
mnhood, not at all like an old atterney's clerk,
and he has a very pleasant face and steady gray
eves. ‘There i, ton, somelhinf; very infectious
in his smile ; and presently Dulcie fnds herself
talking to him as il she had known hiw all her
life. He seems to like to talk aboat Lwseleigh
aund the farm aund matters that interest her, and
finally asks him if she will show him the place
alter tea, to which propesition Dulcie assents.

L] - » - -

“ It is a dear old place.”

They have been all through the meadows in
the heavy dew, Duleie walking with the stranger,
her white gown thrown over her arm, for the
grass is heavy and wet ; aud Mr, Sinclair, with
his gray head bent, follows them through the
fields into the quaint old garden, sweet and
fregrant with its wealth of summer blossoms, to
the farm-yard, where the live-stock are sleeping,
and finally up through the fields to the higher
land from which Loveleigh can be seen nestling
in the twilight shadows, while the gray light of
evening steals over all.

The sheep are nibbling away in the dusk. Mr.
Siveclair Jooks at them absently.

* Have you sold these hoggets, Duleiet”

“ Not vet ; they are going to the fair on Mon-
day.*”

Mr. Carlten turns to Daleie.

““ What are hogpets ! Young pigs, 1 sup-
pose ¥

The girl's clear laugh rings out with irrepres-
sible merriment.

““Oh, Mr. Sinclair, do you hearthat ! 1am
afesid, Mr, Carlton, it is lost labor showing you
the farm.”

“ No ; 1 am very willing to learn,”” he an-
swers, laughing. ‘* And ¢ hog, hogget,” sound-
ed all right.”

As, langhing and ftalking, they pass back
through the fields, Dulcie poinis to a streak of
silver shinipg throngh the trees.

“* That is the river,” she temarks; is it net
pretty 1 It runs through our lower meadows."

Mr. Carlton looks f{rom the river to the girl's
earnest face.

“ How fond youare of Loveleigh!” he says
sottly : and Dulcie answers, with a little tremor
in her voice :

“I love it; Loveleigh is home, friends—-
everything to me.”

“And if you had to leaveit ¢ he aske, in a
low tone,

¢ Leave loveleigh! [ shall never leave it
until 1 am caniied away to the old churchyard.”

** Don't say that I"" he cries, qnickly. |
sincerely hope you never will be obiige to leave
your old home ; bhut is it not as well to look the
possibility in the face t”

Daleie langhs.

*“You are as bad as (irace, my sister; she
to’d me the same thing this evening, aud won-
dered | did not look ont for a husband ""-—with
aflash of nurthiul scorn in the last word,

**f wish to Heaven you were married, Dulcie,
Mr. Sinelair puts in suddeily, with a gevity
that seems out of place.

¢ Why 1" Daleie asks, tarning a still smiling
face to him in the twilight.

They are all three leaning against & gate lead-
ing into a wheat fiell; the eveniog breeze
rustles, like & sobbing wind from the sea, among
the wheat. There is silence fora few moments.
Dulcie waits for the answer to her question. Mr,
Carlton rests his arm on the top rail of the gate
and looks away into the purple shadows ¢f the
coming night.  Mr, Sineclair moves a few paces
away and comes back ugain, and still Dileie
waits ¢ brt the smile on her lipsis forced now
atid has left her eyes.

“Can’t ycu tell her romebow " The pas
sionate interruption comes from Mr, Cirlton,
who immediately aft reward resumes his old
position and lorks away as before,

Mr. Sinclair t ikes Duleie's hand in his,

*“ My child, howecan 1 tell you?”—his voice
sonnds full of tears. ** When I see you so happy
to-night, so proud of it all, it is hard that 1
should have to mnake you wretehed.”

The smile has quite left ber face now ; bLut
she does not falter as she speaks,

¢ There are only (irace and [—therr is noone
else ; so what b-d news can you have 1’

The old man looks all around at the sleeping
world, the qaiet beauty of the country scene,
and Loveleigh with its lighted windows twink-
ling; and then he fixes his eyes on the faca of
the wirl watching him so intently.

*“Telline atouee,” she said calmly, with «
strong brave wish to hear the worst without fur.
ther delay.

The old man sighs as he replies —

“ My dear, | can tell you to-night as well a«
to-morrow ; 0 why not now? 'The rivhiin]
owner of Loveleigh has turned up; it is vours
na lor ger " and, a<he speaks, he loaks beyond
her startled face at the yonng mon leaning s
quiet’y against the gte, apparently tk ng no
notiee of the conversation going on,

A thod of eritmson dyes Dulcie's fage, and
then leaves her white as marble,

* foveleigh not mine ! The rightful owner
[ do not understand.”

Mr. Sinclair planges into explanations; 1e
has got over the worst part, and talks glibly
enough now. He tells her rapidly that he
father's elder brother, who was supy osed{o have
died in Australia years before, has in  realit
only recently done so, leaving n son, who hus

now come home to claim his propecty and tin
old home of the Lovels, Laveleigh.
All this at great length the old Inwyer relates,

while the blank look in Duleie’s face is piteons

i to see. ttis diffienlt for her to yealize that home,

money, everything is gone at vne atroke,

“ Poor Gruer 17 she says at last, with quiver.
inglips.  ** Lo will be very hard for her.  Does
this Mr. Lovel take evervthing 17

“ All, except your mother's forane--about
two thousand pounds,” retarns Mr. Siaclair,
wondering at her perfect calw,

¢ That will be something under one hundrod
poutids a year,” Dulcie says, in the tones of one
accustomed to manage and ealeculate for her.
self, ““ Ah, well, we can’t sturve on that; aud
suppose we had bLetter o at onee.””

Mr. Carlton abandous his reclining position
against the gate, and looks into Dulcie’s proud,
grief-stricken fuce.

“1 am sure,” he puts in bastity, ““vour
cousin will not wish vou to go until you hke;
perhaps he might uot wish to live at Loveleigh
at all—yon might reut it from him.”

She {anghs n laugh that has tears in it.

‘“ Rent Loveleigh, and Jive on a handred a
year! That would hardly do.”

And then all at once she seems to realize a
little what the life will be which will be hers in
the future, the poor, miserable, struggling life,
aud a little rob breaks frou her lips.

“ Poor Grace ! How shali we tell hor 1 she
says, with the great unseifishness that makes
the girl’s nature so beantiful, 1t will be worse
for her than for me; I, at least, can work' -—
stretching out her stronyg young hands and louk-
ing at them.

“ Grace knows,” Mr. Sinclair says, geutly.
*“ 1 told her that evening you were eut. You
remember ¥’

‘“ Ah, yes—and that accounts for Guacie's
headache t Come, let us go to her,”” Dulcie says,
turning her troub.ed eyes with & dreary smile
toward the younger man who is watching the
little scene so quietly.  ** Itis not wery inter-
esting for yon, Mr. Curlton, to have to 1sten to
all these family revelations.”

1 am sorry for you,” he replies quietly;
‘¢ and, if [ might be pardoned for making a sug-
gestion, | should say it would beas well {or you
to see this cousin, this Mr. Lovel, belore you
devide ou going away."’

* 1 will never see him, never speak to him 1™
cries Duleie passionately. ** 1t 1s not his fault,
1 suppose ; but why has he staid away al: these
years, letting me get to lave every tick and
stone, every blade of grass in my dear, dear olid
home ¥'*

And then, as ifhif s hamed of her emetio
she walky swiftiy away through the darkening
shadows ; and the two men follow in rilence.

- - . - -

Another day, and the world is all awake
again, blithe vith song, f1esh and bright after
the quiet night.  Only Duleie has not »lept;
never once has she closed her brave, bright eyes
all through the long dark houry., She has
watched the sun rise this morning and wake the
world with his first warm kiss; and nox she
stands, pale and heavy-eyed, in the warm old
fragrant garden where the Yotk and Lancaster
roves flourish gaily, and the gaudy old cottage
roses wnd the pale delicate Celeste rose-buids open
in the worning sun.

Such a sweet old garden it is, where all man-
ner of old-fashianet towers grow in wild Inxurs
iance nlong the borders. To.day she looks at
them all, oh, ro sadly ! Theyare hers no longer;
she has no right to the cherries growing on the
wall, to the crimson strawberries Ulushing amidst
their cool green leaves. Yesterday her mind
ran on jam-makiug and the preserving of fraizs;
to-day she has no right even to the mignonnette
she has idly pincked and holds in her band.

¢ How shatl [ tear it 1 she cries, with alittle
cateh in her voice,

The b es hum amony the flowees, and are as
busy as they ean by, tlving in and out of the
hives ; and Dhulele watchies thom through rising
tears, Toey are n.t going to be turned out of
their home.

‘* We must go soon~—the sooner the better,”
the miistress of Loveleigh says to herself, and
tries to speak cheerfuily of the life to coue.

She has got through ove piinful bu-iness this
motning-—that of bresking he news to the old
servants, who have loved the girl with a pission.
ate affection.  She isv mistress here no longer,
and yet, partly from habit, and partly from a
dvsire to give a goodaccount of her stewardsh'p,
Dulcie gives herordurs ns usaal, and the whole
business of the day procerds as if nothing had
happened.  Frowm the garden to thie farm, from
the farm to the dairy, Dulcie goes through her
Juties as usnal ~bat 1t is with a pale fave and a
sinking heart.  The old servants hute their new
master alrea ty, and think that possession is uine
points of the luw, and that be las no right to
turn Miss Lovel oul.

Mr. Carlton, coming up with a note from Mr.
Sinelair, is dirceted to the dairy, where stands
the detheoned mistress of Lov leigh in a white

ress, wiaid pans of yellow cream and volls of
golden ba-ter,

* Regarding my lost possessicn gy Dul in says,
shaking hands with o wist®ul swmie. ¢ It i w0
hard to realize that 1 bave no right to anything
any motre,”

Mr. Carlron louks at her steadily for a mo-
ment, and a tings of color cresps up to his fore.
hend.

¢ What do you think of doing, if it is not
ricde fop me to ask 17 he says, after 2 moment’s
pause.

Stie raiges her eyes frankly to his,

“ Weare going to Dablin, and | intend to
try toget something to do i a shop, or some.

thing of that kind, You see, 1 cannot leave




