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BY MARY KYLE DALLAN.

‘What is it L have lost with years,
With the shedding of snlt tears
Over all the pall-draped hiors,
Whero iny young drenms withor ?
&till Lifo hath 1ts subtle charmn ;
still I know both joy and ¢alm :
Still Jove may have power to harm,
Should he wander hither.
Yot I look within my brenst.
And am ’wildered and distressod ;
Thus thou wert not at_thy best,
llenrt ol wine. thou knowest §
And when in the glass Tlook.
There 1 read ag in 2 book,
Something hath my tifo forsook,
1By the fuee though showest

Ah. alas ! full woll T know

Wh is hath chunged me so

Long age Hope turned to ga
From wy sule forever.

I ean wark, and 1 can pl

But all joy is in > to-day 2" .

$lupe who moeked me in life's May.
{lope returneth never.

MON K SHOLM.

A Love Storv.

av,

RECKETT.

CHAPTER V,

Late one evening, while Miss Winter was
dressing for a dinner parly, with the assistanee
of Mrs. Erroll's mald, & gorgeous houquet of
hot-house flowers, and a note, were brought up-
stalrs to her. She glaneed at tho address. It
wis from the Squire; and Eve looked a little
pale ns she dismissed her maid, and sat down
before the tollette-tabie to rend it.

It waus more than a month after the day of
her little quarrel with Mr. Moore, and she had
not seen the muster sinee,  Ie sreemed to have
faded com pletely out of her e, leaving nlways
that restless, dissuatisfied pain at her heart,
which no amount of pnin or excitementsecined
to have power to assuage. He avoided the ko
ciety of a wuman whom he despised, she told
herself bitterly; or, very likely, he had already
forgotten her? What did it matter?

Poor Ilal's letter was very short, and very
earnest, It was no use, he said, asking her, in
50 many words, to be his wife; he had already
done so, and Eve had only lnughed at him; but
he was so unhappy, that he begged ber to de-
cide one way or the other that night.

s Only give me @ kind took when we meet,
and I shall know it is all right, and not bother
you with my joy the whole evening—scarcely
come near you, if I can help it or clse, if you
must Eve—but 1 lmplore you not to do $o—
send me away with one cold glance. I will go
out of the house, out of the town; for all pinces
will then be allke to your true

e HAL CHORLARE."

The letter (ell from Iive's hand: she ruised
her eyes, and tixed them on the beaatiful reflee-
tion in the tong chevaleglass, near which she
sat.

¢ Yeg, poor fellow,” she thought, with o sad,
littie smile; ¢ he has tired me yery often with
his cnger, hoyish love-making,  He likes my
enrly hiair, and my white arms, and thinks of
nothing beyond them, Well, he Is no blinder
than ” (hot tears rushed into Kve's dilated eyes)
—ssthan one who should know mie better,  But
I am well punished for being false to my world-
Iy training—tor being absurd enough to take my
heart into consideration for one moment, and
to welgh it against poor Hal's thousands, nnd
the delight of being the mistress of The Beecel
In spite of bis grave air of thoughtiulne
quict tone of authority, atd gentlene

strength, Graham Moore s no more eapable or
reading my heart than my taolish Hal, who
And

wonld let me make 2 footstool of hins.
should not. I be glad of o much devotion ¥
least 1 sell myselfl to a RKind master; and 1 sup-
pose Mr. Moore Is right—my nature s too
frivolous, my will too weak, to nllow me togive
up thix lnxurious e, which I like %o well, in
order to share the common every-uuy enres of
any young [aurcence, even thongh hix very voice
should make me thrill and tremble, as Graham
Moore's never will again!”

Then Miss Winter went down stalrs swiftly,
smothering a heavy sigh, and wrote s hasty
note, by the light of the library fire, ringing the
bell as she finished.

< Tet Stephens take this directly to The
Heeches,’? shie snid to the servang who answered
the summons, “and tell him not to delny. Poor
Jal shall be put out of his suspense sooner than
he expeets,” she added, inwardly., «T will not
leave mysell 1 chance for further hesttation, T
faney I see his enger blue eyes smiling upon me
when we meet, In a rapture of surprise nt my
unexpeeted s minbility. Toor boy 7

o it was thay Bve Winter decided her fate;
and then having some minutes to wait before
Mrs. I2rroll would he ready, she went into the
drnwing-room and sat down to the piano. And
her fingers strayed unconsciously into a little
dreamy air shie had often played for Graham
Moore~-long ago, it seemed now—-when the
roses werce reddening on the lnwn, Her thoughts
were wandering Into dangerous ground, when
they were suddenly reenlled by the ontranco of
Carroll, her aunt's mald.

« My mistress is quite ready, miss,’” that
stald personnge remarked; #and the carriage
15 at the door. And will you please to see Mr.
Moore <

«Mr., Moore ?"

Eve excinimed in a low,

b TH
il

startled volee, and clasping her hands nervous-
ty. « At this hour! Did you tell Mr., Moore
that we are just going out 2

# Yes, Miss Eve; but he suys you will see
him, If only for tive minutes.”

The young lndy patsed for one moment, with
a disturbed fiuee; then she soid, quletly,  Ask
Mr, Maore to come in; and, Carroll, suy to my
aunt that I shall be glad if she wlll wauit a few
minutes."”

As Eve spoke, she crossed over to the tire. A
vague shivering had come upon her, and yet
the luxurtous little drawing-room was warm as

o nest, seented with the breath of rare flowers, |

glowing with light and colour; none of which
was lost on Graham Moore, us he entered, and
erossed over to the fire-place to tanke Miss Win-
ter’s hand,

How often has Graham seen her sinee in his
dreams as he saw ber then?

She looked a dazzling personifieation of the
frosty night he had left ontside.

Her trailing white silk dress was trimmed
with soft, white fur—the dinmond sparks glan-
cing from her little white ears were like fairy
fcleles~—n white-lipped cryranthemum smiled
cvoldly nbove the snow of her breast: but, for
all her haughty quictude, she could not keep
back the rosy bloam that stole up to her check,
and the hasty swell of her bosom belied the
polite calm of her greeting.

« You wished to speak to me, Mr. Moore?”
she asked, after a painful pnuse, durfug which
the artist's eyes were steeping themselves in
her beaunty,

She hid never seemed #o far from Graham as
now, in her long, shining, white dress, such as
hils wife conld never wear, The little band he
coveted to lock in his own for ever twinkled
with the pretty rings Mrs, Erroll Tuwd bestowed
on her spolled girl.  Yler bare, beautiful shoul-
ders, her graceful bosom, no longer seemed
made for love, and nestling baby hundg, as they
had seemed when he thonght of her, far off, in
his lonely hour.

And yet, his dark face all aglow with x fer-
vent light, his volee broken by a pascionnpte
tremor, Graham answered Kve's question by
clasplng her jewelled fingers in both his haauls,
and quietly claiming, demanding her for his
own,

And 1 think INve's first feellng was one of
terror, lest she should not be able to »ay him
nay; lest she should be as powerless to taw
her hand from his ag to deny that nll her best
life was gone into that strong elasp, even before
» axked Jor it that clasp, so tender, ro close,
L it did not need the lght kiss that preseutly
tounched her hand to tetl how firmly it might be
truasted in, how true {t was, and would be ul-
Ways.

She thought of all this in & moment, as well
as her thrilling veins would let her think ; then

she remembered, with a shudder, and drew her

trembling hand away.,
with pallid lips.

s Mr. Moore,” she panted out, brokenly, s I
wish I cauld have sparcd you this pain. [ can-
not. ruswer you ng you wish,”

s Your reason ?’ Graham demanded, sternly,

He was rude, cruel, she felt, forgetting that he
was stflering, ’

s« Have you any right to question me so?”
she asked, faintly, and without daring to rulse
her eyes to his,

s Right! Yes, Kve, poor as T am, a strupgling,
dlsappointed man-—yes! The right of loving
you so much that you must love me a little in
return!  Dare you tell mo that you do not?
Look in my fuce aud tetl me so, and { will go
away for ever!”

« You must not sprak of love to me now that
it §s too lute,” Eve answered, with n feeling ot
despalr at her heart. Yes, it Ix too Iate!
Sineo you ask for a renson, I will give you une.
I am engnged to Mr, Chorluke!”

s Eve, Is this true 7

4 It Is true, Mr, Maore.”

«And you will marry this poor fellow, whom

She sunk on n chalr,

RVE'S LAHT HOPF URSTROYHD,

you exnnnot love? God help you;
know whitt you are dolng??

« Mr. Moore, you shall not ray such things to
me ! I—1I like Mr. Chorluke very well!  How
dare you gpenk so to me "

s Like! Andis it Fve Winter who talks to
me of liking the mnan whose wife she has pro-
mised to be ¢ Eve, you are an inmnocent girel;
you eannot know whiait you are dolng! I ama
man s I do know, and § » i1 tell you; ane then
you will eall me to you wit! your pure, truc
volee, nnd hold out your stalu.ess hands to my
love, Eve!”?

His imploring voice thrilled Eve with an ex-
quisite pain.  She felt helpless, nonerved, inthe
presence of the strong man's passjon,

S Mr. Moore,” she whixpered, fadntly, and
hiding her face with her handg, 1 have given
my word. Have pity on me!"

< At have 1 not the truest pity on you, vy
child, when I would save you from the curse
that poes with the loveless, unhallowed mar-
riage?  Ob, think what it means—try and
think, my darling! You will be mine, even in
your husband’s arms!

you do net

and wounded, to my poor home ! Buu would it
be poor, Kve, If you came nnd blessed it? How
1 would work, with your dear fuce to cheer me!
At first, T could nnt give you these shining
dressey and jewels; but you know lhiow dlttle
yower sueh things bave to make you bhappy,
for alrendy you have worn them with anaching
heart! Obh, Fve! it §s not yet ton lute! Re-
stey—this great wrong you would do
" and that brave, kindly gentleman,

Tenrs
glunee,
and listened to his burtidng wonds with quiver.
ing lips, that mutely plemded for pardon from

brimmed in Kve's dark, agonlzed
White as her splendid dress, she staod

the man she loved and was forsaKking.
oIt is too te” at Iast she said
aLenve me, Graham, for heaven's sake

At the same moment, the rastle of i dres
was audible near the door.  Mres, Erroll was
coming.

He held out his arms,. . With @ loaw ory, KEve
uave herself to them for one dellrious instant,
and their lips met in the fivsg, Inst Kiss of love
they knew while they lived,

As Mrs, Frroll entored the room, Greaham |
Moore quitted it hy the witnlow that opened on
the lawn.  Ie had spoken his Inst words (o Fye
Winter, for varly in the following spring the
young Squire took his bride nbromd on their
woldding-tour, und it was more than a year be-
fore they returned to settle at The Beec

CHAPTER VI,

The young Indies of Monksholm almost for-
gave Ive Winter's provoking suecess, for the
snke of the eharming parties she puve as Mrs,
Chorlake,

The Beeches was such a pleasant house 1o go
to now that Fve bad instituted croquet, and
contrived to get together mare eliglble men
than had ever heen seen at one titne, within the
memory of the most experienced of the gratified
matrons. [P ]

Nothing was spoken of in the town but pretty
Myrx, Chorlake and her delightful schemes for
killing time.

Mr. Graham Moaore, working soberly at his
round of dnties, henrd all this with outwurd
composure. ITe wus never seen at The Bevehes,
He could not find tme to go Into saclety now, i
he suld, and I daresny he was not much missed, .
for he had grown even more cold and reserved
of late

The squive having madeseveral good-natured
attempts to Induce him to ebunge his mind,
guve it up s n hopeless case, telling Kve, confi-
dentlally, that Moore was not half the jolly fel-
low he used to be.

Hal had s strong a taste for burlesque as
ever, and was convinced that his besutiful wife
would shine in private theatriculs, or tubleaur |

Your heart will beat |
against its glittering bars, and fly back, brulsed |

Lenres

vivants, as shoe did in everything elsa; =0 Mrs.
Charlake, who seemed restlessly enger after
anything that promised a litthe excitement, en-
tered with her usuad pretty animntion Into her
husband’s plans; il for u thne, even croguet
was abandoned, whily s#yparts ® and bovks of
costuine refenaed supreme,

kye did not eare o wllow herself mueh thmne
for remembrance or painfal thoughts Just thens
st had a feverlsh conselousness that Lthe mecet-
ing which one other bhesides her dreaded, mnst
souner or later take place; but she tried to be
cnreliss—to forget,

Her bushand’s boyish ha ppiners, and undlmi-
nished ndoration, touched her with o vague re-
morse, though she was enreful to hide 1t from
him, Amlit was easy. Ial was very much
in love, aml not very obrervant : e did vat loolk
below his wife's pretty smile,

Aud, atter all, 2ive had the full price for
which ghe had sold herself—she had no eause
for ¢ mplalnt.

ITer life was a reypetition of
luxurious life st Len, wianting
heart that made 1t S0 sweet
hoaod,

The same ttle comenldy was being playel dny
by day, only now the seenerles and projerties
WEre I ore gorgeous and expensive,

Yet, after a time,
her long, indolent. "8 of cure and amusement,
in which there were no duties to he perforimed
—no little saeritices to he made, The tin
hung heavy on her idle, Jistless homds, For
hours she would sit ad the windows of her pretry
mornlng-room, loeking aeross the widegardens,
asnued over the tields to the Jdistant honses of the

the old cureless,
only the lighter
iIn hier maiden-

deased Mrs, Chorlake to think, now that
surfeited with rlel dressexr, and fewels,
atid flowers, that to be the wife of @ poor man,
who needed love and sympathy to hely him

. ¢ through his strupggle with life, was the happiest
flot, after all.

She alrew pletures, as Graham  Maoors hned
done Jong before, of n siyuple home, whe
ries were unknown—a home sanetified by afle
tion,  Bat having had no practiend experie
of poverty sinee her chitdhood, T am afrdd F
only saw the hright side of the pleture.
and anxieties  of that visfonary  Htthe
household were pnt out of slghit—unpaid bills

found no plaeo in the dream @ and miastoge idly

in a beeamiye morning-dress of white eambrice
nimd delieate laer, Mra, Chorlake saw herselt, In
fmney, ina platn stotl’ elress that never wore out,
mending stockings with unfalling  patienee,
while the vislonary husbuaul was out enrning
thelr bread and butter.  Somethmoes Five waould
try to run away from these thonght: plng
from Mr. Chorinke by little stratagems, and

lessly through the forn and tangled underwol,
and gettiag home late for lunchicon, to tind Ial
dizconsolntely gearching for her through the
house and grounds, and to get n temler seolding
for her pains,

And then more bewrutiful dresses were to be

put. on, and stately dinners to he sat out, wwnl
smiles to be assumed. and pretty talk made for
prosy neighboury, and gay songs sang for ¢
less ears; and, when it was all over, then d
had time to think her dangerous thoughts over
agnin, ns she lay, wakeful and restless,

 In the dond unhnppy night, when the rain was on
the roof.”

About two months nfter her return tao Monks-
hotin, Mrs. Chorlake met tGrahan Moore ngaln,
It was on the terraee, at The Beeches, onc
evening, where, in the tender April dusk, she
wits waiting for her hushand’s return, and mus-
Ing sicdly In thoe light of the rising moon, It
wns n still, breathless evening, Tho vaguoe
shlvering of the aspens on the tiwn, the sleepy
twittering of insects in the distant mendows,
were the only sounds that broke the silence,
Lot shadows from the stone vases on the tore

five bogan to tire alittle of

uxn-

‘The

taking long, lonely rambles in the beeeh-woud !
at the baek of the house, wandering about ajm- -

race Iny black and; motionless on the moontit
sward: the world seemed ab rest, lulled into
happy dreams,

What had o restiess, aehilng human heart to
da, throbbling with ity unreasoning pnin anid no-
gulsh tn the midst of so much perfeet peaee &
Could not the nigght bripg forgelfulness
¢ Bhe snw bl coming with her hashand along
i the old-fashioned  grrden. gaik, atlane  with
seroeuses, anl hued time to compose her taee snd
Peollect her thoughts et the  pentlemen

reached the spot where she was standine,
mm Moore showed no aeitation as he
took her hand in his for the st thine sineo shis
had given It Into another mnn's keeping; not
veven when le saw, atter the dimpled smile had
Uil eather wenelly from her tiee, that (U was
paler anid less raund than o olbd.

Perhaps it wius the moonlizht an her del-
whit e that madses her look so transparent,
f ol feail, but something In her ook went to his

et with a thefll of andefined puain,

3 wordds ipul
I'ves bronght him at
Inst ! Met It i town, sad, as we s quite
alone to-pkeht, wouldu't stid any nonsense
sthout fruelery,” s know,  Bat cone in one
pinemt of the cold s these April nlehits are con-
i fotdedly ehitly,*?

{ oM dear FE P Bl wite Innghed : o the™alre
Fis quite haliny, sl the dikes o the well-wnlk
i

]

spoken by My, )

re blowin, How heavy the wained is withi the
seont.. don't yim ve i, Mr. Moorp 2™
Totirahane skl o Yes,
; e wax looking at ks pate, bt
v, 1shngg in the reneh window, aned turn-
ingr back towieds him s sla panking
with the mooenteams in her coldea hate, and In
hoer vapourous white e like tlter yrhost of »
desdl love,  Anil then they went In,

Hal was In his element aftee dinner, nmildst
n chaoy of piny-hooks and porttolios of prints,
and popular xm with britlant 1ithe- ppgex, anl
did not notlee that his wine geomeit o Hite
{distreite, roply tng to Iis remarks slmost af rn-
dom.  Grabam felt. himsell Insensibly yiolding
to the Indeseribable eharm of léve's manner,
which had won the addel grnee of n deeper
womaniiness, e torgot his serapley, his cold-
ners, alinost his anhappiness, In the mere de-
light of hearlog her llguid volee  agnln—of
breathing oner more the samo anir with this
woman whom it was now a sin tolove,

OF conrse, he had much 10 hear of ber Ime-
pressfong af Haly and of Parts, where )
Mry, ¢horlalke Laul spent the wiater
it by il while he drew sketehy sug,
for the tebieaice vivrady, nnd chatted in her old
pretty way,  But why did her reminlsconcees of
the past yenr seem to imply that, nmongst all
its novel pleasures and exejtement, something
hiud been wanting—.awas wanting stjtl ¢

In the meantime, the Squire had brought an
armftul of novels and porms fromy the library,
to ald 1o thele scarch arter nvallnble subjects,
and Mr, Maoore was earrying out his suggestiony
with puper nnd peneil.

#Ah, how prette I Eve exelaimed
tizt's shoulder,
worle, aned wotnen must weep,’
Lonty realize that ! Laook, Halt?
"' M. Mo doelired, golng
o of Normnndy pen-

Wi

softly,
oo Men must
Oh, if we could

one with his ske

snk wemen, ino pleturesgue high eaps, and
veery shart pettieants 3 one girl looking ont of the

fire-ilt kitehen o distant hont and a stormy
sea, amd hushing o child on her breast the
while,
I tolly 1 Had deelared, emphatleally. o And
if 1t were not that the developmentof leg neees-
sitited by the ecostume s rather startling, old
Chaviey  Masslngherd Is just the girl for it—n
strapper, You know,  Adam Bmle,” hewentoon,
faoover the hooks eaphlly, ¢ I0 we had
¥ oaopretty fHletly, now—Arthur and Jletty in
alry, or Arthur and ety picking red eur-
rants, You rcrnember?  Whom do we know
that is pretty and dark vie?

s And youme, and Hitle, and round—rtor Hetty
must be all three,  I'moafraid, al, you will
have to give that lden up; unlese, indecd——-"

sl nless wihit, dear 2" -

< Yo have not seenmy e protéygée, Nanny
ety othink? She i the danghier of that
cury who sings sa loud In
have notieed her--ge dark 1tio

'

i fussy Little apothe
Yau

, chureh,
!

remember hort but If she's pretty,
1l see what wo ean makeof

ot ing the next dony, el lovked at tho
w3 of M, Mooy next denwing, which ra-
rrafrite In the guaint obd garden,
fistening to Faust’s whispers under the moon-
heans, nneonscions of the balefiel smile of his
friend  Mephistophiles in the sombre  back-
aronnd,

Al afterwards Fve sang to them, ns in the
uld happy s but Grabam notleod that tho
rongs she sang were all new., e hied not henrd
thoem before, ¢ Was the cholee neeidentnl??
he wontdered,

Before he tonk his leavae thal nlght, hie had
| pramised to eome agnin, Yes; he had promised,
with st thrill of zullty plensure, at tho thousht
thnt she had nsked him.

s I shall go and hunt up the Massingberds and
the Beresfords for a vrehearsal, to-morrow,” 1ial
siddy when their guest had Jeft them. & And
you, Evle, will see Miss Nanny, I suppose.”

Evoe answered ¢ Yes,”

Shae hud drawn aside the eartaln, and wny
looking out at the twinkling lights of the town
—at the way that Graham Moore had gone
throtich the April nizht,

CHAPTER VII.

X SMENT reigned [n thie house of the fussy
apotheenry the tllowing day, and a smell of
{ronlng, consequent on tho getting up of Miss
Nanny’s white muslin dress, pervaded all things,

Nanuny’s little heart was beating at the pros-
peet of spending & whole evening with heautiful
Mrs. Chorlake, who was always so kind, and




