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¢ Comfort ye! comfort ye !> 1t sounded hke
po mortal voice to me inmy wearmess, and 1
could almost imagine that ‘ some ﬂeraph strayed’
to fill one eartbly heart with heaven’s ewa music.
Regret for my wasted years, sorrow for my
lonely life, seemed to awake at the sovad of the
sweet childish voice.

‘Weceks pa:sed befcre my grey-haired old doc-
tor would allow me to go out of my bed-room.
At last, ope morning ia February, I was per-
mitied to go into a sort of cozy little souggery
op the same floor, assisted by Justice Morgan
on the ope side, 2and the doctor himself on the
other.

¢ Turk, do stavd still ! —itis only papa.” And
before the owner of the voice had time to move,
] saw the picture which long years have oot
effaced from the tablet of ny memory.

Kaueeling befcre a gigantic Newfoundland dog,
on the hearthrag, was a young girl ; ber occu-
pation consisted 1o weaving a collar of mmor-
telles round the Luge throat of her canine com-

panion, who in reture regarded her wiib eyes of |

the deepest afection. ~ Upon seeing me Lle
lady rose, scatteriog a shower of the Hawets
over the floor, and advanced towards us,

¢ 1 am so glad you are better,’ she s2id to me,
while a faint biush tinged her cheeks.

s This1s my child, Sir Archibald, my little
Mayflower,” said the justice, as he lovingly
stroked the beautiful head.

Golden-brown hair, soft grey eyes, low, square
forebead, and perfect mouth end chin, May
Morgan was beautiful indeed. There was a
child-like wivacity about her, an inexpressible
frestoess and punty, that constantly made me
turo to ber as one would to some rare and lovely
flower. We were soon great friends, and with
the justice and May for my audieace, I used to
remsit many a foreign land,acd go through maoy
a past scene in the sbort winter twilight.

1 bave not said much about Jestice Morgan,
and T have oot much tosay. What he might
bave heen in early years I kanow not, but
be was al! that a warm friend could be. 1
conld fancy that he could be severe and harsh
when crossed ; but that DMay never dud in acy
way.

¢ Now, Sir Archibald,” said May, one mormmng
soon after our wtroduction, coming wto the Little
sitting-room with a handful of hyacintks, * while
1 arrange these [ wish you to amuse me, Bu
first, do you koow that all the time you were Wli
in bed, you had inquiries rade after your health
every day 7

¢ 1 suppose it was Pat Doolan,’ I said.

¢ Just so,” she replied; and do you know I
koew all about your worship before [ saw you ?’

¢ There is not much to know, Miss Morgan,’
seid I, smiling. ¢ Dat 1s Leish, you know.’

¢ And therefore warm-hearted,” she replied.
You are a great favorite at the ¢ Blve boar)
and Pat qute made me like you long before I
made your acquaintance. Did he tell you that
he used to be servant of papa’s?

¢ Yes, and [ think 1t was some feeling cf curi-
osity which led to my accident, lor I was in-
specting Mamowen when the ¢ Marquis’
down,’

May came and stood by the side of my sofa
while a sad expression shadowed her face.

s Then be told you of Lena ?’ she said.

* Yes, was my reply.

Wil you help me, Sir Archibald 2" she asked.
¢T am gotag, for the first tune in my lite, to dus-
obey papn ; and stead of waiting for Harold
to come back I will get you to help me.’

¢ Miss Morgan,’ I suud, ¢ you are gowng to be
disobedient, and T am to helpat it! I am shock-
ed at such principles)’ _

‘Now,do not laugh at me ; listen instead,’ she
said ; and ber bright face was brought level with
mine as the child—she was a child to me—koelt
down to talk, claspiog her arms round Turk’s
seck, ‘1 am going to disobey papa. "Lena
must come back. ¢ Look bere,’ she said, un-
folding a pewspeper and pointiog to 2 passage.

went

‘ Oa board H. M transport, Anadne, hameward
bound from Tadia, Major Laurence, of ¥. M.
10th Hussars.’ I have written to Lena, and
asked ber to come—my dear, dear sister. Her
bome must be here now. Oaly what will papa
say ¥

May Morgan hud the newspaper, and the jus-
tice never sawat, A few days after she came
to me, ber face flushed and excited.

¢ Sir Archibald,’ she said, ¢ I have seen Lena,
She is at the ¢ Blue Boar,” and she hasa httle
girl, the only one that lived, three years old.—
Pat says it’s Lenn herself again. Poor Leoa,
she is quite broken-hearted? Now, Sir Archi
bald, you must help me is my scheme. 1 want
you to do what my courage even fails to think of.
Papa bas never been angry with me, and I could
not bear to see him sngry now. What I want

you to do is to allow Lena's child to be with you
to-night, here, when papa comes to =it wilb
you.?

*ITwill do anythiog I can for you) T sid,
pressing one of the small Lends which were busy
clasping and unclasping themselves in exireme
¢ Let the Jittle one come here—1
T do not think he

nervousness,
am oot afraid of the justice.
will be very angry.
That I said, more to resssure ber than be=
cause ¥ thought so, for my rzal opinion was that
Justice Morgan would never forpive me. DBut
what could I do, with those sad grey eves fixed
upon my mipe 7 I koesw then that 1loved May
Morgan with the whole passion of my hfe; and,
had she asked it,1 wou'! have braved the dis-
pleasure of thousands.
Dy alter day I had listened more and niore
intently for the sound of a fairy footstep or the
echo of a sllvery laugh. Whes I was a boy, [
had loved Maud Murel, but 1t was with the
strength of a boy’s beart ; now, at zsix and thirty,
or very nearly that age, I loved with all the
depth of a passionate rature a child of seventeen
—for she was but as a child to me. T knew all
the fally, all the madness of it ; but T was pow
erless as a reed swayed by a mighty tempest, 1
koew all its hopelessness also, for I saw that
May bad no feeling or thought for me deeper
than what she might feel for a brother, Oh, May,
but once to see your eyes droop beneath mine—
once, ¢id I say—DBahi  Sue mustlove ma ®pot
at all, or all 1o all.?
There is only ¢ne thmg for me to do, get
we!ll as fast as [ can and start for Castle Roy-
don. Tt was the only advice I could give my-
gelf.
The evening was closing when the door of my
aitting-room opened, and the justice came 1 ;
he was earlier than usual, and tie cluld had not
come. I was wondering how the meeting would
be managed, and thought it best to leave it all to
chance, when Tark bovnded 1n,throwing the door
wide open, followed by a wee toddling thing
shouting with childish glee. ¢ Turk, wait for
baby /—wait fer ba 'y, Turk P

When the justice saw the chuld he tursed
ashy white, and covered his face with bis hands ;
and she, after standing irresolute for a second,
went and laid her httle cheek upon ks knee,
saying, * Don’t ki: Turk won’t eat yon. Kies
baby ! and the little rosy mouth was held uvp
very persuasively.  The old man caught the
elld up 10 bis arms, whispering o a brokes
vewce, ¢ My Lena! my Leoa ! and carried ber
out.of the room.

We saw bim no more that evening. “Lawards
pipht we heard the child’s chatter on her way to
bed. ¢ Dut her wto the hittle room next to mine,’

be taken to bed.
So it was: the pult which had exsted for

years was bridged by a little cluld.
¢ Sir Archibald, I am so thankiul papa has

 gone to Pat Doolan’s to fetch Lena.’

It was getting late when May came to me,
and she sat down on a stool by the sofa asske
spoke.

¢ When are you going to say ¢ Archie’/ r1
asked. ¢ You do not know how much prettier
it is than ¢ Sir Archibald.’’

¢ Oh, T could not,’ she laughed.: '=.I( does not
seem right for me (o call you that, You are so

was the order, when the ¢ld roan rang for Ler (0!

much olcer thaa T am, 1 feel quite @ respect for
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you. Now, I bave some more news for you.
Harold is coming 10 a few days, and you will he
well enouzh then to go out a httle ; if you can-
sot walk far, I will drive you myself.’

¢ Who is Harold | asked.

* My companion,’ she replied ; ¢ the only com-
pamien I bave ever had—Marold Maurice— I
suppose he will be Sir Harold some day. You
see we were children together — the Maurice
estate joins Mainowen — and as Harold bad no
playmates, vor bad I, we were very much toge
ther. He bas been abroad with a tutor for a
long while, and 1s now coming home. I am so
glad !’ she added, looking so bright and radiant
through the clear gray eyes I so loved into my
face, as she spoke.

Then that was to be the end of it all; she
wou!d probably marry this young Maurice ; and

I ab, well, T must make baste and turn my
face hemewarde My wisit to Ireland was sadly
fated.

That night Justice Morgan brought back bis
daughbter; and when 1 saw bim agamn ten years
seemed 1o bave been lified off bis shoulders.

¢ Archie,? ke said, for he was fond of me, and
always called we ¢ Archie’ now, ¢ 1 have been
very foolish, very wicked ; 1 cannnt chiange the
past, but I will guard tbe future fav them.’

And so be did,
Morgan fancied that he could uever be sufh-
ciently loviey to his daughter—as if there were
lonz yesrs ¢f absecce and sorrow to be atoned
tor—and as if he filt thav the vocertan future
was all too short to redeem the sad and dismal
past.

A few bright days fell to my lot, and then 2o
interruption.
life, sunshige and shade are so closely allied, that
the presence of the ocoe 1s but as the dawning of
the otber. Tne days that followed were so full
of Lappmess that I mght have guessed they
could mot Iast, They were passed by Mre,
Laurence, Bay, little Kathleen, snd myself, the
best part of the time out ef doors; for 1 had
been +o0 long an uawilling prisoner in the Louse
that 1 ceewed not to be zble to breatbe enough
of the fresh, pure air. I bad quie recovered
wy accident, but a feeling of weakness frequently
made me feel weary, The long rides or drives
e ook soon made me my ¢ ould self entirely,
as Pat ceed to tell me. YTerhaps that was true
ina physical seate; morallg, T kpew that |
conld never feel the same again.

The sunshine copsisted o heing constantly
with May, following her about, histeninp to ter
merry laugh, which bad more music 10 it to me
than any sound 1w life, When tbe twilight deep-
cned we would go to the organ-room,and Mary’s
voice would awake thoughts and feelings of a
better world and a truer ife, Perbaps it was
the wfluence of the Yeiter pature which gave
me courage to Bt we must £ot antici-
pate.

The shade came soon. A few days after-
wards I was smoking on the terrace, and play-
ing a game of romps with hitle Katbleea and
‘Turk, when a tall, bandsome, young fellow of
three and twenty rode up.  In an instant May
came flying through the low French window of
the drawing-room, her tace sparkling with plea-
surable emotion, and both her small bands out-
stretched.

¢ Hollo, May,’ exclaimed (be stranger, spring-
ing to the ground and fastening his horse, and
then running lightly vp the steps. ¢ Well, pow
say you are glad to see me,’ be continued, clasp-
g ber little bao?s in both ot s, ¢ Wty, May,
May, bow pre!ty you have growa P’

¢ And, Harold, you bave grown foohsh. OF
course I am glad to see you. Lt me introduce
you to Sir Archibald.

The conversation was general, Harold and I
talked about foreign countries, and May joiced
now and then ; but I could not belp noticing that
though his words were addressed to me, Harold’s
eyes were frequently fized upen Mauy’s face mith
an expression of admiration, for which I could
bave knocked him down.

The justice welcomed the young man warmly,
the horse was sent round to the stables, and my
sunshine at Manowen was clouded over.

Tt was as thrugh Justice

It seems to me that throughout

Harold Maunce was always coming

last his commng was looked far as certain and
daily event.
One day the justice came and laid bis band

crocus—yeds,

make a match. Maurice came to me this morn

that if he won her consent be might make sure
of mine. I think she is tond of lim.’

¢ 1 think she is,’ I answered, in a dreamy sort
of way, looking over the two young heads m the
garden below into the cold gray sky ; *and now,
justice, T want to speak to youas I could wish
for all your kindness to me.’

¢ Noosense, boy! do not speak of it.

¢But I must speak of it, for I must leave
Mamowen, and I do oot want to do so without
telling you how grateful I

¢ Boy, boy, bush! what a deal of porsense
sou can talk.  And why do youspeak of leavi g
us? T thik as we bad all the treuble of nursimg
you, jou might honor us with your comjpany cow
you wre well.’

¢ But Castle Roydon wants me, sir,  ladeed,
T expeet T shall lave plenty to occupy my time
now to prepare my hisuse for your summer visit.
Kathilvea has given me many orders,” I sapl as
I Lifted up the
open the door, ¢ the wants to koosw if she may
bring the pomes and Tuork, and DPat, and the
Intten

¢ No, all the tittens,” interrupted the liltle onc.

¢ Iut, pet, who would take care of them?
atked the justice, lzughing,

¢ Arciue,’ she replied, throwing her little arms
round my oeck and biding ber lavghing face upon
my shoulder. The justice laughed.

¢ Lena,” smid be, as Mrs, Laurence eotered
the room, ¢ you will have to wateh the wee one,
she 15 already tryiog her mfantice pawers uprn
Archie. Waat will she be when she grows up 7*

* An old woman,” replied the Sunbeam, peep—
ing at her prandpapa.

[ had given her the pet name of Supbeam at
the first, and the rest of the houseliold had taken
it up until it had become pretty general,

My last evenmng at DNainowen had nrnved,
and T was not sorry for it.  May bad seemed to
avoid me lately.  Sie refused to tske some of
our old griet walls unless Mrs, Liaurence or the
juztice would join us, and in every otiier possible
way I bad seen she wished to avord being alone
with me, 1 was thinking that in twenty—four
hours 1 sbould be far away, when the justice came
io.

$ It 15 the strangest thiog P’ he said. ¢1 al-
ways thought that May loved young Maurice.

¢ And does she not 7 T asked, with a strange
feeling of expectation beating at my heart.

¢ No; at least, <he has rejected bim, and that
looks hke it. But I cannot help thinking that
sbe must like him; perhaps, after all, 1t is ber
caprice, though May has never shown 1t before.
Archie, I wish you would speak to her.

‘I, sir! Whot could Isay or do 2 Surely, it
ts yourself or Mrs, Laurence whom she would
attead to most—not me.’

¢ Ishal} never influence her one way or an-
other,” said the justice, ¢She must trust to Ler
own judgment. But I sbould ike you to lay
before her all tne advantages she is throwing
away. She ts so mueh a child, she can hardly
know her owe feelings yet. Wil you do 1t,
Archie? 1 kaow she will care for what you say.’

‘1t you wish me, T will,> I replied, in a weary
voice 3 and I turned away to ficd her.

I bad been reading Teanyson’s ¢ Idylls,” and
the book was in my band when I joined May
Morgan in the comservatory. There she stood
amoagst the flowers, hike Ruth amongst the
golden sheaves. The dying hght hingered over
her shapely bead as she stood looking out of
the glass coor down the garden. T went and
stood by ber side, and for a sbort time neither
of us spoke.

¢ Sir Arclibald, you are very quiet,’ she said,

sunbeam which had just pushed

Some=~
times it was some new music, a rare ﬂower, or a | lection that it is perbaps the last time I nball
book of poems, which brought him over, uatil at ﬁtund here for years.’

upon my shoulder, as I was standing at the win—~ { certan young geatleman.
dow walching Harold aud Mlay amongst the | your answer to bim again, May

ing and a:ked me for my child, and I told him |

!

~ No. 47.

§ The we:oht of a commlsslon, and the recol-

< hope pot,’ she said, speaking quickly and
earnestly. * And the commission

¢ It is to make an appeal to you on behal of a
Wil you consider

¢ No—Sir Archibald, I knew what I wua

¢ Archie,” he said, those two are gomg to |domg.’

‘ You liked, but did not love bim, May ? r

¢ Yes,’

¢ Da you kanow that the justice would hke you
to marry him 7’

¢ Yen.

* Do you know tiat you are throwiny away a
very good chance of happiness, May ?’

‘ Yes.”

“And you think that you will never be sorry
for itV

¢ No, never.

I stood all the while watching the hght play~
g amongst the waves of rich brown barr ; ler
eyea never once looked up, while ber small
white bands were nervously emplojed in picking
a rose to pieces.

Sowmetling @ that picture struck me, while
the beaving of my heart was so loud, I thought
she zust hear it,

¢ May,’ T =aid, clasping her bands in mme is 2
"racp s0 tight that the Hower was crusked,

¢ May, my darling, if 1 ask you to be my wife,
will you give me the same answer 2’

A long pause—ler head, with its crowaing
mass of golden brown, was'bent losver and lower 3
the answer came very softly~—so softly, that §
tlik no ear save my own could bave caught uf.

¢ No, Arclie !

T clasped bher graceful form to me n a wild,
mad embrace. [o that vne minute of speechless
delight 1t ceermed as though all the darkzicss
my Lfe had faded 1nto the brightest, purest bap-
maess given to humanity, Such bappness comes
but once (sometimes never) in a liletime. It
was floodiog mine now with more than earthly
sunshige.

* May, I said, presently, as we sat down to
talk- calmly over events, ¢ ¢o you think with me ?
Are you sure about your love for me, darling 7’

I'looked down into her clear gray eyes, and
saw my answer there; but a verbal one came.

¢ Archie, I think T st have loved you be-
fore T saw you, for I seemed to know so much
about you from DPat and Mary Doolan. ©f,
how could you imagine T loved Tlarold when T,
could love you 7’ she smd ; aod T was satisled.

The daylight faded, and the moon rose, an{
looked down through the glass upon us as we sat
in our unspeakable bappiness,

*I suppose you twe are discussing all the af
fairs of the nation as well as your own,’ the | jus
tice asked, as he opened the door, and came in.

* No, sir, we have not got beyond our own,” I
rephed. ¢ Justice Morgan, we think that May
will require an older busband than Harold May-

rice ; will you give hec to me instead? 1 will
take all care of ber.’
¢ Will I give her to you, Arclie? Ay, that

[ will. 1 have not felt so pleased and happy
since my birth.’,

The kind old man took May’s hand rnd
clasped it 1 mice, and I accepted it as the gift
of God.

Did tbe justice th'ok, as bis eyes filled with
tears, as he turned away from us, of that other
hie which be might have blessed as he did mipe 2
Perhaps so. Who could kaow all his regret
and sorrow for o long past ?

The delight of Pat Doolan was beyond nll
bounds whea be heard that 1 was to he married
to his favorite Miss May.

* Bedad thea, your worslup,’ sard be, ¢ it's just
tke best wife in the wozld you’re getting, barring
my own. Aund it’s yourself that I would-rather
see ber married to than anybody, for it’s yourself
that’s the real gentleman.

Pat was further convinced of my belug a
real gentleman’ some time afterwards when I
offered to employ him on my estate giving m

"| and his wife Mary one of the pretly lodgea at

Castle Roydon to hive ic.

From that day, upon some pretext or other,

at last. ¢ What makes you so ?

‘It was just about this_time that an unusval



