_ OANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

strodeon. .- . e S

Frank’ met him and exclaimed - laughingly,
** Well, Gerald, your mad half-hour has certainly
come now. Poor boy, 1 didn't think love was
such a serious complaint.” I

Then: first he noiiced his brother’s altered
manner, and. a fear of same coming evil, he
knew not what, camne over him,

Gerald went straight down the path to where
the horxe stood ; and Frank, suddenly withdraw-
ing his hands from' their accustomed place, his
pockets, went after him. The fear had taken
shape at last,

“* Gorald 1"’ hecried, *“ what isit 7 Where are
you going ! - Tell me, what is the matter 1

An angry answer rose to Gerald's lips, but he
gulped it down, and with an effort forced him-
self to answer quiatly, if coldly,

“* Frank Edwarda—did | call you * brother,' [
should give you a sacred nume of love, and that
you have disgraced—yon ask me where 1 am
going ; | answer, away from here—where, 1 do
not know, 1 donot eare.  Whyt Because I did
not know that, when | believed | had found
huppiness here, T was standing in the way of
yours. 1 am awskened now ; and though you
break my pesce, | am glad that you, at least,
gain your own, 1 go becaase the promiss of my
bovhoeodis in my mind now. 1 Keep that pro-
mise ; 1 yield to you; I leave this place for
ever.  Be happy in your new love, Lut uet in
my sight. T say good-bye for the sake of aulid
lang syne !

He gpoke quictly, but he spoke guickly ; and
before Frank had recoverad from his surprise
sufticient to reply, Gernld was on his horse.  As
lie took the reins, Frank started forward to seize
the horse's iend, but Gerald drew his whipacross
the animal’s back ; it bounded forward, and
Frunk's ery, * Gerald, come bask 1" went after
him upon the brecze.  He wae pone,

Thews are the memoriex of the past that come
over him now in his solitude and weariness of
spirit, the memories of his English Christmas
nme, which was a Christmuas indeed. The face
of the fuir béing he has loved, whom he still
loves ho feels, with all the strength of his goul,
seetus o look upon him from every bush that
grows about hix int.  Her voice seems fo call
to bim andery,  Forgive I Home and friends
seetn to pass before him and aay, ¢ Coe back 1™
and Christmas is no Clristas to him there,

In the bitterness of his thoughts he cries
alowd, “1 havelost her, England, home, friends,
brother ! No, wot hun ; unworthy thought-~
still more unworthy name

His words come back to him in the dreadful
stillness of that place, and seem liks vaices mock-
ing his great wisery,  He eries aloud in hiy sor.
row and fitngs himsell upon his coueh of skins.
There be fights his battle alone, there the happi-
ness of the past comes duncing before his eyes.
Sleeping or waking, bis fight govs on.  Forget
ke never can, but be nust forgive his brother—
and-~-and her.

id

,‘An>s':w;e>xr"i'f:' ‘iw, could, to his sorrow, and he

» . * .

1n England again, when the autumn is draw-
“ingto a close, and dead leaves falling tell the
fading vear,

futoe a cosy sitting roow of Rutland Hall the
ays of the October sun are falling redly bright.
They rest unshadowed upon the form of a fair
young girl halflying, half sittiug upon s couch
near  the deep emtvrnsurml window, throngh
which she gazes upon the brightness before her.
ler face, so aad, so thin and white, is very pain-
ful to see, and the great sad cves, unnaturally
brilliant, tell o plainly a painful tale.  The
thiu white hands moave nervously, and as if seek-
ing some object which they never reach, as if
holding out a welcome to one who does wot
come.

Ida Rutland, for it is she, is changed fndeed.
We anw her last that day of broken hopes, of
pwace destroyed, of forsworn faith, and \»roken
plighted troth.  On the terrible night when the
news of his desertion had come to her, her life
had died, * Proud for self, she hal gone about
kiding the wound open in her heart: but she
had pined then, as she is pining now. She had
resisted long, but had to yield at last to the
fever which was burning up her young life,
What bad-she to live for? she asked herself,
Nothing. - But kind fricnds who penstrated her
secret griel preached the proverh, ““While there's
life there's hope,” and told her he would come
back. No, she gaid; there was no hope, He
believed her guilty, and for her the lamp of love
was sut.. :

And there she sits now, in the fading red
sunlight, the glaro subdued by the closing year ;
and looks out upon the still green life of earth,
upon the fresh green lawn Dbefore the window @
and watches the dead leaves falling.  Yet who
shall say what sho sees?  All that passes before
Ler eyes may be as nothing to her.  Nor iy it.

Thoughts, heart, and mind are far away, and
the bright  death-telling  eyes are fixed on
vacancy. , ‘

‘Beside the couch stands a small table, and
upon it are- two articles. .- One a picture drawn
“in water colors ; thie othern handkerchief, white
and torn ‘at ono corner.  Sometimes these two
ohjects seem to bear a great interest to the fair
fragile girl, and she will turn her head from- the
window and scom to gaze at them,  She moves
her hand towards tho - handkerchief and passes
" ber haud over it, as though it were something
with life,’and with n naturo to be caresred. She
doey it dreamily, unconsciously, and touches’ it
always at the same ragged edge. . 7
"~ What irthe story of that ront? - Tx it that she
feels how. frail and'slender are the threads which

an anajogy to-her own life, now, like those
threads rudely torn t el

And the pictura 1" Daoes that - bear a history,
thatit is'always before her 7 - Like the handker:
chief, it -is her constant companion. But she
never looks upon it. It is there; and she will
not have it moved, but its face is covered. It
liew within her reach, yet she naver touches it.
What is the secret there 1 ‘

Only one thing now serves to rouse the un-
happy lda from the dreamy languor into which
she has fullen, and ju which her life is passing
fquietly away. The sight of her father will call
up a smile to her face, but it is faint and quickly
gone,

And the squire 1 The once jolly hale squire,
how is het Changed, sadly changed. No more
is he scen making his way across the fields to
the poor Inborer’s cottage home, to cheer or help
the sick man.  Even the smile with which he
seeks to greet his daughter comes forced and
puinfully. The great blow has reached him
through her, and as day by day he sees her pine
before him, and fade, avd droop, a curse rises to
his lips, good old man at heart though he is,
against the man who hias destroyed the life of
the one being he had left to love, and to love
him. Onee only had that name been mentioned
between them, and then she kissed him to stifle
the harsh words whicli rose upon his tongue, aud
stopped them with the mild entreaty,

“*No; 1 love him still.”

Now, from the further ¢nd of the room, he
o ey towards her.  She does not hear him, and
she does not look up.  In the shadows of the
roown she sees a viston of the man sheloves. Her
hand goes out with the same nervous movement
as if to welcome him, but meets ouly the hand.
kerchiefl ; and, as before, her fingers trace their
way along it to its ragged edge.  Aud now her
face is turned from the window and follows the
movements of ber hand.  Now for the tirst time
throughout the day the vacant eyes seem to
brighten, the dreamy look passes off, and she
sees the object she s touching,  She grasps it
nuickly, a5 it with some saddun feeling; then
draps it, as if the memory of tiut firling ymined
her.  1ts fall to the ground releasing withia flut-
ter the ragged parts, and the picces lie before
her, parted and alone,
“Like my love,”

love."

‘“ No, ldy darling, nat like me ; and am [ not
vour Jove 17

She looks up and sees her father, who, bend.-
ing over her, kisses her very gently and very,
very lingeringly. Then he seats hiwmselfl beside
her, and asks ngain,

““Am I not your love, Idat”

Y, now,” she answers fuiutly,

Jut she turns away her head, and ouce more
that hamwdkerchief, with the ragged pieces, Iviug
parted on the floor, meets her eve; and when
she turns to her father again, a tear, hot and
glistening, falls ppon his hand, and tells another
tale.

They had come at last—the tears, which hal
50 long refused to relieve her, flow now, aund,
held in her futher’s arms, she weeps from her
weary broken heart.

The birds chirped their evensong upen the
window-ledge before her ; the dead leaves still
fell 1 the sun ran its course and sauk to rest in
the guict western heaven,  Aund so the day
slowly died, sud with it the pure bright life died
tow.

she murmurs ; ¢ like wmy

- . - - .

On a bright day in May,—May again, when
Nature seemed bursting in ber fulness, and the
land looked very beantifal; when strong men
were playing, in the great heat of the day, the
wonderfully heating gawme of ericket, as if, not-
withstanding  the almost meridian sun, the
bload was celd in their veins 3 while they raced
in mid chase after a ball sent hither aud thither
across a six-nere field ; while some made frantie
efforts to knock down two little bits of stick
stuck across three other sticks planted in the
ground, and others exerted themselves as {ranti-
cally to aveid such a consummation ; while one
and all panted and putfed, Lowled and batted, in
the exuberanee of that strength known only to
youth,—a train started on itslong journey across
country to the old country town of a midland
shire, benring to his home a man *“come back
to die.””

Come back to die? He, with his tall form,
broad chest, aud bronzed face? He, with the
years still young upon his head 2 Yet Nature,
which, disown her as we may for years, at last
compels us to yicld to her demands— Nuture hat
cried out * Home !"" and he had yielded. Better
to die there than with strangers, unknown, per-
haps unburiad,

And yet, when spring has clothed the land
aguin iuall her newest beauty, it scarcely seems
the time to die. Tt bresthes of health and
strength to be renewed to the sinking body,
brightness and  huppiness to the  yonthful
pleasure-seckers, peace and great gladness to the
restless troubled spirit; to all, the sweetness of
lifs, making it so hard to leave. Yet I would
rather die in the spring-time, and draw my Jast
breath of pure untaiuted air,” to lie at last be-
neath some young fresh-budding tree, than
leave the carth in her term of darkness and
chilly wintering- ,

Some such freling must hive -been felt by the
king, stern ruler though he had been, who conld
not die within palace-walls or. in'cloistered ab-
boy, whose soul demanded that his ‘eyes sheuld
look. upon Nature in her beauty, for it could not
“ gut of door or window.” S e

‘bolda its parts together t  Doca she find there

wards, for it was he, looked once more.upon
well-remembered scenes. ~ As a chaisé bore him
from the station, and he turned his face towards
the village home he had left'in such great. bit-
terness of “heart, who shall gay what feelings,
whut emotiong, passed through his breast ¥ Was
the old anger dead ¥ Was the hope of life quite
gone ? )

A common man, in the rough cord suit of a
railway porter, who, in aympathy for the weak-
ness of the traveller, had helped him into the
chaise, and settled the rug about his legs, and
who, for his attention, had received an unex-
pectedly handsome fee, wished him a hearty
*“ good.night, and thank’ce koindly, sar,”

It woke the traveller from his strange half-
absent feeling, and he responded involuntarily
and almost -as heartily as the man's ** good-
night.” The contrast betweech the two men
was 80 strange, Oue face broad, coarse, and red
with exertion, the other sad and thin from quiet
consuming illness. The one with a frank good-
hawmored smile, the other with a look of - sorrow
and the Jines of pain, It was a great contrast,
but each was real, true, and faithful. If “poor
and eontent is rich,” then that common man in
the railway livery was rich indeed.

The chaise rattled on through the deepening

gray of evening, and the traveller passed through
ald and well-remembered spots towards his home.
Memory was hard at work, and his thoughts
were busy and confused.  1id recollections of old
and lappy days come crowding in upon him
like ““troops of friends” to welcome his return ?
Welcome? From whowa ! From-—not—from
her—she  was dead, he kuew—but from his
brother.
As he neared the village of his home he asked
himself, in doubt and irresolution, why had he
returned ¢ And he answered himself, that time
had thrown a doubt upon words which, when he
had heard them uttered, seemed to bear but one
meaning. Now he had asked himself if he had
not with jealous soul hastily placed upon them
% constriuclion they were not meant to bear.
Was his the error? Better far to solve the
question—to forgive, and, if need be, to be for-
given.

So he had returned to see the old “place, to
hear once more the voices that had laughed with
his in childhood, and dyiug, to lie near her who
even yet, he found, filled the one place in his
thoughts and in his heart, and the 1tress of
whaose bright golden hair lay upon his breast still
beating for love of her.

And now, when the chaise has reached his vil-
lage howme, he fears the coming meeting at the
farm, and dares not think it may be happy
there.  He leaves the chaise st the corner of a
lane that leads awuy up to the quist old village
churcli, aud bids the driver goslowly on.  For-
getting for the moment where it woulid lead him
—only wishing for the respite of a few minutes
and the quiet of the evening—ae walks on until
he stauds under the grand old trees by the dear
old chureh, aud finds aroand him white tomb.
stones, heading quiet graves dotuing the green
churchyard. Beneath him lies the village, and
he can mark every turn of the white roadway,
tracing it along nearly to the farm. That, too,
he conld see, he thinks, if he crossed to the
other eorner of the churchyard.  Would it have
its old red glow of firelight in the kitchen, blaz-
ing through the windows winter or stunmer !

Acting on the impulse of his thoughts he
crosses the charchyard towards the other sidy,
trembling, not from the ghostiy dimness of the
place, but from very eageruess.  le was weak,
He knew, and the excitement he thought would
pass off.  But before he could reach the point he
had proposed  to himself, before he could view
the farm, the home to which he was returning
now, he stopped as though struck.

There, there before him stood the box-like
stone which marked the entranee to the Rutland
vanlt. Itecame upon him so suldenly, and yet
he knew it so well, but had not theught, that he
staggered as though he had reecived a heavy
blow. The memory and the presence of the
dead eame before him then, and he stood spell-
bouud, transfixed by the terrible charm of death’s
monument. .

The trees waved in light leafy canopy over the
sacred place, and all around the light and quiet
air seemed to be.  To him it scemed that the
statue-angels guarding the corners of the vault
were indeed angels, and shed around thatr grave
~her grave, he thonght—their holy light, Only
when the leaves rustled, at last the spell upon
him seemed loosened, and then he staggered for-
ward.

¢ [da, 1da ! he cried aloud, “why did 1 ever
leave yout"

s Qerald,. Gerald | whaose fault was that " a
voice said close to him.

Raising his head, separated only from him by
the stoue, he saw his brother.

And so they met.  There was no anger, only
anguish, in Geralil’s mind.

¢ Take wme away, Frank," he said.
too much for me now.
die.” .

“¢ No, not to die, Gerald.
soon, and she—"" )

 Hush, hush, for pity's sake ! Take me away
from here.  Take me home—your home, if you
will,” Gerald said. : :

My home ? Both our homes—the cld home,
Gerald™ . .

¢ Hark 1" said Gerald, as they turned to the
gate. S Hark ! R R :

‘Below them the sound of voices, coming up the
village street, came borne upon. the air—voices
of strong hearty men, happy light-hearted meun.

This is
1 have come back to

You will be better

" When, towards the closing of- that Mui"-dz}y,
the train reached its journey’s end, Gum d Ed=

below them, rang out upon the evening. air,
surged ap to the two men, so_peinfully parted,
so strangely united again, and sent a:thrill to:
the hearts. of each ; ¢ Auld Lang Syne” .-
Frank felt that the words forged' stronger the
link in the chain of reunion. ' Gerald felt that it
recalled his last -words. to his brother at their
parting. : o

¢ For Auld Lang Syne 1” Again the chorus
came up upon the air, and Gerald reached out .
his hand and cried, o

*“Frank, Frank, forgive me!’ o
Frank led him away down a quieter way than
thaa that of the village road, and on towards the
old home ; but before they reached it the tale of |
wrong was told, and Gerald sought no explana-
tion. )

Frank heard him out with wonder, scarcely
knowing how to undeceive his brother, and
fearing by a sudden shock to add to the chances
of his ililness. He Jed him on, not speaking
muach, but trying gradually and gently to bring
before him the events of the past twelvemonths,
And Gerald walked on quietly, unconsciounsly,
uwtil he found himself standing almost at the
entrance of Rutland Hall.

He started then ; for there, upon the low bal-
cony which ran in front of'the house, he saw,
outlined by the soft light from within the room,
a fair form he had known too well. Was it real,
or only a dream ?  Was it life, or a spirit of the
past ?

It moved—the form upon the oalcony stretch-
ed forth a hand to welcome him—it lived.

Jut two words passed between them :

“Idat”

“Gerald 1"’ .

And hers came with a gasp, for the next mo-
ment he held her in his arms.

Perhaps it is as well here to follow the custom
in such cases, and apologize for not being able
to give the conversation which followed—if con-
versation the disjointed utterances could be
called. Saffice it that to neither was the sudden
surprise fatal.

We all know who has said that there is noth-
ing new under the sun ; and taking it as truth,
what is the good of repeating stale things ? If
not true, wait, reader, till the time comes, if it
has not come to you alrealy, when the deepest,
truest, holiest emation of life glows in your
heart. At such timnes then there s something
“new” for * poor humanity '’ under the sun;
and I would not for the world anticipate it for
you.

T 41 thought you were dead,” said Gerald at
length, when, having taken her into the room,
they were seated together.

“Dead ! she repeated. ¢ No, papa—''

He did not let her finish ; but she gave him to
understand that his was only a dream in that
Australian cabin, and she blessed the dream
which had seut him back to her, ta forgive him
and once more to call him hers.

1t was only after some hours had elapsed that
Frank-—discreet man—reappeared. He came
then, and to the two listeners told the tale of
the error. Ida too produced a picture, and 2
handkerchief marked with blood and torn at one
corner:

The handkerchief Gerald recognized as ome
that she had bound round his head that evening
he had rescued her father and injured himself.

The picture was of a man rescuing another
from a mill-stream. In it Gerald recognized two
portraits, and he pressed the original of one to
his heart.

To secure that picture, having taken Frank
into hercontidence, 1da had perilled her life's
happiness, though unknowiugly, To that the
conversation on the river had reference. 1f, upon
the reader’s mind, there appears little ground for
jealousy in the words spoken, let him remewmbsr
this: In man’s quick nature the greater impulse
is honor. Gerald's was a mind pobly endowed,
his nature stroug, and he offered, as a sacrifice
upon the altar of his brotherly love, the highest
atlections of his sounl.

The explanation bore to each a lesson in love,
in courage, and in life ; and though seas were
set betwixt them, their hearts were not divided,
but owned *‘ Love's Loyalty.”

HUMOROUS.

Tur best reason yet advanced for having
Monday washing day, the next day after Sanday, is
beeause cloanliness 1s next to godliness,

Ix Ruassia, * Hello' is reudered *° Tzijakan-
itk rjanjanzski.” hence the telephoue can never be
introduced into that country.

A CARELESS boy swallowed a revolver care
tridge the other day, and his mother doesu’t dare to
**wallop’™ him for fear he'll go off.

Laptes are like watches —pretty enough to
ook at: sweet fuces and delicate hands, but some-
what ditficult to * regulate” after they are set a-
going.

Bewarg !—He whoe courtsand goes away may
live {o court another day, but he who weds and eourts
girls still, may got in conrt against his will,

“TPTuere!” triumphantly exclaimed a Dead-
wood_editor, ag a_bullet eame through the window
and shattered the inkstand, “T knew that new ‘ per-
sonal’ column would be a success,

A May named Dunlop requested Theodore
Tlook to. make a_punning allusion to his nawe.
* Well, just lop_off the last syllable,” responded the
wity “and it's Dun.”

WiES-a man knms to me for advice, I find
out the kind of advice hie wants,amd I give it to him;
this satisfiex him that he and [ are two az smart men
az there is living.—Josh Billings, 2

* Tha boy stood near the mule's hind legs,
- With utmost confidence ~ -

And the chorus, nearer and uearer as they cain

- Although 1o more he’ll look so swoet,
He'll bave n dealmoru senso.




