. Oh, no, dear old dad, for once you were entirely

266

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

ArriL 29, 1882,

MARJORIE GRAY.

Blithe in the sun of a summer's day

Tripped little old fashioned Marjorie Gray,

u.m quaiot of a loag past day—
Marjorie Gray t

Loud saog the robins on brauch and spray,

Madly and gladly and long sang they,

Carolled to Marjorie on her way — .
Loud sang they {

Sweet was the roses’ breath in the air,

Clear flowed the brouk through the garden falr,

White lay the road in the sun’s bright glare—
Warm the glare |

But maid Marjorie, waiting there,

Had vot for heat nor dust a oare,

Knew not that she and the roses rare
Were so fair ;

Saw not the lithe an t gracefu! hound

Ruonning to meet h r with joyfal bound,

Leaping and springing over the gronnd —
Friendly hound !

Farther nwary. with gaze profonnd,

Aaud girlish forehad slightly f owaed,

Her eager eyes their object tound—
Gladly found !

She was & little belle frum the town,
Daiaty in manner and face aud gown ;
He was a poet of no renown,

Far from town ;

Yet the kaughty eyes so browa,

Under the poet’s smile, or frowa,

Gleamed with joy, or, shy. looked down,
Sottand browu.

8ad that one could not leave them so,

Maiden and poet of long ago,

Meeting with joy by the old hedge-row—
Long ago.

Bat time's departure, steady and slow,

With years of roses and years of snow,

Has wrapped tbe patk io ohill and glow—
Roses and snow !

Marjorie married the son of & peer;
Marjorie's lifo was short and drear ;
Forgotten she, for many a year,

Io church-yard drear;

‘While to the poet’s record cleat

Came sweet fame and a loog career,

Fortaoe and love, and all things dear—
Blesse career!

Blithe was that summer passed away ;

Happy the little maid, they say ;

Teuder the poet that suony day—
Passed away.

Flown are the birds from tree and spray ; .
Dust is sweet little Majorie Gray ;
Deatbless the honored lay—

Welladay |

ADA M. E. NICHOLS, in Harper's.

HIS LADY BOUNTIFUL,.

“ Yes," she proclaims to herself decisively,
¢ there is no reason in the wide world why I
should niarry at all 7 Now, I'm glad that I see
my way quite clearly.. Decidedky, my best plan
by faris —te marry mbody /

The person at this moment seated at the high
latticed window of her little chamber —a cham-
ber chosen as her own iu preference to all the
other pretty rooms of the old farm house—
calmly arranging for herself a life of celibacy,
will in ex:ctly three werks complete her nine-
teenth year; we sce clearly, therefore, that she
is at the prescnt date only eighteen years old,
according to female reckoning. Rosalind Mon.
crieff is a (fretty girl, her s w-tinted nut-brown
hair, her dirkly shaded giey eyes, and her soft
mobile mouth, are all pretty things ; but she is
not in truth a beauty, although the farm—of
considerable extent and prosperous—being now
her own she is naturally always considered one.
But as yet her face, though exPressive, is still
only suuny and serene asa child’s ; the grey eyes
are charming, as soft eyes in a woman generally
are, but they are eyes that have not, we may be
almost sure, yet read one single page of their
own story, though it may be that the book even
now lies open before them.

or grey eyes have roamed away over the sun-
warmed topi of h:r owa trees, over her acres of
whitenitg grain, away down far past the boun-
daries of her own lan |, and are now resting upon
the distant sea — the broad, blue Frith, across
which the coasts of Haddington and Fife for
ever peer at each other. But why does the sight
usually so pleasant to the girl’s eyes only call
up a little puckering frown above them this
morning !

¢ Marriage for some prople,” so her thoughts
ran, ‘“is a great mistake. How thankful I am
that I see that in time! ond it would be a very
bad mistake indeed were Ito marry cousin Ned.
If father could only see him now he would
pever even think of it; that West Indian sta-
tion has just ruined him. Besides, who ever
heard of a sailor turning out a good farmer |
Why, Ned scarcely knows cats from bLarley or
mpngold-wurzel from a Swedish turnip! And
if he conlin't manage the farm why should I
marry him, when 1'm so well off with Brewstert

wrong ; 1 can't help seeing it; yon could bu?'
and sell and sow with the best of them, but,”
shakiog her head sadly, ‘“ you were wrong about

"him. And 1 won’t marry Aunt Bab’s fossil

furmer either, that old Kilgower. Why should
I'm a fossil when I have Brewster ?

¢ Well, I'm glad that’s settled, for really this
half engagement with Ned wss spoiling the |
whole summer, and it's such lovely one —f r ton
lovely to be engaged to Ned—or for that matter
to be engaged to anyone! No, my best and
easiest plan is just to resolve to marry nobudy,
and then Brewster will just continue to manage

the farm as hitherto, and his wife the dairy;
Alec can keep the books aud help his father,
and I will superintend them all. Auad then
when, as Auntie Bab is always saying, old
Brewster is ‘called away,’ there will be Alec to
slip into hi+place, so that T need never want
for & good, faithful, honest grieve. And now
that ]g think of it,” sitting suddenly very bolt
upright as a new idea dartsinte her mind, ¢‘ had
not I better see about getting him suitably mar-
ried at once ! Yes; that would be more to the

int than thinking about miyself. I must say
Kz has been very unsettled of late, he keeps me
quite uneasy. But then"— meditatively—* we
couldn’t let him marry just any’ody, as so much
on the farm will depend on ’his wife some d.y,
and a bad one would be perfeet ruination to
him. Let me see — yes, what we must do is
this ; find out some nice, s~nsible — above all
things she must have plenty of good common
sense—qniet girl,who will be able to manag: him
and the dairy, and yet b very yielding and soft
She must be good-looking too, that’s of courae,
and religions — but not pious, he would fight
shockingly with a pious person —and thoroughly
good-tempered ; strong, healthy, and active— [

| shall require that — and cheerful and domosstic.

We must look out too for some one fairly well
educated, else he will turn up his nose, and
entirely devoted to him or thenthe will be un-
happy. And there’s no fear but that, if we find
the kind of girl I mean, he’ll take a faney to
her. No fear on that head ; he’s quite fancy free
as yet."”

‘“ Heigho!”" rising, stretching shapely arms
upwards, and clasping white hands on the crown
ofP her little brown head, her fine lithe form in
its closely-fitting black dress clearly delineated
against a background of golden sunlight;
¢ heigho ! I'm glad that I’ve settled everything
so comfortably at last! Oh|” gazing again in-
tently out of the window, ¢‘ yonder he is com-
ing up from the river? Now I had better not
stand here any longer when there’s so much to
do and to look after.”

Hastily catching up her hat, Rosalind hurries
from her room and runs lightly down a long
flight of old well-worn oak steps—steps which,
in the days when Scotland’s loyal sons toasted
their king over a bowl of water, were trodden
by the dainty brocaded shoes of ladies of high
degree, and echoed with the clink of many a
sword and spurred heel ; past odd little loophole
windows, giving now a peep of the distant Frith,
now a glimpse of dreamy lilac hills stretching
away in the south, till she reaches the second
floor of the house.

Rosalind passes on, and throwing open the
door of yet another room, her own private sanc-
tum, looks inspectively inwards, Hore every-
thing she finds is much as usual—her sewing
machine silent in its corner ; upon the table the
usual bulky pile of good-works-in embryo, wait-
ing patiently for better days and Aunt Bab;
the butcher’s, baker’s, and grocer’s books ranged
upon the mantel-shelf ; and a few stray articles
of her wardrobe, a tennis apron, a bat, a pair of
garden gloves scattered about the room. Yes,
everything is much as usual, with one or two
slight exceptions only ; on the table - her quick
eyes see it at once——lies an emflty soda-water
bottle, aud on the sofa lies —her lover !

““ You here, Ned I she cries, advancirg into

the room, and giving a faint little disapproving
sniff as she scents brandy and then a suffo-
cating little cough as she immediately chokes
tobacco.
. At his cousin’s appearance, Lieutenant Bars-
tow, of H.M.8. Dunderhead,gets up cumbrously
to his feet and politely lhastens to throw his all
but finished cigar through the open window into
a bed of lilies.

‘¢ Ah, Rosaliund, I thought you'd turn in here
sooner or later. You don’t mind my having had
a smoke in your deén, do you?t”

¢‘ Oh dear no,” she replies looking blandly
round ; ‘I can have the flannel ans calico,”
glancing at the table, ¢ well boiled before I
make them up, and the window curtains are
going to bz bleached at any rate.”

¢ Oh, then that's all right,” returns the
lover. *‘1 say, Rusie,’" stretching himsell and
yawning gigantically, ‘“ what do you do with
yourselg all day here? Must we always get up
asearly we did this morning ! I'll be hanged
if I know what to do with myself.”

“ Why don’t you go and sit in the drawing-
room properly with Aunt Barbara ¢*

¢*Oh, Lord 1" with a frightened look.

Rosalind gazes at her guest meditatively,
fairly puzzled what to do with him, and vaguely
wondering if his feet ar, really larger, and his
ej es smaller, than they were three years ago, or
if it is only fancy. ]

*“ Won't you come out and pliy tennis!” he
proposes, naturally not diviniug her thoughts.

he girl’s face overcasts. “ I played with
you the whole of yesterdav,” she reminds him
in a somewhat injuredl ton:. (Yesterday, the
third day of her semi-beirothed’s visit, and one
of the lougest, she thinks, that she ever spent
in her life.) ¢ And that reminds me, Ned ; I
haven’t another w.ment to stay with you, 1
have so much to do and look after; you must
excuse me leaving you. But why,” a bappy idea
occurring to her at sight of his d jection, *“ don’t
you walk over to Butter:on and get some of the
girls there to come out and play tennis ! You
used to like them s1l well ensugh,”

¢ That's a good ilea, Rosié I'" her lover cries,
cheering up a lit 1. *‘ That’s to say of course,”
pulling bimse.f up, “if you don't mind my
eav’m% you £’

& no, it will be delightful,” she. cries

brightly, only pleased that he is pleased and in- v

tending no rudeness.
back again from the door to add auxiously, *if
they ask you to remain and apend the rest of the
day with them, don’t for a moment think of me,
be sure and stay ! And perhaps, who knows,”
anxiety to dispose of him momentarily,depriving
her of all sense of the ludicrous, ‘* they may
even ask you to stay the night ; it wouldn’t do
I sappose to,” instinctively sinking her voice to
& whisper, ‘“ to take something with you, a bag |
—a small portmanteau.” |

*“ A portmanteau —to go and play tennis ¥ he |
says doubtfully,even his dall faculties perceivin
‘the inexpediency of the proposal. I don’t thin
that would do.”

“ No,” sighing, I suppose it might look odd.
Well never mind ; I hope you'll have a good
game and enjoy yourself.” .

From the shelter of the house into the hot
blazing sunlight the girl passes throuzh the old
garden in which the sun loves so well to lie ;
then, across the busy, noisy farm-yard and into
the adjoining hay-field. By the side of the hedge |‘
that borders the latter runs a narrow path, and
up this path at the present moment a young
man is walking leisurely, yet with a long even
stri le that brings him quickly over the ground.

The girl proceeds slowly onwards, her gaze
fixed meditatively npon the advancing form,
albeit one most familiar to her eyes, familiar to
them all her life. As an infant Rosalind had
been wheeled about the farm in her peram-
bulator by little Alec Brewster, the only child .
of her father's grieve, sometimes even carried in !
his arms ; as child she had played with him.
often in this very field ; and as a yeung woman, '
how frequently had she not essayed to give him :
the vast benefit of her wisdom in advice. And
it is Alec —no longer little thongh—who is now
approaching her ; Alec returning from his bathe
in the river, the river w:ter still wet in his hair,
the glow from his plunge yet tingling on his
cheek, with bare, sunbusut- throat, at this mo-
ment innocent of collar, and.a towl flung across
one shoulder. Striding as if the stubble and the
hedge and the path beneath his feet, if not quite
the firmament above his head, were his own, his
fine physique tells of perfect health and strength;
yet a close observer would detect that in the
keen dark eye there lurks just a something that
is neither the outcome of happiness nor yet-even
of peace. To the uninitiated on-looker young
Brewster’s exact position in life might be a mat-
ter somewhat difficult to determine ; his dress,
neither that of a ploughman nor yet that of
the eldest son of a duke, furnishing but small
clue to his circumstances. We who are initiated
know that his lines, almost tonching the plough-
share, lie very far apart indeed from the straw-
berry leaves.

-4 Good morning, Alec,” Rosalind cries, her
voice sounding through the sunshine sweet as a
blackbird’s note.

‘* Good morning, Miss Rosalind,” responds the
young man, shifting his towel from shoulder
to hand, actuated apparently by a belief similar
to that which teaches our cavalry to place
their sword upon their shoulders at the approach
of Rovalty.

¢‘ Have you seen Paterson 1" she asks, chiefly
because she is not thinking of Patterson at all.

¢ | was over there this morning. It’s all set-
tled, he'll sive the price.”

“Well, 'm glad that’s settled ; two stacks off
ourshoulders and into our pockets. You manags
quite as well as your father now, Alec.”

Turning with him as she speaks, they walk up
the path together, the blazing sunlight shining
right into their faces ; it touches the man’s tan.
ned cheek hotly, but glances dazzingly, as if on
snow, upon Rosalind’s milk-white throat.

‘¢ Alec,” she says after they have walked for a
few moments in silence, *‘l have been thinking
about you.”

Accustomed to her ways, he evinces no sur-
prise.

‘*.Yes:” This is all the answer he makes,
and a somewhat weary tone in his voice would
almost induce one to suppose that —oh most un-
common case I—he is not absorbingly interested
in the ireat first personal pronoun.

‘I think, I meando you not think—youn
know, Alec, I take a great interest in you, that’s
why 1 speak at all about so private a matter—
but don’t you think it is time you were settling
down now ; I mean with a wife 1"

A curious look passes over his face. I think
it's time I were settling down somewhere or
somehow, but not with a wife. I've no wish to
settle in that way yet ; why should I

‘‘ Well, of course for your own sake in the first
place, but for mine also, Alec.”’

“* For your sake I’ His whole manuer changes;
with lightning glance the dark eyes, telling now
that some most passionate, inmost chord is
touched, fasten themselve: on the girl's face,
whilst the blood this moment glowing in his
brown cheek ebbs away, leaving him white and
faint looking in the strong sunlight.

** Of course, Alec. You know that everything
here will depend on you and your wife some
day ; and you have seemed so unsettled of late
that I have felt quite anxious.”

A sight of the girl’s calm profile even more
than her words stills the heart tempest as sud-
denly almost as her rrevious ones had raised it.

**Iwas nt at all surprised when you left
Ross, Murray and Thomson’s,”” she goes on
chee:fully ; ‘*you only tried that to please your

dather.’ Indeeil any one,” giving a piquant smile
to him and the- world in general, “who had
once witched you walking between hay stubble
and a thoru hedge wotHd know that you would
not- be able w sit still very long on a stool
in a solicitor's «ffive.”

1

¢ And,” and she turns

He smiles. “ I hate the stool and I like the
stubble, you see.”

‘*“ Then, why not be content now you are
amongst it again ?’ she asks ((;iniekly. “Youn
know, Alec” —reproachfully, and leaning against
the wooden gate which they have now reached
as she speaks —*‘ you know that I look to you
for the future. ‘What would become of the farm
and me if you failed me ¥*

Brewster moodily lifts a long straw and puts
it'into his mouth befofere answering.

““ You forget, Miss Rosalind,” hesitatingly,
¢ that you will soon have some one to take care
both of you and the farm.”

Instantly the indignant blood rises'in a flush
to her cheeks.

“Not I!I"” she cries, sending an outraged
glance over the hedge into- the turnip field
beyond. *“ That was poor father's idea” — more
gently, and bringing her softening grey eyes
back from the swedes, where they were harmless,
to look up into the unfortified windows of the
young man’s soul—“bat it is quite impossible
to carry it out.”

‘“ But,"’ hesitatingly, ** there other men.”

“ No, Alec,” interrupting decidedly, “‘I saw
quite clearly just now when I was sitting at my
window that there are no other men.”

He looks perplexed. ¢ Then other grieves.”

‘ Neither men nor grieves. Now come, Alec,
don’t be obstinate. Phew ! how hot it is here {”
breaking off suddenly, and reaching up to lay her
two bare hands one on either side of her own
soft throat, thereby, though without perceivin
it herself, detaching a tiny jet clasp that fastene
a narrow band of velvet round the pretty pillar.
‘‘Let us go into the plantation for a few minutes ;
it will be cool there, and I have nothing particu.
lar to do just now.”"

No officious telephone, fortunately, carries
these words to the ear of the tall gentleman, at
this moment setting out hopefully on the long,
dusty road lying between Pinkney and Butter-
ton Farm. B

Rosalind walks away from the field as she
apeaks, and Alec, after a second’s delay—during
which he stoops to pick up something from the
ground, something which, after one wistful car-
ess, that would surely have brought tears to his
mother’s eyes had she seen it, he puts away care-
fully in his breast pocket—follows her.

The plantatien lies on one side of the farm-
yarl, divided from it by the long shed wherein
the Jdifferent farm carts are kept. A very few
minutes suffice to bring them to it. Here, under
the trees, the sun’s power is charmingly tempered
by the green interlacing branches overhead, and
here, in the ool air, God’s happy little birds are
singing loudly. It is very pleasantto be in the
plantation, amongst the trees and the blackberry
beds and the birds ; both Rosalind and Alec feel
that. The girl is the first to resume the conver-
sation.

““Now, Alec,” she begins, “ do throw away
thar.ltl straw ; it makes you so difficult to deal
with.”

Brewster obdiently surrenders the straw ;
the next wind blowing through the plantation
will whirl it away.

‘“ Well, do you see things now as I do ?” she
asks,

¢ I'm afraid I don’t, Miss Rosalind.”

‘“ But, Alec,” the quick tears starting into
her eyes, “ don’t you know that when you are
always so discontented and unsettled, and speak-
ing about—Breweries, that you make me very
unhappy ? You know that I depend on you now
that your father is getting so frail ; that I know
nothing about anything 1"’ forgetting surely in
ber-tribulation that she has arranged to snperin-
tend everything and everybody. ‘* And besides,

uiting aside all that,” she goes on with eager
1nnocence, * what would I do myself if you were
not here ! Even as a child I came to you in all
my troubles—do you remember, Alec, Dolly
Julianna’s head the wrong. way ?*—poor old
thing, she’s been looking back ever since. And
then, when father died, and my heart was just
fit to break, it was only you who seemed able to
help me. And somehow, whenever I am happy
about anything, I can never be quite happy un-
til you know abouf'it too. Anﬂ now, Alec, I -
ask you candidly, could I come and cry in a
brewery ! What would people think?” a very
watery smile closing the case for the prosecution,

But poor Brewster can’t smile at all, his heart
is beating so fast at this glimpse of a possibility
which only her very unconsciousness gives.
Rosalind employs the time in extracting from
somewhere near the region of her heart a_enowy
square of cambric, drying her uncomfortable
eyes therewith, and restoring it again to its hid-

-ing-place. Is it in the nature of things that this

action should assist the young man in his en-
deavour after composure ?

‘“ But what would you have me do, Miss
Rosalind ?” he asks at Iength, his voice low and
unsteady,

Her answer came prompt and easy.

‘‘ Marry some nice girl and settle down here
comfortably for altogether.” Like a lump of
frozen lead it falls down into his heart.

*“ We can build a couple more rooms to the
cottage, or three if you like,” she continues per-
suasively, *‘ and I'll bring up your salaries to
£800 ; you ought to be comfortable with that.”

But he scarcely hears her now, so busy is he
telling himself that never did greater, more mis-
erable fool than he walk down Piukney Planta-
tion. N

“ Are you not listening to me, Alec ¥ after a
pause, during which she has built and partially
furnished the new rooms.

¢ Certainly ; what ¢lse am I here for 7’ rather
bitterly. ¢ Now which of my acquaintances



