THE HEARTHSTONE.

AN INTRUDER.

BY HIRAM RICH.

Baby hus boon here, it soems
. aby Annie on tho wing—
Inwmy muu library,
Plunderiug and reveling.

Annio doar, the darling witech—
Soe how innvcent sho looky—

But she has o wurld of wiles
When she gets among my books.

Half the time I own sho soems
Lioss a being than & star ;

Then again Lory, * My books ;
Annie, what o rugm: You are !?

¢ No, no—"* papa ericsin vain :
Down tho dainty volumes comn :
Papa, hors you are no king,
1 am queen in baby-dom.

Srately Johnson les in grief
Undeor langhing Rabelais ;
Emerson id flat for onoe ;
Hoeine's thumbing I‘h.u.kt.ruy. H

Whittier, O poct rare !
Thou hast many pages less ;
But if all where gono bat vno,
That would hold wnd chirm or bless,

Biby with the double crowa,
Aud tho langhter-hntunted eyes,
Papt's saactum, vnlumu-ulruwu.
I3 to thee a Paradise !

I forgive thee when T feel

Breath and lips npon me pressod,
Sweet e any alien air,

Blown froin hurbors of the blest.

hing whispers me,

vladen shelf

Fuigtivd by her baby hauds
Thau the houwse all to thyself.”

THE VISIT.

—

I was admired and envied by my acquulint-
ance, I was handsome, sprightly, yuick-wit-
ted; and though L did not paint In wider-gotors,
was tolerably aceomplished, nineteon yoars old,
sl of one of the best fumilies in Xingsford, My
fumily was all that it should bLe; but notwith-
stithding s prusperity anl power, 1 was much
dissatisficd with my conditlon at this time. To
me Kingsford was i desert. My inoer life w
adesert, a waste, u solitude, wherg, tiguratively
speaking, there' wis no castles in the alr, no
palace of the Sleepiug Beauty.  Of course 1 did
notvalue the fnestimable privilege of health,
youth, and the enjoyment of solid workdly com-

¢

forts. My mind was cmpty: in faet, I was
wiusting for every pussible experlence aad its
result. The mysterjous oraele which procinims

the power and ace of nature was dumb, and
the instinetive sympathles which give us an in-
sight Into the ndivilualities of others hil not
been roused, W mmu dresuning the truth con-
cerning ul there wis no one to tell
the statement of my ese,
There was no soelal stimulant 1n Kingstord, no
soclety 5 there wiax not a delihtfnl man in the
ratnge of my aequaintanee; the whole mal
populntion of Kingsford might have been mar-
shaled hefore me dally, and rank and tite wounld
not have given my henttone extra bent. Months
passed In this way, and no gleam ot vellef ap-
peired beyond my horizon,  Nobody visited us,
no letters eime 1o me, ot even from my dewr
school friends, from wharm I had been absent a
yewr, What a seltish world—and me perishing!
bying with huneer und thirst, whieh noone sus-
pected. My 1wother, whose vocibulary of re-
prool was choier, bestowed I upon me in a
mechanieal way, but she did Bot dts - the
root of the evil. Do mothers ever discover the
wants nhd needs of tholr danghiers?  Why
should they, In the fullness of thelr own con-
tent with hushands, e¢hildren, and the absolute
queenstip of home ereated for them ¢

One summaer day, when, more than usual, I
pereeived there o philosophy in heaven or
earth to dream of, 1 went to mother, who v
in her slttlng-room. My appenrance must have
struck her disugreeably, she frownoed s0, and
satd, irritably,

« Go away, Anne Capel,”

But 1 would not go; I planted myself In a
chair by the window, and stared out. The
clonds rose in showy masses up the blue sky,
dippimg and  breaking into enceh other; the
ticlds, with thelr boundary walls, stretehed suwvay
il they met the dismal pine wowds. I never
ser those fundamentinl elowds, white and solid,
towering into thue blue ether, without secing the
mage of my fuiir mother, as she sat with o re-
proachiul ook,
ave you jinished your novels, Anne ? " she
continued.

 Yex, every novel in this old town.
fumishing for books, though
human belngs, and there

I am not
1 nm starvinge for
ain't any in these

sy, Anne, Anne, whnt o wickod airt?
are spolled hy Indulgence.  You are too idle for
anything, T hive an errand or twao tor you to
da, WIIL you do them, and turn yourself to a
Httle aceount.? "

“Yex: anything to break the monotony.*

u\\'lnlo\\' Clapp must have some ten, and I
want yoit to go to Homon'sand ask him to save
me some quinees— a1 favor, mind. You like
to go Lo Homon's, you know, Anne.”

And so Lidid.  Ina foew minntes 1 was on the
road which skirted the apper part of our villnge ;
it was steeped in sunshine, and porfamed with
the wilil ttowers In the thicket. Mrs Glupp's
pratitude detalned me, nmd the sun was Jow
when I started for Homon's, a little way up the
same raad. Homou’s was u farm where somoe
of our supplies were obtained, 1t wasx a cheer-
ful old place, one building tumbling into an.
other, mixed with n detlighitrul ramilineity of
weeds, flowers, poultry, ¢creatores,” ad peo-
ple. I walked over the short turf of the front
door-yard, alive with clucking hens, nnd step-
pxd neross the threshold. The doors were nll
open; the rooms were oceupled ; it purrot squal-
led In emulation of 1lomon’s lnugh, who sat
nguinst the wall, Mes, Homon was flying about
with the supper ntensils,

skl you've come, Miss Anne,” Ilfomon
hawled ; «for soma folks huve come who know
you. Naves me taking ’em along to your house.
Come In, come n.”

asartinly she's going to stay,'! added Mrs.,
Homon, %They've come upon nie unawires,
and here t.hcy are; und go right in unto them,
my doar,”

AT lovked across the passuge, and, Lo my sur-
prlm, looked on an old friend and xchoolmate,
Olive Vernon, from whom [ had received no
tidings slnee her wedding-card six imonths ago.
She wis enlmly surveying me through her eye-

glass, and wore a refreshing smile.

NUllve. Ollve " T erled, “phost In amice
gray, and herel  What does it menn ¢ "

o1 am here becruse my aunt hns business
with this hovine man; I was going to you after-
ward. Are you rendy to malke me a visit nt
onee? My purpose holds good for that fact.’’

«Ts It possible 2"

«Yon; we are housekeeping in Moreham.
My husband is-a doctor, you know, and I8 try-
ing to establish n practice. Now will you come ?

You

Doctor knows all about you, and he told me to
invite you suro.”

1t is Yike o dream, seelng you hore.*

« Now, really,” Interrupted Mrs, Homon, ¢ it
Is right nice to see you young ladles together,
and I knew your mas when they were your
age, Won't you go in the garden und see my
hollyhocks> Supper ain’t quite ready.”

The garden, with the rows of boy and althea
bushes, I bad scen s bundred times, but it
lookod new to me now, with the refreshing
Olive added.

“We might play grand dames in this
pleached alloy,” sald Olive. ¢ Aune, I want
you in my house, so maybe, we cun revive
our old illuslons, Never a drewmn comes true,
though. Tlife shapes itsolf; we don't shape tt.
I am curfous for you tu sce samebody.”

« You sre happy, Olive, with him ?*

5 Of course; Just ay happy as I always was,
and always shall be, you sentimental goose,
with or without kinss.”

# 1 am so glad 1o see your, Olive! To tell the
truth, [ am just bored to death, and long for
a change.  WIII you beg mother to let e go?'

And so It was settled,  Olive pissed the next
day with us, and In & week from that time I
wuas reuly for Morchum. I happened to go
alone, and arrived at the Moreham  station
Inte In the afternvon, fimling no one waiting
for me. I inquired the way to Dr. Denbigh's,
and u boy about the premlses offered his ser- -
vices as guide,

« [ know ‘em all,” he sakd; o fust-riate-ad-a-
half folks. ! hold Captain Wilkon’s horse some-
times, and blaueck Mr, Denbigh's boots, The
house s wbhove the bridge youder.”

The Lridge bie spoke of spanned a lovely litutle
stream ; willows waved over It, Hike @ delleate
green vell, nnd { stopped to adinlre it !

s« Them weepin’-willows is often remarked,”
snid my guide. “J1'vo seun Captuin Wilson wipe |
his eyes when he tooked ot them, but Mr. Den. :
bigh stumps by ; ke's hune, you know, Going
to stuy a spell 27 H

I snswered sitisfvetortly, and he lefe me at
alive's gate with o flourish. She ran to meet me,
full of apologies for the absenee of adl the gentle-
men. She appeared fidgety, and 1 felt con-
strulned. The house was large, lingy, ul
chilly. We sat in a parlor & few minutes to ex- |
change remarks, and then she took me to my
room up-stiirs, an apartment with two long

s windows, which opened npon o plazan coverad |
cmoonllght, and warm;

with vines, 1 expressed my lking for the room
and tor the view from it,

s ) [ow glad I am, amd how anxtous Tleelabout
your opinloz: of our gentlemen?!*

scientlemen, Olive 2

s Yes, the doctor con<ented to take for the
season, Captaln Wilson, a widower, his little
sirl, and nurse. . The other gentleman js George
Denbigh, the doctor's brother, who spends mteh
of hix time here. Yes, | wan evry
know what you will think of hita; he s o puz-

|

"ooked at the te

e Weshall meel at tes, soon to be reuly,
Louk your best, ml I leave you now, Come !
down when you hear the bell.  The train is

nearly dae”
1 tossed over my witrdrobe with some appre- @
i hension, hut st last seleetsd o plain dreess, and
decoritad [0 with blue ribbons, Juast as the last
kot was arvanged, T beard o masentine voleo
sall s live,”” then -L“lll\: run, then a bell, which
1 conclinded wias my summons, and descendel. -
1 I watlked slowly duwn the brond st i saw
in the parjor, on my rlght hamd, & hamlsome, !
: red-hadred, portly gentleman tossing @ beautifal
littlo girl lu his arms; and as 1 entered the pars
lor un the left 1 encountered w pitle, dark-hnired
gentleman, llmping to and fro, who wis
aloud from & nowspag O]ive sat on the
with her head on the shoulderof another gentle- !
man, her husband, who rose, :unl, with her n-
troduction, gave me w polite weleome,  Mr, |
George Denbigh was also Introducel s he boweal,
aund salhl,
s« Now, Wlive, pive Miss Capel her tea; st
needs i, 1 am sure
We tiled into o large raom, sparsely furnished
il took our seats ata table, which was comtor
less, o my lden We dild not. proceed; Ollve
-pot as If she wene saying
grace; Lhe doctor's ey wWere 1iXed; George !
Denblgh serutinized the cike-ln I
openal, and Captadn Wilson ente

i
i
!
i

ket A door
s leading his |

ehild. To bim I was introdnced, and our menl |
began. At once I wus profoundly interested in |

all perzons present and every passing met, T
was hungey, T was glad, I was gratefal, We |
were not a neisy party, hut Captaln Wilson ajp- !
peared to be the oue In anthority ; he ordered l
dishes that were not prepared, and hmmilinted
Olive with reference to the weak tea und the
burned toast. His fustidiousness was provoking
but as 1t wis with Lthis meat it provet with all,
Captain Wilson was a very imperfeet man, |
espectally where his dinner was concerned. I
thought Lils munners pompous; atd wheo he
asked me about my Journey, I replied haughtl-
1y ; when he reecommended any thing, I refased.
Ollve seamed afradd of him,  She blushedat his
implied reproaches, nnd for that reason 1 seit
inclined to be sauey with himn.

He was very handsome. I was compelied to
admit the ety even when @ inveataried s red
hair, reckles, stoutness, forty years, wnd widow-
hood., What o contrist was uree Denblgh! !
1%:ule, thin, sinister-laoking, with elosely earling i
black halr, nervons, lithe, amd with artiticinl |
matner: I was soon at home with Olive.
Days went as months—there scemed so mue i
in them, The old dullness oppressing me so at |
lome disappearcd.  Olive and 1 were alone for
the ost part durlng the mornings, while the
doctor was on hix roumls, Captain Wilkson in
townor elsewhere, and George Denhigh contined
1t his oflice.  Olive was satistiod 1o see that T
was suited with my surroundings.  Little AW,
the sirst. ehild ever Joved, was fomd of me, and
el to me so that (:uorl, : Denbigh more than
auee sneered, 4 Love muy, love my dog,”

At sirst Captain Wilson was Inelined to talk
with me.  All at onee he grew so rigidly tormal !
that [ got up 2 chronte anger ngninst him lrul :
no chanee was glven me to expr my anger,
I know, however, that he was a constant il !
Intense obsarver of me, my 'Y movement
und ne Wl George Denblgh was also,

One day, of course thinking, as: usoml, that
Captain \\'Ilsun was away, to please Alice, |
played hide-and-seck with her. We ran round
the hall, biding here and there, seizing each |
other with Kigses and laughter.  The door of his
parlor was open—u place T had never entered,
Now I blindly rushed In, nnd durted behind the
sofn. Nomeboly wix near.  Tnan instant Cap-
tain Wikon was bheading over me, his fuce
aglow, his eyes It with fire. T wis 20 ustonisihead
T comld not move, and making no sttempt to
rise, 1 simply stured nt him,

« ] should likke to joln in this play,” he said. ]

«Yon are ton old,” I ausweral, stuplidly.

« 1 suppose so—too old for any thing he re-
plied, with & bitter voice, turning <o pnle that I
wis frightened. I did not «sur, bt looked av
him, mute ax if I had lost the power of spoech.
Al this moment Alice burst into the room, ex-
claiming.

s Miss, I have found you! uh, pulm, she doer
not pluy fair!” Dl BRI 1 Tad B 1

u § bellove you, dear. She trents us all so,”

« Iy that so, Cuptnin? T nm fond of pluy,”

He munde a cross gesture, then turned, and
1ooked into my eyes, His look tanght me some-
thing—~that I was fond of him! Red hair, forty
years, forty conturies, went for nothing before

g

L tully,

ting

ab me wisttully ;) and George Denbigh wa

Caprond the news §hsad wiven Juer,

“times on the step, by a vine.
Chtee and d

crions to | *

i Just. now

that beseeching, searching look. My face
burned; I feared my eyes were betraylng me.
As my head sank, I suw asudden, Joyous sparkio
flash Into his eyes. Some lmpulse stirred him
his lips half opened, aud he hid his fuce agninst
Allce, who had climbed into his lap, What
mado him doubtful? I was glad to eseape. As
J went T cuught o glimpse of a portrait over the
mantel-plece—that of a severe-looking lndy,
whose forblilding eyes drove me from that
sacred spot as an intruder. 1 went at once to
Olive with my adventure, al spoke of the por-
traft.

It his that of his wife," she suid.
you camo he spuke of her fraquently.
was tho law of his lfe.  He ts still ufrndd of her
fnfluence, She must have been an awtul mar.
tinot, beenuse ho seems so shocked when my
doctor chiucks me under the chin. What do you
think of such a chap for a lover,” she added,
maliclously—tone who so abandon himsotf to
the ardors of cmotion?  Yet George Donblgh
insists thnt he I8 head over ears in love with
you, but Is afrald of you. George may judge by
Limsell, so I am not so sure,”

< Whint do you menn, Olive 2"

o Let. mo planee you en rapprrt with George
little. By professlon he is o lndy-kitler, e is
so plqued by your Indiflereuce that be is con-

# Before
Hear will

the zonith. There was a hiteh In (Goorge Don-
bigh's volubllity ; he hemmed us If his volce
troubled him,

“You have a cold,” 1 suld, crossly ; « we had
bettoer go In,"

* Won't you resily spesk to me, Miss Capol 2

. I"dlv.l not come to talk mysc,lr but to oblige
you.

«Qblige me! Why do I wish you hore

¢ You witl have to tell me; I never guessed o
conmindrum,”

llo was toao setf-tnvolvod now to heed me. A
torrent of worlds burst from his llps, o Httle elo-
quent, but more foolish. [ hind fospired him,
be, the invulnerable of beart, with an over-
whelming passion, which he shiould reslse, it I
wus conqtiered by my own ax irresjstiblo——n
passion for him-—wus the substance of Lls re-
marks, I pitled bim, hated hing, and allowed
him to talk on. I was naturally struck with
the dramatic—whatever 1t might be.

“ Thero is but one question Lo answer (u life,”
he continwed. ¢ Whether it enn be 'mchrml
or not, we eternully ask it. To fts solution
uvvery thing comes. 1 know this by axperience,
you by intultlon,  Yowr intuitlons are al) slive,
You can not decelve me,  You have a burnlng
soul.  To be near you is to breatlie the atmos-
*phere of 4 belng who intoxientes, bowihiers, de-

fused us to the stute ofhls orany body else’s feel. | lndes,  There Is no other heaven, you convines
ing He believes all §s fidr In love, and s dis- me. Well, I seek no other,  Let e enter
posed Lo pructice any amount of ehicanery, He | paradise with you, In bestowing happloness |

can not \,umpn'ln-ml what it i to be single-
hearted, stratghttforwanl.
Is o complex machine, nml he dellghits to set its
cogs and maove its springs. You might taney his
Byronie sell, If you were not diveeeted by Caplicin
Wilson, Then he knows, too, that e s poor,
white the other is rieh.!?

1 aun rich too. DI you not henr of
good fortune after you left school? T am
helress,”

sthear, dear me! and she
o I never knew it.”

To the eredit of human naiure, Dr. Denbigh
was oty respeetful in his manner that even.
e appealed to George Deabigh fraternally
and joeularly, though it was not his wont,
tdn Wilson was mndld lis hiz welaneholy

my
ian

shgbed, thought.

ridly sentimental, despairing sativiceal,
of gay humility., So J pereeivied that Olive had
We were on
and laown that evening it being brizh
Litin ps ~stood on the tnbles
Tustde, It wits o pretly scoug-—one to e re-
ealled as o pleture, Ger hiwh sl ~nmu-

the plazzs

ark hate looking v
pliin Wilson oee
sioked Ineessantly, and only <

“XNa" 1o Olive’s frequent questions,
e it 1 moth or a fivre-1ly in
. Dwns vexall and weary;
huppy evening, iid 1 thought ot hate
simple, hienrty oll homme?! Dr
me with questions abong
nl plice
wlicther it would be
: the Ihvnbighs there,

Jeuves,
he

She

my le
—whinlesom,
Prenbigly pestered
Kingstord, and asked e IFit was a
for a protessional mun, an-d
Pleatsant Lo me 1o ha

s My fuee is my fortune, Sied” she said,”

sz Ollve, down by th ter, hror lhnll-'llh sEit)
ping on my unesp il reviel
Just 507 remunrked the o

we with a

g laugh, ¢ Money §s 1he god, Miss A, not
love, after all’”
¢ 1 have never felt its value,” 1 roplied, -« tll

”

Yo
immen:
How tresome e was! T wantod to runaw
fhat George Denbich .~n-umlu--l himself n
the window-sill where | was, hrought his fuce

elose o ming, took my fn, and twirled jc be- -

fore my faee,

+When 2o mueh Is perfeet, wi
crown be sulded,” he d—se thie
passlon ? Al —ending with s sigh,

#What Ix perfect Bere 2 T gelied, erossly,
feel mosqultoes,”

“You are. You ure too beautital tosnight, and
You mean o make us feel Jt. Won't you end
my punishment 7

¥ eould not de
heard this.
into n flower bed,

« Ohd

" eith ot

[

le whether Captain Wilson

and wallkked ofl:
Truepenny has  started,”

fat friem e serves for & fofl”

I was watchimg the flery end of the eigar, nnd
S seying, fora test, « He loves me little,
he Joves me notatall, he—="" It expived, ' There
t has gone ont,” 1 erleds. «The moon I8 hid,”

The dactor hegan to pr agadn, awl George
h.nnhigh ~|l|)|\ml back to h pillar,  Louking
" youndd for Captain Wilson, he saidl, lomlly,

s How easy to elimb this plilar o vines
¢ touglt as e rope-kidder. A vivadier mieht

war windoy
e Xappose we bnve otie now™ siid
S Captaln Wilson, where is yorur gnspae o
s [ix strings are broken”  His voiee sounded
close to my ear. He was standings beliind e,
e AMiss Capel,” e sald, harriedly, « the moan
is at its full; will yon permit me to sdvive with
you after ten to-morrow, aml show you Maore-
ham Lake?”
s With plensare,”
siCiomdt-night, then;
serenide, T trust, i
And he gbindesd aw

Olive,

plowsany dre
auapes”
ay. Al at onee my vexation

18, el o

vianished : the beauty of the eveninyr struek moe ;

fareibly, and T strojled down 10 the gute where
Olfve was agnin,
o Witeh-vimes, really,’ shoe sahl, with her fuee

uptuarncd, o How mweaningly  the loue boughs
wiave o ux, i obelsanee to as superior erena
tures: but they can never o away with thele
trunks ! What have you heen doinsg?  Cros—
sing elements T plo thase men awdnst cach
others™

YR IRY

s tterhigps vou i hot secount,
prl‘wln e You spy Hitte, do b
Youare like the elnms—seeming)
ing; in reality imewovable in the
purpose

« Nonsense. T have un purpose.!?

»You must have.  Dactor

sSteaphe construet me into o remarkable or
erratic being, beonruse my  appear fuvors
some theary, But I am golng (o iny room.
Continue your movushine, Tleavess I3 prsp-

w

you are absurd, and wrope,™

yauy mete

"
plizent, yinld-
sl of your

j ed her arm—«1 see n eirele round the moon, 11

it should rain to-morrow !

W Merey, Anne! what alls you?
should ?

« T ko, I shull bave to build me a dittle burk
of hope aguln: that’s all.  Gooladght.”

she xoun followed me, ntd we were dispersed
ubout the hotise, Ilingereait inthe hall, aml hennt
the halting step of George Denbigh behilnd me;
he touched my hand, and gnve me o chitl,

s Return with me to the pinzzg,” he urged.
¢ We are alone
sy

s fen made me uneasy @ o was agitnted,
and full of contradictory cxpression,

s T Is too lnte, Mr. Denbigh.”

«Do not pit me offf with cotuetiish excuses.
Do not. forever deny yourself. Fknow you. We
know ench other.”

Somehow, In spite of my contrary intention,

1 did go banck, and sat bexide him, T heard Olive

close hor blind, and saw the moon slide from

Fmotion with him

the :
this wans |

0 young ; bint you willappreelate It §

the '
rown of true |

He rose swddenly, tossed his elgar

miuttored .
Gearge Denblerh, <« What s your opinion of our

ily wu-nmh- yuuy, Miss Anne, direetly bejore '

. mueh, |

Suppose it |

at last, wnd T Bave a word to |

. can be your mate,”
I was dumb outwardly, and as coll inwardiy
Cas A0 thie midst of an sanroea boreadis, so fur s
Che was concerned, but stirred for wgacts, 1
peeped into the dark trees, nnd Hstened
fir-oY sounds of night. What my=
S pronelied me that I was prepoured o recognize
“ You are not the ouly besutitul woman |
;have known,” commencing again bis monao-
dogue. [ bolieve ho thought T talked baek., <1
worship beauty ; It consumes me, but
fead me tuo. Vw-d I cone & beggar to y
Am I to be played with? Perhaps my mis-
*fortnne makes youdespise me.”  Here his volee
trembled hunualy, and 1 lllm:u\'ul‘ml what
- mortil torment his lumeness wa a1 despise
a blewdsh too; curse 16! at wh\' nn| n o
. vious one, s well as one hididen e nll
deformed secretly,  J Your prerfee A1 will
Cuot dony this.”
© Al this was love ¢
Pieun! A dreadful loneliness fa
ll wust escape his dark Influenec.
wind mauned through the tre

A
L i 1siud soand

rushed  through all whe  wire Blaek  elowds ©
gathered ad partad from the meon, which |
P hung inomibd-heaven ; the gwfal pictarves of that

t
1
}rursukeu and ruined orb, as reve
*telescope, ciane into my wmind, sl gt
¢ the kind of waorld for souls like this het
Just In the dregs of se

ey

I xtarbed 1o my feet,
“ Poor Mr, Denblgh, look at the moon——dark,

ntlserable mistake of 4 unive
© Whial sre you possessetd wllh i

i anperily,

sl am utterly wearys lel me wo i |

hee Insisted,

huve

Cdotes with the stbjeet you hove bty np,
]

Cunderstand you; me you do o,
Cunderstand; nor would T have you, in
Cany boudege to you—and [ opereckve that theree
I= one In which 1 mitght he—wonld  prove
moril death,  Let me go'”
. nne, never ! You are st fool-—biind,
drenm of somchody else—the
: s bedd youder.”
I struck down hix hands and passed bl
, Why diid 1 look back from the stady: ar
sbte of having a hatefl expression fustenm! in
- memory?  He staod jn the doseway; his

You
{dlat sunoriug

- n
:

, fnee was Hvid, except 1 vermllion spot in th
: . checks, aml his eyer gleumed as saavngely ns

wild anbal’™s.  An ugly determbnatjon wis oo
pressed In every fesjture. 1 reachaed the hav
of my room. Inmy hed lay Heile Alier, i (e
45 she had erept away from her nnr
to come and sleep with me, Dellghited, 1o uu"lll.
her up and Kissed her, so thrt siee wolte ap o
eried. I rocked her to steep again, . Then 1 put
S my lamp out and undressed, leaving ofl” a hate-

ful thought with every pin,  Phie windows cime

to the tioor, and opened 1ike i door on the apper

pinzza, | henrd @ quick snap the which
startled 1mue Like lightning I reenllid what
ticorge Denbigh had sald about ctimbinge the

i piazgn; a forehoding of danger, not hnmedite,
but in the future, troubled me,  What danger
acould come to ne, though I must tue her
T listened long, but un noise erone; el g1l
while I made n sudden ran for the bed, and In

It surlty fell sotund asloop,
s Papa,”™  said er, at the breadefust-tuble,
o] eried In the night, and my Anne rocked

e
Ifer father pinched her elieek and colored

D strungely, elattered his spoon, but made no re-
mnrk.

Gronge Denblgh sidd, presently,

o Whant makes Httle girls ery in the nigho?
: Ntrange noises
« Noj; kisse
1 mnde uo mentlon of the disturbanee: |
s wikhad afterward that I had.

bud vather
Misk Anne, wonlit

to ¥n into town this morning; |
stny here with you ladies.
yout read to me to-duy S
Laek of my chalr, and lenned over (t, as i he
Cmennt to speak contidentinlly to me.
< Wilson looked ot him intently.  HIis exp
jexves xhiowed wonder and  annoyanee,
iglmu:ml at me,
thought.
me?

H'
too, with o Hitle sudness, |
What wos that ereatiure doing hehlnd !
I looked to live for help, and she sur- .
mised that I was vexed,

s George,” she suld, suddenly

suucy and contident than usual this morning.
Provided you hinve any enpacity for mischiet, |
belinve you are prowl of it,”

«)Must have power somehow,” he lgliod,
pieking up his hat, and swingitge 1t fn ndiea,

Ta my great Joy, he was dotained in town,

and did not arrive ti Captain Wison amd | had

‘loug been gone.  When weo struek the long,
level rond, bordered by beautifu! trees, Captnin
Wiison turned to me with a hrppy smile,

of that house? [ do; [ joyous™

8o was Lo We grow huppy s g
moment. A little way ou e told e t

il Bl nn errant Lo do nt the station, and that he

;must leave e an instant In the ehinise; the
: horse, his pet, was siafe. OF conrse I ninde no
i objection. Tt wus durk whien we eume 1o the
! station on the Morehumn River, at 1the head of
! the Hitle Inldge, which we erossed 1o rlde to the
{ e Beyand the bridge the raflway lay, o

1 aetly shend of the horse,  Captadin Wilson wave
me the reins, Jumped oul, and  disappeared,
Five mitutes pussed, then (eng the homse turn-

his bit. I felt impatlent, and bent forward,
Suddenly the horse (rembled and shook the
chalse §
1y, su.ylnu “old boy,” and “old fellow
chnnee, looking to the right, 1 saw an nwful red
oye Iu.-nrlm.: down upoan me—the locomotive
The horse swerved aslde, wheeled, and thander-
. ed apon the bridge. 1 held at the relns, tuggeing
at them with & mad strength to keep hhm fromn
springing over the parapet. ‘Thon I saw Cnp-

; "oy
‘|
i tain Wilson hanging on his fore-shioulder. e

declurod ufterward that he jumped from the
statlon pintform clear weross the mad,  But the
horse was stopped by & word from hls master,

o Lhe
!
up- -

it shall

As ho presentind Iy, how |

«Well,” remarked George Denhiygh, o1 hate

1
And he ¢ume to the

.npl.nln X

sEyon Jook mores ¢

« Do you not feel free nway from the sladow

ful every

o hix beud buek (rst to the right, ther (o the |
left, pounded bis fore-leg, and began to chump !

he snorted, and 1 rattled the retns coft.

with & blow added betwoen the eyes, and T was
suvod trom 4 toreible neeldent,  Neither of us
spoke for & moment; Captain Wilion could not.
speak, for he was gusphu: At last ho xald,

s Oh, my darllng, 1 am so glad

I erlad i lttle, amd shivered o good deal, and
tricd to get hold of his haowds,

“Are you trlghitened, 1y dear 2

And T owas soothed till iy agitntion Brow
Into delight and peace.  The horse trotted on
meckly through the wooded rondj and IL was
wolly for we forgat hiim,  He canie to o stand-
SN fnally. Pereeiving tils fact, we laughed
as lovers generally lnugh,

soAm 1 right, Anne, In thinkigg that you may
love tue

s Yox, wholly risehit,”

sOWhat shall 1 say, then?
my lfe?

o .\ut. now—only
hpp)

Amd so anly the old Story was eepented—-told
nlways when men are honest and women are
in earnest. We passed the bogutiful ke siiver-
ad by the wmoon, slutded by the stleat woods, |

Tell the stopy of

of that which makes me

never saw thatb lovely ke aening 16 conld
never look the sumesggdn, for there never was
sueh a night me, I theve but one such

vever? o the way home we iglked of o hun-
;nlru--l thimg~, hionl clugpead i haned, | oelosely
foldel frone the night abe, my head aginst his
shoulder,

s D drensd reaching the house,” hie sabl, as woe
eaute in skht of the white wallse o We have
been riding throush the | antiehls to-nighe,

o b whllalead st bl Crons the plawve wh-—h-l
have toum! yor,'” L answered, with SO two
more i wurditles, Bat 1 did, for |
thaught of George Denblghe 1 lopesd e bad
not retiurnedy but he was there on the plazea,
, smaking,

Kk

e Have you T e plesosannt delaes 2 e s
I spwatis toth e e Are NYou bot
the dhweun Prain

s Awrnlly g I | IR 1]
Nover was wolse inomy it
Hn re wits hetrayal jn every nt, joy
and Goorge enbigh el it,
wveoas §owent in,
Uit lover,” he whispered, men-

over  te, Denhigh,

in
Ihe

pullml my ~|
Fvery ni

E Rinvg, b, atter I
lesud the s vio the stabbe, peeped (rom
cmy wlndow i still there, To my
surprvise, U osaw Cagtain Wilcan beside him, 1

cotteltgdoed Py
eiar. I e
I couhl not

LORR [YRIARTYENY S PR PR A TTRNS
bul was 1

o amoke n
voeseited o shieegn

r tysell foome listening to the
Smrmuar helow,  onee vaoje tase dbhove e
other ot intervids with o sirnge
RAY R P aiesd sowany ol b e

st
C s ot strange, perhaps, that T was ke
Theal the nent aday with hesolieebie, O
Cassiduous in her adtentions, conting in of'te
Cbut, oo my skieprise, she hromght e noe word
Cfrom .|]|l i W I|~||II

Dlenmeen ot Yot 2 1ol
1IN

R .||.x g Wilaom bz heens bivmareed
Crooqu all day, e <l at dinner,
wodin, bis whst, s heekoned i witly

tinge I elare not e natural,

il | It =0, e mny be

it perrinigess b ragt, aned fom o will

meb st entre ddose of fornaslity . 1 Inive besrd
'|||"| tulk with tiren aboul ree manners in
Cwotnen, 1 hove o tivues with him,  How

s Oh, Ohve! dear OHve ™ ol the Jears ran

cdown my fin

Jooare twervons, the doetaor

1 re
ferview

A «Lideh ineideat ot oue in-
¢ thie evenim bt Nothl g,
senl hebwern s bt o few wor
no bond, And el 1 b
Diel Jie toeday think e unwoima

§ mn~| see him oneer o that right
willh one who avowed fov nie, ir

merely Jor the sake ol passi an

evoeulige 1 eonld nat rise, how . lu-ln" sl

dizzy with pain. 'he sdoetor compeclled ane 1o

tadke aodrameht and renin bo sl The imtoler-

Cteble hlours waore sy F heand the clock in the
Ul seelkee teag, o wbduiziit o the honse
was stille 1 el il last, aned wolge, as |

i,

L supposed, by dre ol ting noise.  Buat,
il was I 1 saow by the Hglit of the night-

it p whiel Olive had placed tn the eloset thal
“my bllnd moved. Anoarm in o shirt-sleove
appeated, then g head was theast lasides; e bady
,followesd. It was Gicarge Daenthlght®se e i
one foot inskde the window, and with bis head

eenst jow, eeed so an ustant, @il withe-
drew, M) ng beeiae aentes He walbted
on thee vonisbie, 1 waited 1 ; the trath

s ht e in upon me, e aminntes

s, aned G mistling ol b
slipphieg down the pillare. s plan w
e

s he was
< evhient,

nid 1, wrappeel mysell in H,
down to et what I oespected to e
tuin Wilson stood [ his aperr doory
framds W tawintead s fhe sweit potired from his
Forehead 3 his e was drawn with distross, amd
Jradonsy fe real lfn,

Yot rricnd Wil b Were poresend 1y, 1 osaled
o I will confront the homt "

Cicarge Denblgh shol in then by e front-
donor, uml alosed It as It he were pirsued, st

i ¢ stdusth with hix sernmble in

s, e, Heaven forzive him ! o an
disarder,  He tarened frightiuliy
s fell on me s his juw vlmm al s
suw the pieture of <h
win Wikson, when e hehe le e
e Denbileh into his own parlor !
shrane awl huri Olive,” 1 osald,
by exposingg You, Gl pity her for e bsaads
sl hias fmllen inta! Butd here yoarcsbid? awn adl
cyour fraud, meanness, il vaoity Yon have
prictendal that ! ave re ved yott al night

Talrapging tae
wowill not

lu- iswered, ¢ how easy i1 was
uresightod lover to bell Il s heisn
ough far o wantnh ev
we " erfed Copitain W Ilmu. “you
t, my love, pray «

ool wanl

XTI TREAN
1apever fi
. Remember th
Cthis eresdare |
o 1 vowed )

Ruowa It troon the i

ot shiondd feel the lm-.mll g ol my

1 in some way,"” saald Denbigh,
ety yon waked apy 1 tho L your opinte
Cwattd silenee yeu, This is nest o su ~,

though : if not the rose, T lutve been e rLh
ahout [t
sThe rolten wmonkd,*

s gl the r

srlidenl Caeptaln Wllseny,
hias adiselosed jtself as youdid not

XK y Iy shane punishes me enougli.
;And hie showed me your pletare,
s AbD n rool jeftewa jeadous th
rge Denbigh, @ Whal safisty be
waiy of tuith !

semtolen from Odive,"" § sl
Yeu il saflicel,”

“Thie ph

*th,
warrants jn

s chenp trick.

d for alt me,” said G
Denbizhs tfone—=henten by sheer nes
otdent. W let us suppose yenrs 1o elubse.
You and I, Miss Anne, may totter on tho stuged
but ok ot our valinnt eaptnin,”

With this =hot he bneked out, with 1 poor
assumption of politeness, aud we heard him
stumblie,

e bt the by he where hio Palls;
o shadl T pustish myself Aane?”

Lbuit now

<




