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THE RURAL CANADIAN.

HOME CIRCLE. \

TWO ROMANCES; NOT TRAGIC.

—

L

‘ Ah, that odious posy again! No, Palmer, tako
it baok, and tell her to bring no more tlowers. I de-
test holiotrope ; don't you, General Duncan ?”

*¥Why, no, Miss Lorrimer,” replied tho Geneoral,
rising, and taking the little nosegay from the foot-
man’s band, * I think it is dolicious ; and theso othor
flov-ars aro exquisite. Only look at these violats, and
these pansies, with their golden hearts! Just the
thing for your hawr to-night, if you will pardon the
suggestion, Miss Lorrimer."

But Miss Lorrimer tossed her queonly head with an
expression of supreme disgust.

“ 1 shall wear diamonds and amethysts to-night,
General,” she said, *“not heliotrope. Pah! bow
insufferable the odouris! Take them back, Pzlmer,
and tell her I will pay for the embroidery some other
time."”

But the General fastened the blossoms in his but-
ton-hole. .

“ Beggipg your pardon, Miss Lorrimer,"” he bowed,
¢ I'will keep them. They are my favourite blossoms ;
the very kind we used to have at the old home, when
Iwasa boy. And I heve o fanoy,” he continuned,
“that these are not city flowers. I canimagine them
budding and blooming in some dim old conntry gar-
den."™

Miss Lorrimer langhed silverly.

 YWhy, General,” she cried, ** I did not dresm you
were 50 sentimental, aud you an old soldier, too !

General Doncan smiled, but he sighed, too; and a
sudden mist dimmed his eagle, groy eye, as an old,
old memory, tender and sacred, stirred in his heart,
awakened by the subtil fragrance of the blossoms on
his breast.

Ho touched the spray of heliotrope with a kind of
caressivo fondness, whiloits sweet and pecaliar odour,
with that strange power which odours alone possess,
recalled tho one dream of his young msanhood—a
dream 8o inexprossibly sweet and holy, that, although
it seemed to have for over faded from him, he
cherished and treasured it still in preference to any
living reality. Bat Miss Lorrimer's voico recalled
him.

“ Bat you are right,” she was saying. **They do
grow in the country, in an old cottage-garden, away
out in the suburbs. OQur seamstress cultivates them,
and brings them in to sell. Mamma nevor fails to
buy them, as an act of Christian charity. But [ de-
test the stupid things, and the girl, too, for that
matter, only her ombroidery is porfectly clogant.
Just look at this!”

The General glonced down at the delicately-
wrought fabric sho was unfolding, with a feeling of
tender pity for the frail fingers that had execated the
marvellous work.

« And she cultivates flowers, too ?"” ho said.
must bo ar artist in her way.”

¢ Oh, yes; no doubt!” lavghed Afiss Lorrimer.
¢ Mammsa thinks her & psragon. Sho supports an
invalid mother, I believe, and is quito as angelic as
possible. Bat I think we'll drop her for the present,
Goners), if yon don't object. How lato it is!™ she
added, consulting her jowelled watch; “the ovaping
has fiown so rapidly! 'Tis quite time for mo to
dress! Au scroir! and I trast yon'll tiro of your
heliotrope while I'm gone; 1 don't want my opera
spoiled.”

But an hour later, when the General and Miss
Lormrimer entered the glittoring cjoin-house, whero
Nilsson was to sing, the impolite General still woro
his littls posy in his buiton-holo; and while Miss
Lorrimer blazed beside bhim in her diamonds and
amethysts, and the music clashed in bis ears, he
seemod {o seo with an introverted vision.

Only ono eceno was haforo him : a garden bright with
tropic bloom, ard bathed in summer moonlight, and
filled with tho musical murmaur of falling waters, and
in tho midst of all, & young girl, dressed in white, in
somo gossamor material, standing by 5 garden-vase
that was full of flowers, and smolling of the purple
heliotropo that was part of its treasurecs, bafore sho
Plucked it for him, ns a farowell token. An! that
avening, skould he ever forget it?

The Juno moraing dawned royally in tho liftlo

*¢ She

cottago-garden shut in by n tangled hedge, and cat up
into multitudinous beds of blossoms and borries.

There wero clumpa of great roses, creamy white
aund vivid red, and beds of omerald ferns and waxen
lilies, and modest daisios and violets, and paunsies, and
luxuriant goraviums, and a wealth of fragrant, flour-
ishing heliotrope, and here and thore a bed of luscious
rod strawborries, and a gilded cage, from which a
goldfinch sang.

A charming, well-kept little spot; and it was all
the work of a feminine hand. 'The young girl came
down the gravelled walk now, in the dewy glow af
the June morning, wheeling an invalid’s chair before
hor—a fair, golden-hairod girl, with n faco that shono
like o pearl boneath hor broad market-hat.

““ Now, mother dear,” sho said, as sho wheoeled tho
chair beneath the odorous shade of a honoysucklo
bower, “you will be quite cozy, and the birds and
butterflies will koep you company till I como back."”

The invalid smiled, and unfolded a roll of delicato
ncedlework.

“1 wish you wounld put your work by,” continued
the girl, ‘“and take a good rest this nico morning.
Thero’s not a bit of need that you should work so
bard. See my flowers how they thrive ; and only
look at my berries! There are no finer in the market.
Littlo mother, we shall find ourselves growing rich
one of these days.”

“ Then, it wil be thu work of these busy little
hands,” repliod the invalid fondly kissing the little
brown hands that Auttered so caressingly atout her.

Alice laughed like a chid.

¢ It is 60 much nicer than teaching musio, or work-
ing st the needle,” sho said. I feel quito prond of
my vocation. Buti here comes Farmer Denham; I
must get my baskets ready, for it puts him in a bad
humour to be kept waiting. Goodbye, mother! Please
don't work much, and don't get lonesome ! I shall be
gono just the least bit longer than usual, bocanse I
shall stop and get you a nice cool wrapper with the
monoy my unknown friend sent me yesterday. I do
wonder who he could have been ?"

¢ Some friend of Miss Lorrimer's,” suggested her
mother.

*“He was a General something, the foolman said.
I did not catch the name. Waell, I trust he'll have
his roward ; and as I have his gift, I won't ¢all for
Migs Lorrimer's money to-day. She's so slow!
Qoodbyoe £gain, mother—I'm off now !

And away she hurried to get her dainty baskets
ready for the farmer’s cart.

General Dancan was out of spirits ; and, to tell the
truth, out of humour, too, despite the royal glory of
the June morning. Tho opera had left him with a
headacbe. He arose with the dawn, and mounting
his favourite mare galloped for miles across tho
country ; but the blooming apple-orchards and fra-
grant gardens only served to increase his unrest, and
he retwrned in 8 worse humour.

After breakfast he started down town for a stroll,
puffing savagely at his cigar, and weariog his hat low
down over his handsome, intelloctaal brow. Tho
General was quarrelling with his destiny, and feeling
that he had been & very badly-used man; and in
soe rospects this was true. Not many years back
he was nothing but a clerk to & merchant of fabulous
fortune. His employer bad an only daughter, fair as
a pearl; and with this daughter Harry Duncan fell
in love. She loved him in return, and their troth was
plighted ; but the angry father camo between them.
“His only child, the heiress of cll his thousands,
should not merry a nameloss clerk,” he said. Tho
danglhter was too gontlo and dutiful to disoboy, yot
-9 true and womanly to prove faithless.

In tho starry walches of a summer night, in the
fragrant bowers of hor father's garden, she me! her
lover for tho last time.

“ 1 cannot discboy my father,” she said, “but I
shall bo as trooe to you, dear Harry, ss if I were your
wife, and wear your ring as sacredly as if it were our
wodding-ring.”

They parted. But before Harry left, she stoopod
ovar & vaso of flowors, and selecting & bit of heliotrope,
gave it to him as a parting-token.

And {o this day, though ysars had passed, Harry
Duncan wore that bit of heliotrops noxt his heart.

Harry had A natoral aptitude for military affsirs,
and, as & cOnEGQUENCR, 800D roso to distinction in his
profession. But ho never forgot his early love-dream.
Amid tho excitoraents of camp sad feld, that swoet

momory lived in his beart, keeping it tendor and truo,
and pure from all vico. At the end of tho struggle
ho found himself a Goneral; and roeturning home,
learned that, in consequonce of tho death of o distant
rolativo, ho hud inkerited a handsome fortune.

Without an hour’s delay he set forth for tho oity
where he had once been a olerk, indulging tho fond
hope that hoe should find his early love. But all his
offorts proved utterly futile. 'The family had dis-
appoared. The father had failed, and had died. But
of his widow and hor child no tidings could bo
had.

Gonoral Duncan returned home, and went into
society, and was lionised at once, The brighteat
beauties put forth all their blandishments to win bim,
and foremost in thoir ranks was Miss Lorrimer.

8he was lovoly, accomplished, wealthy—wby not
take ber at tho word? She would make a queenly
wife. General Duncan mused after this fashion,
strolling down town that Juno merning, and half
turned on his heel determined to retraco his steps, and
make Miss Lorrimer a morning czll. But the in-
stant after he strode on again, smoking more savagely
than before.

“No, by Jovo! I can't doit. That little nosogay
has made a fool of me,” he muttered, glanting down
at the withered blossoms on his breast.

Suddenly a sweot, girlish voice attracted his atien-
tion.

 Heliotrope and heart’s-ease,” it.said.

The plaintive cry floated out on the summer air,
and fell unheeded on many cars, but not on his. He
had hed quite enough of heliotrope, but heart's-case
was another thing. He turned with a vague curiosity
to look at the owner of that pathetic voice.

Therssho stood, with Lier dainty baskets of blossoms
and berries arrayed beforo her, and o goldfinch trill-
ing in a gilded cage above her head. A fair, grace-
fal girl, with o face as tzue and tender as Heaven's
own mercy—a feoe he had seen before. Yes! but
whore? Tho General stood breathless and be-
wildered.

“Would you like some flowers, sir? These are
very pretty,” said the girl.

She held up a cluster of violets, and the June sun-
light struck the jewel on Ler finger, and flasked out a
showerof dazzling sparkles. General-Duncan nttered
a boarse cry, and caught the band in both of his.

‘* Alice !” he cried at last, **have I found you, my
darling " '

Tho swoot blue oyes opened wide, at first in surprise
and torror; then, hearing his words, and fecling tho
thrilling grasp of his hand, the girl gave ono searching
look. Through all the bronze and change of his
campaigns, she knew him. A beautiful fush rose to
her waxon cheek.

“ At last!* she murnnured, while the iears of joy
overflowed her eyes.  ““ Ah! I kpew yon would come.
I never doubted you, dear Harry-"

* And you have worn my ring all theso years ?2” he
questioned anxiously.

“] havo worn it as I promised,” she answered.

That night, in tho little cottage-garden, tho Goneral
heard hor story—2 simplo story enongh. Hor father,
when ho died, had left her invalid mother and herself
without aid or support. Prompted by her love of
flowers, sho had leasod her littlo garden, and reared
her blossoms and berrics, and sold them in the
market.

¢ And thoy brouoght you back to mo in the end,”
cried the cnraptured General. **Ah! I was suro that
heliotropoe possessed somo witching charm. Oh, my
love! my long-lost darling!"

A weck Iater thoro was a quiet marriage in ono of
the fashionable churches, and on tho following day
the newspapers announced tho departmre of Gencral
Duncan and his bride for » trip to the Continent.

* And to think, mamms,” romarked Miss Lorrimer,
sweetly, aftor having road the announcement, *‘that
I should havo brought it all about. Such a fortanste
thing for tho poor girl! And I trust ths voyage will
improve her mother. 1 foel much gratified, I am
mo."

And in less than & month Miss Lorrimer wedded &
man of threescore, but a millionaire.

II.

Tho handsoms dining-room in tho Aayberry man-
sion was all a-glitter with floods of gas-light, and tho
gonial glow of the firo—for Mr. Jouah Mayberry was



