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TR N B x : The girl was at the door in an i whi
5 S " misay? But thou, -you res, and soon almost the barememory of that face | ¢i- The girl was. in an isstant, with te face. It will be whiter ta-morrow be-
WHEN THEZFLOODS ARE OUT. yn,,-?_".' ke ’ ased away. Since then [ have seen many | k o vt o fore this time | N in garlands. The ladiss !ormL‘m it
potrigha S How o you lnow?' asked the girl ir women in meny countries, but not one Gt 'l:n : delﬁn.nd,dnhhqapmﬁn Mr, Alfred B. Wallace, the well known | gayly. One of them then became silent, and
! Tlma started, and logked down her dress. | . wyqc'ie menns by ‘hfe for life?" That im- who could win me to breik the vow I had . ‘ﬁhlhbml m"'- ity th.:;ﬂ i h'mhhmnﬂ the house, hﬂ’“hnhn:mdmhnu- then the other. Count Multedo, who Whs e
1 don’t know,” she answered ; “ "dldnnt plios  Tife possibly saved.” made. But, when I gaw you, I knew for the ; or nlz;m more, the river wing Ilma in the fall belief that his mind peunds & year. 3 with them, grew alarmed when neither of !
take it out. I must have dropped it. 17 «Buppose it did missy, his would be lost,” first time thé force of ' the power that 1 3 ] hgv‘ ts banks, and $his time the Mill | was : < mm“mmwm them replied to observations he made and
# Parhaps whilo you were playing ohess,” | :q Job, grimly; *“ and both must be lost.” thought more under my own control. I was | beauty from foreign ;:b comes your A m Dark D i T "An hour later Roland Sabine stood in #he | service ot Westminster Abbey on the 16th ﬁoﬂl:r‘- and all the more so that he
Bir Philip. 17 % Why? A life is given if it is given by | master of my own heart no more, Therewas | 'Tia no use to fame, Sabie; you ha % Darrell #" said Zeph, in a low | little wood near the Coalmere, talking in low | ult., and ocoupied s geat in the choir. The | felt oppressed by the perfume of the flowers. ;
ORo: T saw it when you left the table,” | 4o it o oiual death is not a necessity.” ‘one being in this world, through which I had freated me as Sir Philipweuld not have do tone, after a pause, filled up by the rush ol | tones fo Job and Zeph Heston ; and,as the trio | celebrated Canon Farrar preached on the When he eaused the urrhm stop and 3
; said Boland, |7 % Well, of eo:rse,” returned Heston, **the wandered so many years, who was to enter | whatever his ancestor did. ~ He' vain, mingled with and almost drowning | parted, Zeph nodded with & look  of jon to an i d opened the window he found insensible,
m; m‘l" hke “wn:‘ﬂ;h;m 'M"'Ng::rﬂ:;;; oarse is doubtfal to sume extent ; but I fancy | into my life and make it h;r Idown ;h:;:d ;‘l:: ;:EI:;I: m{I‘llo', m&ll::'d never .!:ul | the %‘1 ‘rl:pl:e.duﬂcllml 1y, “ be'll dis }_Vuﬂdi::ﬂ':mm and said, ‘;Ll .r’il_‘:‘; Col. Deakin, & former Manchester brewer, :‘:‘ 'h; l;ognmﬁﬁd 'h:ll taken into ‘:rd
Ilma looked round her. b | Sir Philip hi v -haired child, with elou 01 irl he couldn’t marry, ¥ i steadly, d 3 pped some 25), € e g , caught a_severe y
Sir Philip himself takes it rather that he'll | one was a golden. p;on e | and the Yoreign missy to0. You saw her with | his ?ochl and said, % Agreed—all one tome, mb&mnl u:ﬁ’:;.%.&)léf‘, ), €00, | 4o the sudden exposure. ah

lose his life some way. Don’t be the other | eyes that spoke to me a language they were ! 1 | his
party, that's all, misey ; you're far too hand- y Zeph, I knew how it would be ; | sir. :

Then Roland 2 baok towards the vil- mlr.AlkedTmnan.lhoPoethmw.la

not conscious of uttering.”
health, and has_ been staying in the

Rol ';.{ou will have to give me another.”
Just then Rose drew near.

Roland, we want you for whist; and Some to lose your life.” He paused a moment ; his voice failed him;
y . y i . poor
Baakel hesnopariner, Come ok’ | _ Lt buroed wwsy hnghtly and wilked on. vot Tima whispered sy | 208 g b ot bomewrde: o wend o tarier | oWt T pradusin of i THE TENDER PASSION. '
- W 1 y P
’ Job stood and looked after her. isso® ¥y DS cather die with and tt "'h:‘ '“'“'"i ‘n, “'P&"h"’ Taod. "The Cup,. was 80 anxiously looked for,| A Ymml:* ‘1‘—“ Gets Upon the Ragged -

first to win your heart, Philip, and that even

that the h office was t open in
on that morning when you saw me on the &.:demp kept ope

make a pretense of waiting to hear classical
Mr, Tennyson might hear the

music; 8o he was fain to be & viotim —and s that to be it, I wonder?” he said to
i

« Zeph,” said Roland, grasping the girl's

i himself musingly. * The young Bquire fan- 3 : 5
. never was there & more unwilling one. : ", 5 5 ¢ iver bank you gave me what must ev be | wrist, * tell me what you know. fAre . mgmqu &olynen at three o'clock, | and his heart full of a foul design that Le s " i
“Will you play Shat lask piece again 7" ‘i:;iill}l::'i:rtlfen:ie'l':lmﬂle'ﬁl:i'x:lfzé o oo o 87 | falking like this to torture me, o do you yain still fell in torrents 4ill nearly | scarcely cared even to try to veil with a i st nadimuiind | i P T e ‘
asked Darrell, a8 s0on 68 he was gone. | o Syuire jsu't one to take it coolly if his | Ay he said bitterly ; * butIshould have | mean that Tima Costello has fled with ; and st that time the Coalmere was | euphemism. e it n e Uy, Praderick robust young man lately made his sdvent in
nﬂmm s complied, and, while she phfd'- Fae girl is taken away from him. I don’ know | been stronger. I did struggle, Heaven knows, | rell 2 . y between its green banks, & He had not told Zeph thewhole truth when “m'yh':' i e :be life of the poet Words. ‘é‘"m":l*’ having previously gyrated

of Jﬁx?nzﬂlzﬂwk:,ﬂild:;uig‘.“ 1“"3:.: what he'd do—something many wouldn't ex. | 40 conquer, bup Aot By mn:lldy ﬂm‘:‘g‘ lh:-og. B b Hz’ph q\hm’. ‘i'hud [~ The 'lt::'?,n:g.' more'n two feet -i;me ::rh\l.?ntm;llz‘:dlhl::ld have o&-ﬂd n'nl.l:ld "z"a':' for “Englishmen of Letters ¥ No uh.on mﬂmlei Bg‘::‘lil;toumbh and 2

. ). 3 i — i 0} H jor her " ey
g ot. As for the lord, he'd carry her off; myself into temptation till I had sougl # home now ; but I saw on e L e | o ma thes (et chante. was %0 na’ " her | modern poet g 2 much said of him 88 | brought 'before the Polise Magiswrate t:.:

ething | 1 i ’ : . B i fam? dal
Roland’s little-cared for rose. He did no Jou, defying my fate, and given my whole | together twenty ‘minates ago; he was leading | six o'olock this morning,” said Wordsworth, notwithstandiog he was not re- | charge of breach of the peace, commitied to

pe

. . hat's the Darrell wdy.” f . e % ), .

jok it up at once; but, when Ilma bad Bn- | * . . . . . heart to you ; and then, when 1 believed you | his horse and she was by his side. Drop your | man to Zeph. “1f I was your father, I d | him ; he had enly told her the alternative, as v

 playing, he raised it and placed ib on |y o300 morning dawned clearand sunny : loved me’, Tima—ah, forgive me for the cruel | hand, Mr. Sabine; you hutt me, Just a bit | clear out of the Mill ; for there’s no saying though it were entire scheme ; and, if garded Al: h‘; dl'g‘d‘: ar ";‘ ‘hP":'.:’kh“ ““‘mu to jail and released after a fow days incarcera-

the piano before her. | but Tima awoke  with & heavy load of droad | tests I put you to, wnd ngver blush how, dear | above the village they stopped and said good- what msy happen if the rain comes again to- Tims chose that, his crime would perish i ‘: e 'uch'lu:lfl unown 88 | tion. Heis in comsequene in s state of
* Your rose,” he said. ‘1 wonder I did | [ grief on her heart. She could not moet | one, that your heart betrayed a truth it | bye. He didn’t kiss her then, though there | Dight as it did last night.” with her. The Hestons dared mot be- | thelake scboo o/ Boch bB‘ ol alluded to | hubli and wants to let the

not see it earlier ; it fell close to me. ' was nobody by that they could see; but he| * We'll have to go to uncle’s yonder,” |tray him, for his guilt was theirs, m‘{"“-. Byron, in his bitter way allu public know the whys and the wherefores

i as in  some in his “English Bards" as : which led to so untoward a ent,

« Thanks.” There was no pleasure in her
face. She took up the rose as if she hardly
knew what to do with it. * The stalk is
broken off,” she said, with a perplexed look
« 1 an't put it back in my dress ; it's not
much good now ;" and she let it drop on the
0 again.”

Darreil bent forward with a quick-drawn
broath, and his deep gray eyes flashed.

« You have not always eo treated the gift of
8 flower,” he eaid.

Crimson as the rose itsell were Ilma's

Roland ; he would tannt her about Sir Philip,
and her face might betray her. The dread
grew to an everlasting terror ; and the girl
determined to fly from the impending inter-
view, the more 80 as Miss Darnford said at
breakfast that she was going to visit some
of the poor people, and, as Ilma never ae-
companied her on theze oceasions, she would
be left alone.

* What are you going to do with yourself,
my dear ?” asked Miss Durnford.

" I shall take a ramble presently, auntie,
perhaps.”

shonld not recognize !—I thought the last
cord that bound me had enap| et I
made one more effort to be true to myself.
On that last evening that I saw you 1 re-
solved to keep away from you—I would try
to discover whether your love was but a girl's
fancy—and in one second of time all was
swept to the winds of heaven, save only my
love for you. And now masi your dear life
be sacrificed for ming ? Oh, Iima, when you
will not believe my evil fate, it is your great
love that speaks | ~ But, even so, is my guilt
the less in winning you ? —for I cannot plead

d Zeph gloomil t across the

stood still where she'd left him snd hed
her. When she'd gone on a bit, she looked
back, and he kissed his hamd to her. You
don't like it, eh ?”’ for Roland stamped his
foot, and, with a terrible imprecation, ground
it on the path.  ** Well, go angd tell him go;
but you can’t save her if she loves him ; you
know that.”

« By the heavens above, he shall not have
her I said Roland, in blind fury. *“I will
take her from him, or they shall perish $o-
gether! I swear it!”

bridge.

« And I'd see to it before nightfall if I was
you,” eaid the lockman. * I'd warrant the
jord’s life as soon as I'd warrant the Mill to-
pight ‘if the rain comes on heavy ; and,
once the floods are out, how'll you get away,
even if the Mill don't go—and it's bound
0 2"

Early inthe afternoon it became known
that k{: Heston and his danghter were trans-
ferrring all mevables from the Mill to places

sort an instrument to falfill the curse of her

ancestress. Moreover, in to her
firat, he had filled her foolish undisciplined

heart with with wild hopes for the future, till

he gave the girl canse o think that he would
some day make ber his wife. What the n.mll

“ The simple Wordsworth, farmer of a lay
‘As soft s evening in his favorite May.
The English publishers are beginning to
discover that they made amistake in publish-
iog books at such high prices as they have
been accustomed to issue them at. Lord Bea-
field's “E

would be when Zeph found herself
Roland did net ask himself ; he was nota
man who at the best of times was able o fore-
east beyond & short period, or to hedge
round any contemplated misdeed with safe-
gusrdg; and now he was in no condition of

dymion” was published in three
volumes at $7.87 for the set, while in Canada
the price of the complete work in one volume
was seventy five eents, and in Harper's
Franklin Liberary form at tweaty cents. It

e denouem

With this view he has written a letter for
publication in the Jowrnal, in which he en-
deavors to make clear the origin of the
trouble. Tha letter, however, deals with
questions which are ss yet not proper for
newspaper publicity. There are some points
about it, however, that will bear a little venti-
lation, and perhaps will shed sufficient
light upon & case which has to »
certain extent been buried in mystery, sup-
g:sing. of course, that the young man's story

a true and faithful narrasive, which he

g i

choeks and brow ; her eyes, half turned to Nl sy " . ho Scarth Abbot side of theriver, 3 37 . . =

. b "y 11, dear. How odd it is,”" con- doubt. Zeph’s cyes flashed.  She sprang forward | of safety on t teide of the river, , ) 0 is surprising that such high prices continue

him, had seen the look of his, her esr had ﬁnu“"ym"'; Ds:lord, :;ing he;ﬂm“e‘_ « Guilt?” - The girl almost smiled. | and grasped the young man’s hand. household goods being depogited, with a rela | mind for even ordinary precautions. Had | to be paid for works in England. avers is the case. The first scene mu ina ;

oaught—nay, to her very heart had rung— « Your heart, I think, spoke better in_ that | ** Count on me,"” she said. “ I hate her | tive of Job's late wife, who was only & cousin, | Sir Philip Darrell at that moment sppeared | A goose ninety years old would hardly suit mg hlouso xp‘h Hsm;::m.md young {
inlove with a beauteous 4

the tone in his voice. Yet ehe knew nothing

strings, ** that Sir Philip has not been this

way for so long! It makes me very anx-

thag your reason. You know I am not an

as you hate him, and will hate her when she
scorns you ; for she will. Ay"—as Roland

though Zeph called him “unele.”

No one liked the Hestons , 8o, even in his

before him, he would moss likely have sprung
at him with the ferocious inetinet of & wild

those who are fond of @ tit-bit, There is said
to be one, nevertheless, of that age, at Little-

maiden, versed in music both voeal andin-
prosns Slesgagpd e

and folt nothing clearly. Bhe had a sensc | ;. “g, geems determined to dare to the atedr ekeptic, Philip. I was'at first; but
of losing some safeguard, of haviog some vail bastoet ™ after what Theard, I could be so no longer. | shook off hier hand her voice_rose almost fo 8 present exiremity, Job could obtain liktle help | beast, and without a second’s consideration of | ote Farm, in Wiltshire, England. We bave ' I, and ’ com-
or mask torn from her. 8he saw how D“"‘;R T made no answer ; and Miss Durnford | But why s there only one veading to the | shriek—* its of no_use, Roland Sahine! | but what be paid for. He kuew that if be | his inferiority to his antagonist or of the con- | heard of century plants and the like, but & panion. Therewas another lady in the house
read her conduct about the ﬂ"?"’“h habeh %' | went out with ber mind tolerably at rest | fuldlment of the prophecy ? You il allow | If she loves Philip Darrell, she must die; | had sent uj to the Court Sir Philip would | sequences to himsel if even he succeeded in | hundred year old goose is & rarity indeed. who professed to be smitten with the young
wen her ; but she could not, in thatbewil | \oorming Dark Darrell and her beautifal e abiguous. yet beliese that it can | sud you know is. ¥ou take her from him | | have s gang of Iaborers to aid him; the life. : A aneodote i8 'of Daniel | mon, and on learning that he_was paying'at-
moment, ell whether he was right or | | ;o point only to the extinction of your house.” | Ha, ha 1”—and she laughed loog and ~+bat Job wonld not be “bebolden” to Sir ‘Wwas the change tha evil passions | 0'Connell and Mr. Soulburn, then the Eng- tention to the beauteous maiden aforesaid, ¥
wrong. Sha could not think at -:} 0. o walkod with ber aunt to the gate, and [ *** Life forlife,’ " repeated Darrell ; * and | Before the echo of ber laughter bad | Philip for nothing. had ht}nwm—nhn fow hours. | lish Chancellor of the Exck The was fived with the green eyed monster |
arrell, o man of the world ‘hh ”» 'l']‘?' noted which road she took ; then she went | gladly would my lite by laid down for you, | died sway, Roland was hundreds of yards| The miller expressed no regret for tho im. | His cheek was livid and haggard, his nether | had been staying st o hotel, while traveling, | J and ]
man’s subtlety of perception, d‘“’ shst ]: 8 | ook to the house, eaught up her hat, and | Iima ; bat, even then, should I not bring to | from the spot, speeding he knew not whither, | pending destruction of his property. Ho hiad | lip was drooping, and his eyes were wild ‘and | without knowing of each other's presence. No matter whero this young man weiih
ohild who turned from him and knew nob l;" left the premises the back way ; but instead | you bitterest woe ?” Not homewards, fox he dared nob be seen | amassed a good sum of money, and coald | bloodshot ; suy one who had seen him | They accepted rooms on the ssme flas, and The siren still pursued him.
to answer him had given him more than her « Woe to which death were happiness,” | there ; nor to the Grange, for ke could no | easily reinstate himeeH elsewhere ; and otifer seatod in that dreary place, with his elbows | were restless. In the course of the night First with all the blandishments and

lips could have told him, than her whole
heart, half chuld’s, half woman’s, could have
told herself ; and back on his soul came the
surge of the reaction. The daring words he
had spoken should never have passed his
lips. Had he said too mueh to draw back in
honor ? ®Nay, if she loved him, of what use
to draw back. It would be too late too save
her. * 1! Ilma was still a child in many
thimgs. How shounld she give to him, he
asked himself again, in so short & time, such
love a8 he gave to her? At least he could
test it, at least he could find out by absence
if he had won @& woman's heart, or only. the
girlish lowe that was more of the imagination
than the heart.

Quickly all this flashed through 8ir Philip

the river, ehe took an
running for some distance
till she had put half a mile or more of
wood and field between herself and Scarth
Abbot, and then she dropped into & quick
walk,

of going towards
oppogite eourse,

CHAPTER IX.

Iima had not the least idea where she was
going, and did ot care,solong as she escaped
Roland. Indeed she wanted to escape from
every living thing, and the wilder the country
grew the better pleased she was. Up hill and
down dale she wens, and along rocky paths,
till she came at last to a deep gorge, the sides
of which were thickly clothed with verdure.

The place looked like an enchanted dell,

said the girl passionately. ** But Philip, life is
given by will as by @eed ; moy not that be the
expiation 2" 7

Sir Philip started violently.

« I cannot—I dare not think it,” he said
hurriedly, * Not if the hope were too bright

« You have lived so long, Philip, in’ the
shadows that the light blinds your eyes ;
bus, come life or come death, I am still
yours."”

« Not to share death —just Heaven forbid I’
he said, looking upwards.

+ Philip, Plulip, what are the mere years
of existence when all is gone that makes life
more than time 7"

Darrell gazed down wonderingly at the ex-

meet Ilma in her aunt’s presence. He dashed

feelings which might have clung round the
inberi of his fathers seemed to be all but

into the woods, and there d till long
after darkness had fullen, now walking wildly
to and fro, now lying on the ground ius
chaos of thought that made him feel at fimes
as if his reason were leaving him, He never
doubted that Iima had met Sir Philip Darrell
by appoiniment : aud she had either forgot-
ten her promise to himself or had delibemtelg
#nored i1t. He swore again that she shoul
be his, or die with the lover sbe had pre-
ferred to him.

In Roland Sabine’s nature there was a
ferozity that no one would suspect who saw in
him a frank, perhaps at times sullen tem-
pered, North-Country squire. His love was,
after all, a selfich passion ; it was incapable

obliterated by thegrim satisfaction with which
he contemplated a ruin that would include,
a8 he believed, that of the last representa-
tive of false Sir Ingelhard, and which would
fuifil the curse. He said little indeed,” but
glanced anxiously at river and sky, and once
remarked —

+ Maybe this'll be Dark Darrell’s last night
on earth ; the Mill won't be there at sunrise
le-moxow.”

CHAPTER XL L
Nothing but the rain and the fate of Bir

Philip Darvell was talked about at breakfast
at the Larches. Roland’s face on the night

on his knees and his hand proping his chin,
might well have deemed that he had com-
mitted er contemplated some deadly erime,

Although the rain had ceased at Scarth
Abbot, it was pouring down over the far-off
hills, and the storm might sweep over Scarth
Abbot again that nmight. The river rose
steadily ; and numbers of villagers watched
anxiously the progress of the floods, and pre-
disted that ~hether the rain came or nct
the river would certainly overflow a$ the turn
of the night, if not before; though what
mysterious influence the midnight hour had
upon tides and currents was not explained.

Black and heavy the clouds rolled up from
the west, till the whole sky was one blaak
canopy, beneath which the river rushed foam-
ing and roaring ; and against the inky back-

©'Connell rose, and partinlly dreseing himself,
paced the hall, and all at once, striking an
attitude he repeated the famous lines from
Moore :
“ We tread the land that bore us,
The green flag flutters o'er us ;
The friends we've tried are by our side,
And the foe we hate 's before us,” x
Just as ’Connell had uttered the last line
Mr. Soulbum, whom he heartily detested,
passed ous at his room door, and as a matter
of course, heard the words which seemed to
exactly suit the oceasion.
The following is gaid to be a tranelation of
the evening song of Polish children :
« The stars shine forth from the blue rky ;
How great and wondrous is God's might |
Shine, stars, through all eternity,
His witness in the night,

witchery the sex are capable of in the way of
arch glances and winning smiles.  But the
young man was proof against such archery,
and resisted them because as he says he was
in love with the beauteous maiden, who filled
his heart to its full capacity that a responsive
love was capable of. Then the siren who
wished to win this young man, finding hec-
gelf foiled, pursued him still more, he him-
gelf hath said it in quoting the language of
the poet :
“ Hell hath no fury
Likea woman scerned,”

He then detailed his grievances t7 the lady
poss of the boarding house, and so much did
it prey upon his mind that the average board-
ing-house hagh had no charms for him, nor
did he care & rap if the butter had one hair

Darrell's mind—so quickly that there was | and brought to Ilma’s ready imagination the | quisite face through which the woman's soul | of selt sacrifice. What he desired to possess i A

scareo & mo nent's pause before he lmd his | old legend of the knight who rode with the | ghone so clear and strong. Was shis the | should be Liis or should belong tonoone else ; | before had plainly ghowed that something | Broun the doomed Mill stood out white and « @h Lord, Thy tired children keep ; in it or & dozen, or whether the e 3

hand lightly on the keys, as though he | cross hilt of his sword upiifted through the | happy careless child be bad seen but & fow rather would he destroy what he valued than | was very wrong; but he had vouchsafed not | 8bost ike. Eéep us who knaw und feel Thy might bacon were done $0 s tarn or nndenlou:: ::u'

were speaking of some piece of music 8o her, | e chanted groves. She wondered if the super- | days before dancing in the sunshine, with- | allow another to have it. He had displayed | a word of gxplanation, going straight to his Just when darkness had fallen on the Tlvl\r:dTgxl-.-,:,c‘:g;:1‘1‘3.::;’:1“";”&3Uﬁ eep, vet if the coffee settled upon its own g

and, forcing back from eye and lip all that | stition of the country folk had peopled the | out it would seewn, a thought for the mor- | this trait evenas a lad. He bad shot & favor- | room ; and now he was equally uncommauni. | 8%€5€ two figures came out frem the wood ok e : or didn's setéle at all P‘Funll th 3{70'::

made his hoars beat 8o wildly, said earnest- | glen with elves and other mysteriona beings, | row 2 ite pointer that had acqaired troublesome | cative. He sat at the table while the buzz of and passed down to the lock bridge, and one Shino, stars, :::F‘::x:ﬁl‘:ﬁulg? b, o didul e s h'jn S oin :d br:”:::
and if the hoof-marks her quick eye detected | « Oh, my heart, my heart,” he said, with |tricks ratber than allow a neighbor with | talk went on around him, and did not utter a | —8 «aans figure—vanished in the shadow ; May sll things evil from us fly ; sy and he packed his grip-sack mdu,w or

ly—

T I should not pain you, Ilmu;let my
words pass—not 88 8 jest—no—1 wounded
te-day by a jest, bornof my own pain—but as
a thought too hastily spoken, 8 thought that
my life is not barren of at least a kindly
memory."”

What a bitter mockery to him were such
words! They pained ler, but they gave her
gelf-command, and she was for the timo even
grateful to him ; later, in the gilence of &
sleepless night, she saw their hollowness, and
knew that his heart had spoken in that first
look and tone.

« Kindly memory " she repeated very
low. * Why shonld you not think eo 8ir
Philip ? I owe you too great a debt of grati’
tude to fall short of so much as kindly mem-
ory.”

' You give me a problem to solve, Ilma ;

among thethick mossthat carpeted the ground
were those of a headless steed, like the one
that haunted the precinets of the Alhambra.

The entrance to the gorge sloped gradually
from where Ilma stood. Atanother time she
would have deliberately skirted the verge for
the pleasure of serambling down ; but now
she had lost her wild high spirits, and walked
onwards slowly, swinging Ler hat and listen-
ing to the singing of the birds in the trees,
and watching with dreamy interest the sun-
light smong the leaves. Deeper and deeper
she went into the dell, thinking she w uld
discover the outlet; for, she argued, there
surely was an outlet, since the hoof-marks
wers still visible going one way, and there was
no sign of & return journey.

It was strange, the girl said to herself, that
she had never beard of this wildly beautiful
Stay ! She stcod still a mo-

inexpressible eadness. ** I have rebbed you
of your happy ehildhood, and have given you
in exchange a love that must pierce you like
a two-edged sword !’

« But, ah, the joy with the pain,” she
whispered, hiding her face. * And is not one
hour of more than earthly happiness worth
long years of dull content ? 2

« Dost thou so love me, darling ? "

He could say no more, but bowed his head
on hers again in silence ; and he was almost
won to her faith, and the bitterness almost
passed away in the glory of her sublime
love.

The sun was not past the meridian ; but
time was unheeded in the enchanted glen
Gentle Hassan seemed content to be forgotten
for the slight dark eyed girl to whom his mas-
ter spoke 80 low and tenderly ; and the birds
sang softly in the deep folinge.

whom bhe was on bad terms to have the
animal. »

He would rather have scen Ilma Costello
stretohed dead at his feet than happy in 8
rival's arms. Fearful as the thought was he
did not put it from him, or even try.to do so.
fle narsed it with a fierce triumph, and even
noted with a grim satisfaction,as he at length
walked homewards through the night, thas a
heavy ecloud hung solitary in the heavens,
otherwise elear, which scemed to brood over
the river, and that the air was close and
heavy. Ina fewdays—it might be & week,
it might be less—the floods would be out!

Ilma, kneeling at her chamber window,saw
that cloud too, and bowed her sunny head ;
and she prayed—ah, how earnes Iy | —with
bitter tears, for her lover. BShe had not told
her aunt of her . interview with, Sir Philip
Darrell. The old lady had received her with

word. His appetite —usually hearty—had
deserted him. He drank eagerly, asif con-
samed by thirst, but ate nothing; and his
mother and sisters arrived at the conclusion
that he had eeen Ilma, spoken to her, and been
rejected. Rose tried strenuonsly to banish
Sir Philip's name from the conversation, and
succeeded partially, but not entirely.

Directly after breakfast Roland withdrew to
his study, and locked the door; and no one
ventared to intrude upon his solitude, The
heavy fall of rain till noon frustrated his orig-
inal intention of seeking Ilmain the morning:
but, as soon as it abated, he sallied forth
and, a8 he crossed the hall, Rose rushed up to
him breathless.

« Roland, Roland, have you heard ?”

« Heard what ?” said her brother roughly.
«I have heard nothing."”

 Why, Job Heston is leaving the mill! It

the other ran swiftly towards the Grange gar
den, which, at the back of the house, stretched
to within a few hundred yards of the river.

A3 Zeph—for it was she—drew near to the
gate of the garden, her keen eyes detected &
form standing just without; and her vengeful
hear gave a glad bound.  The nex$ moment
Ilma hed sprung forward, and Zeph was
pe:’nnng for breath, pressing her band to her
side.

“ What is it? What is the matter ?" asked
the Canadian hurriedly, her thoughts flying
instantly to Boland, who had left her in 8o
distraught a state of mind.

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]

_———
FONETIK READING.

The komparison oy the fonetik method of
reading with the old romanik iz almost 1£k

Oh stau s, good night, good night 1™

In spesking of the late Mr. Carlyle, partic-
ular reference has been made to to his friend-
ship with the great Scottish preacher Edward
Irving. Mrs, Oliphant in her ** Life of Irving”
says: ‘*Among all .the fellow students of
Edward Irving therejare no names which have
attained more local celebrity, except that of
Thomas Carlylo, whose fame has overtopped
and outlasted that of his early friend.” In
1810 she says Carlyle thus spoke of Irving:
“The first time I saw Irving was in his native
town of Annan. Hv was fresh from Edin-
burgh, with college prizes, high character and
promise. He had coie to sée our school-
master, who had glso been his. We heard «f
famed professors, of high matters classical,
mathematical, s whole wonderland of know-
ledge, nothing but joy, health, hopefulness
without end looked out from the blooming

Buffalo, **all bruk up.” He next appeared in
8t. Catharines, hoping perhaps that change
of scene and change of air would do him gocd.
But alas, in an evil hour—
“In thoughts that breathe

And words that burn,”
he wrote a letter. He says it was & harmlees
effusion, and wants to see 1t again, as the
4 sight of it would be good for sore eyes. This
letter was supplemented by a card, and upon
this evidence of his chirography he was placed
on the shelf to ruminate on the glorious un-
certainties of the law. He claims that if all
the knowledge of this case were unearthed
from the profound recesses of his true inward-
ness, it would make a harrowing story cf &
young man's vicissitudes
There is another side to this affair, which
may perhaps afford a reasonable solutien,
viz , that he has been the victim of a joke,

for, by my faith, I cannot discover h.»wll am | gpot before. 1 V ob Hestc Y !

your oreditor. I thought I was a debsor. Hush ! | ment, trying to remember. Yes ; had not Softly, little by little, yieldiog to his ques- the joy of one relieved from keen anxiety ; | i8 said that il it rains to-night as it did last | ) o5 . Y " ¢ young man.” But, perhaps this was still a 4 i
| i r ) i i ; ¢ 18 will : mparisou of evrithing with nuthing. S : ¢ which he has, seriously taken to heart, and
ast wor only the other duy, talked ef the | tions, Iima, confessed to her lover how she | and she had told Ilma that Roland bad called night the floads will be so great that the mill | y "y o ¢ bk sistem we kan read eni  word higher tribute paid to him through | Co t Ty e thnyt e voldiatad i 'the

Give me a woman's privilege, the
unless you will take it in music ; and J would
rather listen to Schumann thin fathom enig-

mas.”

So Ilma played again ; and, when she roge
to leave the piano,ehe forgot the poor damask
rose, and the piano lid closed over it, and it
died there neglected.

Rose,
Abbot’s Dell, which was said to be haunted ?
No doubt this was the place. Haunted !
Then she need have no fear of meeting any
one. But the hoof-marks! The girl had
moved onward, but now halted again with a
sudden throb at her heart” There was one
man who cared nothing for peasants’ tales.

had suffered during those days of kis absence
from her, and how, when slie knew her ewn
heart, she feared him, although she yearned
to see him again, so that she would have fled
from him at the moment she beheld him if it
bad been possible.

« Sweet one "'—he could not help smiling
now—* you sought all unconsciously, what

twice, and had gone to search for her. Tims
had been very penitent ; but she had only
said that ehe had been for & long ramble and
did not know how the time had passed —which
waas strictly true : and Miss Durnford had
been satisfied with the explanation.

But now the old lady could not sleep, for
she saw the black cloud hanging in th? sultry

will be washed away,”

« Ah, by Heaven ————"

Roland paused suddenly, and a lcok came
into his face that made lhus sister recoil—a
look she remembered afterwards, and resd
rightly then; now it only filled her with a
vague horror.

“ Roland " she eried, in a tone that startied

P M. ronolleati

we fynd with perfekt eaz. In the romanik
sistem we are not shure ov the promunsiashn
ov even the komon wurds of the langwaje.
It takes seven long years tu learn tu be but &
poor speler, az it wer, in the romanik sistem ;
and bus three days, after mastering the alfa-
bet, tu learn tu be a komplete speler in the
fonetik sistem. Kompair three dayz with

through the equmns of Frazsr's Magazine :
« But for Irving I had never known what the
communion of man with man means. His
was the freest, brotherliess, travest human
soul mine ever came in coutack with, I call
him, on the whole, the beet man I have ever
found in the world, or now hope to find.”

Carlyle was a rare compound of oddity, dis-

only way that seemed open to him, i. e., t0o
write a few lines, which proved to be no joke
to those interested.

GRIGGINS'S DREAM.

Grigﬁins hes turned dreamer, and was in

But, when Ilma dressed to go back to t})e E}:; glliﬁvri\?;dc:vez?rde hi:vzutl:wbi:g! siign llg: you would most avoid. . There is_not ove in sky ; and she stole goftly to Iima’s him into trust and apparent contradiction, but as has | to-day to tell his latest visi H h

s 3 ] irds y L 3 3 “ . . ~ e & g i i € i 1 -4 o is la vision.
?'“‘l!::;e""‘l‘;“g":nﬁ“;l}“l‘mﬁl:ﬁi‘:‘w‘;::xw;:{‘:;{ hes and the 1 q She | in these parts who will enter this vale save | and opened she door, The girl started up | * 8o/ he snid musing® * the Mill is :"v:énfn"_’h“ 1;:"‘ d':lm]d.:.uh:d R :':: already been said of him, in spite of his al. drearod that he died o ot $0° Heavam
rom + | hstened. There was & desd silence, though | myself ; $here is no outlet st the other end, | from the window and came to meet her, ™ duomed? Wali, Rose, 1 am going to seehow | 1o oo 0 on not K speling 'Ktlh' . leged oynicism, he was a man of the tenderest | which of course was a strange dream, a8
things are ; and I will step down and have & PTO- | foeling. With the death of his wife, which | we mentioned to Griggins ; but then druml.

knowing not where else to put them, for she
dared not carry them in her hand lest they

indeed on the mossy ground even a horse's

as you imagined, and I had ridden through
the glen only ten minutes before I met you;

« Auntie I
+ My dear child,” said Miss Duroford, * it

talk with Job.”

nunsisshn. Pronuneiashn iz wan thing'and
speling iz another. If wun noez how ta pro-

was caused by a nervons shock consequent

always go by contraries, and it is quite

ghonld be seen. Miss Durnford and Ilima step would not be;u-.lible till the animal were 5 L &y a0 He o it ted hish g
s ol e Zalei within twenty yards. o there was fate in this at least. No snare | is past eleven, an you are not even un- passed out, moun is horse,and rode : upon seeing her pes dog leap ‘out of her car- sible that the rale hol in Grig-
were to return in the -carriage, and Zuleika | Tgy 0" on and examined the marks | ever set for bird was more complete.” drosged. What are you doing by the open | away. When he reached the Grange, he ;o.n::-mﬂ::.lw&r;i; ‘;;n‘eht?k-lh’ni‘::]‘;'oge ;"u;i riage window, he lost control of himself, and E?Sn ety - Eheiple Tele o B iory

was to follow them. As the farewells were
being said, Roland continued to whisper to his
cousin—

« You remember what I asked to-night

more attentively. An Indian would- have
madoe more of them, light as the impress
was ; but Ilma could see that they were those
of a smallhoofed animal, though whether

st Then—oh, Philip, if anyone was seen me
enter the glen it will be said 1 came to meet
you!”

«Itis unlikely that you have been seen;

windows ?"’

+ Watching that cloud, auntie. Iam not
lifﬂll."

Miss Durnford could not see the speaker’s

asked for Miss Costello. She was at home,
the servant told bim, but Miss Duinford was
oat.

This was just what Roland desired ; and he

after mastering the alfabet: but in the old
sistem it rekwyrz about az long tu learn the
speling az the pronunsisshn. It the
jangwaje wur printed fonetikali, the spel.

impatience and despondency followed, which
led to his being looked upon as anything but
kind énd genial. Newspapers had no charm
for tho philosopher, for he Apoke of editors as

¢ I dreamed,” he said, ** that I knocked at
the door, and presently it opened, and St.
Peter looked out. Everything seemed to be
eatisfactory until he asked me how Ihad oe-

sabout explaining to you?”’ they were recent or not her knowledge did | the country is wild, and human beings are face distinctly in the dusk of the apartment; entered the drawing-room, and waited with a | ; N : * emphy egotists and impertivent wind-bags,” | cupied my tim 1 told hi:

* Yes," snid .(.he girl wonderingly. ** What | no¢” enable her to determine. Had Hassan | scarce, though we are ouly a mile from the | but she drew the slight form towards her and beating heart for Ilma. Would she run away :SIK ‘:,‘:g :’::P‘ ml!l:rs!l hem ‘A;-!:! ;‘ while all the time he was himself the most wlll:c‘lor.'}:' e [tz okt 8
do you mean ? ; L passed that way ? Well, why frighten her- | gates of the Court park.” s said gently— ) from him a second time? No | Heheard a | b ™ ihree p“;znuu“u ‘T" Bg supreme of egotists, « Collector of what ?"” said he.

¢ May I come and see you, Huma ¢ self so? It might have been yesterday, or « Near the Court? I had no idea where I «T canvot sleep to night, and I came to see light step in the oak passage, the door opened, | 4 prezent. This wud be a saving oy more Much has been told of Carlyle in the way ¢ Of many things,” I told him ; and as he

« 1 suppose so; but not yet; not—not be-
fore Thursday.”

« But you will come here before then 2"

« Maybe. (Good night. Auntie is waiting.”

She ran away quickly, and Darrell handed
her into the carringe; then he mountel
Hassan, and rode with the lndies as far as the

two days before, or three hours ago that Sir
Philip had ridden through the glen ; and, if
it were only five minutes ago. he would be far
ahead of her, out of sight before she
reached the end. But how the mere
thought of his having been so near—perhaps
80 recently—made her heart beat ! Acd how,

was,” said Ilma, coloring deeply.

«'Whom do you fear?” asked Darrell,
watching her. * Roland Sabine ?" The girl
started.

 Yes,” she answered in a low tone.

«Ilms,” said Darrell quietly, * has he dared
to speak to you?"

if you were wakeful too. My hearis fails me”
—and her voice faltered—* when I think of
Sir Philip Darrell —still a the Conrt.”

ilma gently disengaged berself h‘ her
aunt’s embrace, and went back to the window,
not kneeling down this time, but standing
with ber forehead resting sgainst the glass.
Presently she said softly, without looking

and the girl entered. She looked deathly
white, and there was a latent dread in her
large eyes ; but the curved lips and firm brow
showed nothing but resolve. She drew back
as Roland came forward 2agerly, and held out
her hand, as if by thataction to deny him any
osbier salutations until she knew whether be
returned it as lover or as cousin, Roland

than baf the t&ém new uzed in learning the
langwaje, nearli all the t4n in speling, and
nearli wun forth the spase in print. In point
ov ekonomi, nashonal konsidered, it wud be
a saving ov milyonz ev dolarz anuali. Enuf
tu reprint all ov the valubl old books meni
t&mz over. The importans ov speling reform

of anecdote. Being once invited to dine with
a new acquaintance, he arrived several hours
before his host. He entered the library, and
when the host came dinner was eaten. After
leaving the table he told the author that he
should be happy to show him his books.
I've read ’em,” was the reply; and so he
had, for he had actually absorbed the best of

geemed to be waiting for me to explain, said
I: ** Atone time [ was interested in postage
stamps.”

« Said he, in a severe tone: *‘ You col-
lected several thousand stamps, stamps that
were worthless, and did it for pleasure;
and it took & good deal of your time, I sup
pose ?'

Grange. He would not go in, but bade adien | groue as she wonld, her lips quivered and Ler «'No; it was to avoid him I came ount to-

to them on the seps, lifting Ilma's hand 10 | gyes gazed fearfully before her with every on- | day. He said something the other night that | round to where ber aunt still stood — paused. E ¥ o ?ﬁ::‘zu:gﬁ‘gﬂ,’,‘:&“ r::d '::nthsbud T | the well-selected library. T told him it took all my spare time for
his lips, as his enstown was ; but this ovening | ward step she took ! How she started at|startled me, and Isaid I did not understand | I do not believe in the ourse, auntie.” * Well,” he said, with a forced laugh, | 0, P e move- When Dickens was writing ‘his * Tale of | five years. You should have reen the 160k he
the soft moustache hardly touched the little him. When we were going, ke asked to see [ *Ilma dear,” returned Miss Durnford, * you | Which the angry flush in his_cheeks and the | ““goty Sy ki cher for a paper shud rat, sfn [ T%0 Citics,” he asked Carlyle to eend him a gave mo. He made & motion as if he would

every rustle of a leaf, as though she expected

me that he might explain; and: how could I

must not mind my eaying this, that I hope

fierce gleam in his eyes belied, “* are we

few books. He sent & whole van-load of books

shut the door in my face.

hand, and he turned away without & parting | 1o see an elfin creature instead of~a bird s 5
i b d se petish its aditor:
word. shoot forth from the brake ! refuse? Se I said he could come to-day ; but | you are not speaking so because you do not B“‘ﬂ“g"ﬂ? ey ! i ";v:dr:l;ii:l‘uﬁi o;ilsern;: :::e p:;:r‘ for | in five or six langusges. ¢ The next thing I collected,” said I,
‘Another turn, and no sign yet of the end of | I grew so frightened that at last, when I | wish to believe in misfortune coming to Sir No, Roland.”” The girl colored deeply, | oy 1 C "y Ckrab tu insert az much az wun | _Talking to Mr. William Black, the greatest |  was business cards. I suppose l've got

But there was a deeper meaning in that re-

What was

awoko this morning, I felt I conld not meet

Philip Darrell, I mean, I hope you do not

and her eyes fell. ‘I am eorry sbout yester-

kolum ov fonetik print, in each number, for

living Scottish novelist, he remarked :

the biggest collection of any person in Bos-

ticonce than even in lingering kiss and pas- | tho long winding gidn, Hark! a 1d K 1
gionate words.  And when he was goue llima that? The girl stopped abruptly. A sudden | him; and that is how I wandered out.” think too much of him, You understand me?” | day. on’t want to make exocuses. did . : . “ You know Scotland 11, ‘ve | ton.
stood quite still for & moment in the sum- flight of birds from out of the thick foliage « A childlike aos indeed, darling, remarked * Ycs, auntie ; [ understand.” not forges my promise to you.” :':;’“;;;I;l,:gghzv'e;:?:ri’ﬁm%r:::;:l;:h“ :’:i read your Unuovels Wiﬂ:mpy;(::ur‘el. Sefi‘.bei'::  Not & word, but only that curious panto-
mer night, and pressed her hands over ber | scarce 8 hundred paces ahead. What had | Sir Philip, stooping to kiss the srembling lips Miss Durnford paused ; but Tlma said no * Yoa need mot apologiee,” returned her | o i oo onholgr.ﬁ "_W. H Gmhamn g vary amusing, vary. But when are ye goin’ | mime.
eyes with a low quick sob that was half bitter startled them ? In another second & dark | that had told him this with such girlish nai | more; and the old lady felt disappointed. | cousin, declining the proffered hand. 1 gl LIRS 2 to do some wark—when are ye goin’ to write « +Then I also ccllected half a million calen-
object came round the turning—not the | vete. “And'so you fled toa lover searcely | Why could not the child be frank with her? know why you broke your promise ; and it is some real books —maun?”’ ars —'
THE SORXOWS OF A POOR OFFICER

pain and half the very agony of joy.
Did Philip Darrell love ber? was the ques-
tion that Ilma asked herself over and over

knight of the legend, with crosa hilted sword
elovated before him, but Sir Philip Darrell,
mounted on Hassan, and gazing before him

less dreaded, because loved.” Then his face
grew stern.  ** Ilma, if Roland epeaks to you,

refer him to me ; and let him guard his tongue

Surely, she thought, in fear and _ perplexity,
pothing had passed between Ilma and Sir
Philip? 1f there had been anything, the

not worth while to ask whether your other
promise was made before I said good-bye to
yeu the other night or afterwards.” T

The London World has received the follow-

Emerson, in his * Epglish Traits,” men-
tions having visted bim, and says:
« We went out to walk over long hills, and

« ¢ Hulf & million what? Are they very
expensive ?’ he asked.

%4 0Oh, no’ said I; ‘they give them

%+ Oh ! said I. ‘I see what you are thinke

again that night. Had she been a few years Oth et Whas di

older, there could have been no doubt as to | with such & look as strong proud men wear | well, or he will learn to his cost that the last | child ought to tell her. Miss Durm- i er promise [ at do you mean?” | ;1o woomical letter”: *Sir,—I o ¢ 3 away. As I said I have half & milli

the answer—scarcely any need for the ques- | when they are fighting o stern battle with | of the Darrells is not one whit behind his an- | ford did not kmow how difficult is | 8aid the girl haughtily. * I ‘made no other ltoslhe ms:uess.;ﬂ :l’i‘-iﬂx ‘lll:.! ]e“"l'uzog;z’ldﬁg’ Lo::ilt::z g&??‘}u:g::uzg}?::u::: h“’mfg,i' ﬁbt‘ﬂ};-' i Wi 5t
tion; but, even when there seemed none | their own passions, and know that they are | cestor in-avenging an nsult,” such oconfidence to a sensitive nature, gg‘:::‘:n “‘1“;(!_!:;:3:‘“:‘0;:\0!;:.1"3'3“; that i8 | o statement published in the World of to dsy | we sat down and talked of the imL‘mnnhty + ¢ How far do they run back ?' he asked.

other than one solution to what had passed
that day and evening, still the torturing
thought came that she was foolish and only &
ehild. He might be fond of ber in a fashion,
, but love her! And yet ——. Did he fear to
bring sorrow on her? So only could she read
what must otherwise seem like trifling with
her; for his looks, words and tones that day,

losing ground inch by inch. But this Ilma
had not time to see ; for he had recognized
tho slight form standing in the soft swilight
of the glen at the instant that he passed the
carve ; and a wild joy lighted up his face,and
the last frail barrier thestrong will had striven
to uphold tottered and fell.

Not even pausing to draw bridle, ho sprang

Ilma had herself too high spirit o rebnke
the fierce temper of her haughty lover; but
the mention of Roland had brought to her the
first thought of the time ; and now she sud-
denly pointed upwards to a gap in the trees.

« Pnilip,” she said, ** seo how late the day
is growing. Aunt Rachel will have returned,
and will wonder where I am. I must go

even il willingly offered, and Ilma was not
willing.  The secret belonged to herself and
Sir Philip, for the present at least. Ite reve-
lation could only make her aunt unhappy, and
perhaps angry. Why should any one know ?
So the girl stood silent.

“Iima,"” eaid Mise Durnford,
me anxious. You are not open with me, a8

* you make

« Very well, then; I wronged you,” an-
swered Roland, who did not doubt his young
cousin’s trath. If Ilma had made an appoint-
ment with Darrell, she might have refused to
answer questions ; but she would never have
stooped to untruth. “ I thought you had
promised Sir Philip Darrell to meet him ; for

to the effect that each officer is forced to pay
five pounds for the handsome new shoulder-
straps brought back by the pair of Royal Dukes
from last year's German maneuvers. Sir, you
do not know half, Each pair costs fifty shil-
lings, as I am & living sinner ! As you, sir,
well know the army orders about the continu-
ous wearing of uniform, in which so good an

of the soul. It was not Carylye's fault that
we talked on that topic, for he had the
natural disinclination of every nimble spirit
to bruise itself against walls, and did not like
to place himself where no step can be taken.
But he was honest and true and cognizant of
the subtle links that bind ages together, and
saw how every event affects all the future.”

They are all the same year I’

All the same year " he yelled.

. Yes," said I, kind of frightened like.

¢ And half a million of them !

¢ Yes," said I again, but fainter even than
before.

+ Then he looked at me as though he'd go

ing

his manuer when he parted with her, would | from his horse, and was at Tlma's side, her | home. How [ar is this from Scarth Ab- | you should be. I do not want to blame you; | you were with him. You wero seen walking | example is set by the higher suthorities i =t 2 y through me. Said ke, ' Young man, we don’t
not agree with a man's affection for a ohild ; | hands clasped in his, before thestartled steed | bot 2 Sir Philip is a most fascinating man, and it | along the road with him.” London, it is Wﬂ“. ‘0‘5‘:{'1]1 ‘;:l‘lis‘:: ;I;E’m;;:‘?:::ytgxi:m::i.z:‘ :;;ﬂi::’ (;Ts want any postage stamp idiog. or eoin luna-
S J Y | ties, or butten fools, or card or calendar

that would be frank and free, quite different.
He did not then regard heras  only a ohild,”
but sometimes tried to make her think hedid
—for her sake, not for his. He would ot
seek her love; bu, alas, had he not won it ?

She knew now in this solitary self-comman-
ing—shrink from it as she would, self-analy-
sis was forced upon ber—that he was right
about the flowers ; that it was because he had
given them to her that she valued them ; she

had halted.

« Ilma, Ilma,” he cried—and his whole
heart went out to her in the passionate utter-
ance—** oh, my life, my soul, I can strive no
longer ! Why have you come to tempt me

But [lma conld not answer him. She was
trembling violently. Her golden head drooped,
and her eyes sank before his. How could she
meet the look that would have told her the
whole glorions truth if his lips had been silent

« Too for you to go yet,” replied Sir Philip.
« Nay, sweetheart, a little longer ! I can
not 8o soon yield my first taste of Elysium.”

And Iima suffered him to lead her farther
onwards, away from the entrance to the glen.
The sun was sinking towards the western hor-
izon when Dark Darrell and his golden haired
love came forth from the. deep shadows of
the Abbot's Vale. Leading Hassan, he
walked with Ilma almost tothe village, leaving

would be nothing strange if you had allowed
him to engage your faney.

Fancy—when the very sound of his name
thrilled through every nerve! But the girl
shrank from the prim phraseology, and felt
that she could not give her confidence;
sides, had she & right to do so? It was true
that her lover had not uttereda word that im-
plied be desired secrecy : but she would not
indeed she conld not—speak of what scemed

« What then?” said Ilma. “1s that so
new or very styange a thiog to do? Have I
never walked or ridden with Sir Philip before ?
What is it to you ar to-any one else in this
place what I do or where I go [ o4
« It is everything to me, Nma,” cried the
young man, ** if Darreil is—as 1 believe he is
—your lover! No; you shall bear me! You
know that 1 love you; and I can give you
what he, with all his beauty and his wealth,

1

forced to have two tunies, one undress coat,
and a greatcoas for the service of my ungrate-
ful country. But, sir, 4 times 50 shillings is
£10! Iam five feet five inches high ; my
commanding officer is six feet four inches.
For three weeks I have been trying to see
what his rank is from the badge on his
shoulder. I as last found out yesverday for I
stood on a chair while he was at lunch. One
highly decorated badge on the tunic and one-

pronounced as he might be on gquestions of
such momentous import. Mr. Horne, in “ A
New Spiris of the Age,” tells this story of
Carlyle and Leigh Hunt. Soon after the
publication of ** Heroes and Hero Worship,”
they were at a small party, when a conversa-
tion was started between these two concern-
ing the heroism of man. Leigh Hunt had
said something about the islands of the blest,
or El Dorado, or the millennium, and was

fiends up here. Goto—"
« He slammed the door with smch a ring
that I didn’t catch the name of the place.”
— Boston Transcript.

WEPT OVER THE WRONG GRAVE,

Martha White was black. She lived in
Brooklyn and died there, at the Colored

know that he was far more to her than all | and his hand had never touched hers? her where he could see the slight foot flitting | to her too solemn and sacred to be talked | ang his intelloct, eannotgive happi on the %, the whole covered by a cape | flowing on his bright Home, this k. The fri
) d ar 3 : g d hopeful way, ome, week. o friends of Marths
e.by world bo‘d;u Anonli; ol?l’- I{u:“ loved h;:., i Iima I'"No' h;.l'ms were ur..on.n-d‘ h:: ::rfnh to the very gates of the Grange gar- | about. : 5 Bocer as you will, yon Snnnlot shake off all is not a pleasant shoulder ornament z. a »?3 Carlyle D:xoppedns.om‘gn he:e; u“:: ",::i: ulnbbedm‘og‘ethar. raised a subseription to
m.,"“"“w a3 20 would B m‘?"m“m it ,,,,,"‘"m‘m ,,.,_""".. n_,"““m.,,, Tiknow | * Taroing when be had nearly resched this | # fhe-eaid mmw wmw curse. You maust belisve m.‘ Bub X, sir, dare not complain ss 1 | ::n&nuv- pieasant m‘..:amm it 2‘*‘! Y “;nl ﬂw:e:‘_-ud inn‘:»'-‘d
t, she saw him still standing motionless g ;o.""_,k' s .,,","'qu,.,i‘,,,, ww,“'_“"w e 05 s at every . interval "°“",,, v W,,,..,,., the body of Miss Whito. The m::f servioes

There was no stain on his honor; the ban of
Heaven could not be on such as he ; and, if
it were, she would rather die with him than

that you love me. Let me hear you say it.
Raise those dear eyes and look into mine, and
tell me that your life: is mine, as mine is

is horee, watohing her ; and, as she turn
he kissed his hand to her.

other time perhaps, but not now. Don't
think me unkind orungrateful ; butIcouldn’t

« Then how ean you save me ?” upted
“ If I love him, it
fate.”

Iima, with flashing eyes.
is too late—I must chare his

A MATTER-OF-FACT MAN.

joyous progress. But unmitigated Hunt

never ceased his overflowing anticipations,

were held at the undertaker’s ofice. When
the friends assembled to take the last look at

live without him. But he was going away, yours.” —_— e ; Coht P « » g : . s Miss Whil '
8 A : y anything to-might. “Love? No, mo,” ssid Roland almost | An Englishman, wandering alone upon the | nor the saturnine Carlyle his infinite dem — te many of them thought the girl

and .h.l;u (‘;M._ l‘o:hthuitn ﬂmmht s'u;; him, 2;‘;,”"&“ u:?e !:)raf,*:e: " Sk ke CHAPTERX. Miss Durnford sighed heavily. . | wildly; * itis not love—only favey. You | edge of usboa, at the foot of Ben Nevis, had | to those finite ﬁouri:hingl. "'rﬂ:; “...,.,2,': must have changed greatly in her last illnees.

She could not resist the influence of the gen- o thought not of it, but raised her eyes « You American girls,” she said sadly, “ure | are captivated by his graces ; {in very doom | the misfortune fo miss the preper path, and laughed and applauded by turns; and had The undertaker laughed at the thought that

eral belief that deadly peril lay for the last
of thé Darrells in the Oonlmere floods this

. Would he go without seeing her ? She
trembled at the thought of seeing him again,
and wept passionately a¢ the thought /of not
seeing him.

Morning found the girl with no feeling of
weanness ; every pulse was beating high, and
every sense on thealert. She rose before the
gun was above the horizon, and, dressing
quickly, went down to the stable and saddled
Zuleika, and weni for a ride. She rode
miles before good Miss Durnford had opened
her eyes and, when llma cawe in to break
fast, shs looked so bright and fresh, and
seemed so happy, that no one could have
:;rlued how she had suffered, and suffered

Rose came over euI{ to the Grange, and
wanted Ilma to go back with her for a game
of lawn tennis ; and Ilma went, haying no
exouse for refusing ; but she took care naver

to his and whispered softly, the sweet eyes
sinking again immediately—

w1 love you!” And his lips sealed the
avowal.

Philip Darrell’s wish was granted, and that
brief wild happiness was his. But, oh, 1t was
brief indeed, and not even for a' moment was
there peace | Once more—and now too late
—rose up before him all that he had trampled
under foot and seemed to have erushed for
ever. He raised his head, which had been
bowed on hers, and sought to loosen his
elasp ; bui Iima read his heart, and with a low
ery of pain elung to him, pressing her golden
head against his breast.

“No, no,” she said, passionately, * yoa
shall not put me from you! You have done
me no wrong to love ms and teach me—ah,
you could not help that |—to love you.
Heaven will not curse you —I will not believe
it.”

« Tima, Ilma, hear me!”

It was barely eleven o'clock when Roland
Sabine went to the Grange, only to learn that
Miss Ilma was out ard had left no message.
No message ! Had she forgotten her promise
to him? Roland ground his teesh but,
hiding his wrath from the servant, he said he
would wait till Miss Durnford returned.

The old lady came back before one. She
knew noshing of Ilma ; doubtless she would
be in during the afternoon. Roland departed,
and at three called again. Iima had not yet
returned. Miss Durnford had flattered her-
self that the girl was at the Larches ; but
the young Squire's appearance msde
her anxious. What could have become of the
child? She could never have stayed away so
long on purpose. Roland shared her anxiety,
and won off at once to make inquiries about
Ilma.

He turnel his steps first teward the river,
and was just approaching the loek bridge,
when he saw Zeph coming down the alope.

so independont, I cannot understand you.
When I was your age, I sought my mother’s
belp when I was in trouble; but you fight
your own battles at seventeen. Good night,
dear; go to bed and try to get some sleep,”
Iima was alone again. Independent? Yes,
doubtl ghe was ; yet she did not
now feel the need of even a mother; and a
mother, she srgued—she had never known
her own —was something that the kindest of
 aunts could not be. Her lover seemed all-
sufficient.
«« Father to rue thou arf, and mother dear,
And brother too, kind husband of my heart!

So speaks Andromache.”

And 8o spoke Ilma. Even with regard to
Roland Sabine she felt stronger—she still
dreaded him, but not so much. She might
have spoken o her aunt, and so svoidel ap
interview with him ; but this idea did
ocour to her. She could, in her fear,

ask

con

not
- run
away from him sltogether ; but to any

excited your interest. He is a dastard to
have tried to win you ; and he tried from the
beginning. Look back, and you will see that
I am not unjuet to him. He threw himself
in your way : he gave youa costly gift, such
a8 no man would have given to a girl he did
pot want to lay under an obligation to him.
Did he mean nothing by those flowers, noth-
ing by—""

« Stop, stop, Roland ! I will not listen to
you ! ow dare you speak so to meof
Philip Darrell ?" The slender girl seemed
transformed into & woman, as shestood erect,
with stern brow and commanding gesture,
pever more superbly beautiful than now.
« Leave me ; you have said too mauch al-
ready. I should not have loved you if I had
pever seén Bir Philip Darrell. I never liked
you, never trusted you; and you have proved
that my instinet was right.”

“ Never liked me, never trusted me!”
echoed Roland, drawing back a step. His face

see the plight I am in?
of this alone.”

stumbled in a rt:s where, ere long, his
struggling bad se: to sink him to his arm-
pits in the tenacious mire. In this terrible
plight he espied s stout
awsy, te whom he cried out at the top of his
voice :

Highlander, not far

“Ho! What ho! Donald! Here!—ocome

here |”

* My nama is not Donald,” the Highlander

said, approaching the epot.

« Never mind what your name is! Do you
I can pever get out

« Indeed, mon, I dinna think you ean.”

And with that he turned away.

* @ood heavens! Are you going to leave

me here to die?” the Englishman eried.

“Eh? D'you want me to hélp you?”
“ Do I want you to helpme? Whatean 1

do else?”

“ Sure, I dinna know."”
“'Will you help me "

now fairly piteed them against each other, as
the philos?hsr of hopefulness, and of the un-
hopeful. The coutest continued with all that
ready wit and philosophy, that mitture of
pleasantry and profundity, that extensive
knowledga‘pl books and character, with their

be had got the wrong person, acd so the body
wasburied. The dissatisfied friends went to
the Home and there they found that Martha
had not changed in her illoess, but after her
death the Home people bad changed her
completely, and the real Martha still lay

laimed at the morgue. . It turned out

ready app m or ill

and dhat perfect ease and good natare which
distinguished both of these men. The
opponents were o well matched that it was
quite clear the contest would never end. But
the night was far advanced, and the party
broke up. _They all sallied forth, and leaving
the close room suddenly found themselves in
presence of & wost brilliant starlight night.
They all looked up. Now, thought Hunt
Qarlyle's done for | he can have no answer to
that! * There,” shouted Hunt, “look up
there; look at that giorious harmony, that
sings with infinite voices an eternal song of
Hope in the soul of man.” Carlyle looked
up. They all remained silent to hear what he

that it was Alice MeMapn who was buried.
The consequence is that there is a terrible
time in colored circles there over this ghostly
Buttercup business, snd several law suits sre
likely to ensue.

—_— ——
CULINARY GEMS.

—The stew is the great dish of the future.
.—It is impossible to get warm in cold
weﬁnhu with undigested food in your stom-
ach.

—Fish should never be boiled, but steamed,
80 that no fine properties are dissolved in the
water.

to be alone with Roland. The shadow of the : . . : .
_ - «No,no!" she cried again. * Even if the She stopped the moment she saw Roland; | one to interpose on her behall was contrary | was livid ; the look in his eyes made the girl “ Aye—if you want me.” would say. ‘1hey began to think he s 2
;&ﬁ' m‘:lgo:{llanzﬁhgol;nnfvgﬁ, i xl.’,":,',e ’::i; oarse be true, you cannot save me”—and a | 80d, as he came towards her, she looked into | to her nature ; and, after sll, she thonght, | tremble inwardly, though she showed nuthlix:;; “Oh! help! help! help me, in Heaven’s | silenced hnﬁ.ﬂ {m vﬁa a mur‘.nll man. ;: a _E“l“'lw d.’:“:n. ;;:ans‘ b;;" and lentils
suspecting what Roland wanted to speak to noble trinmph shone in the large, clear eyes | his face with a wicked flash and laughed. Roland had & right to see ber. Certainly ghe | of this in her fesrless mein and dauntless | Rame!” out of that silence came & fow low tened | of not aevelop the brightest and quickest igge
that gazed now fall into his—** for Ilove you, | ** You can keep off,” she said shortly ; ** and | would not seck an interview, but she would | gaze. ** Then you love Philip Darrell, and « Indeed, mon, why didn’t you ask that in | words, in a broad Seotch gecent, and who on ot “"“d[;d i . 5
— K¥ood is only coarse when coarsely cooked,

her about ; and she shrank from that with a
dread shat grew more and more as the day

and I must soffer with you. Your fate must
be mine, Phi'ip, whether for weal or woe;

you needn's try to hide what you're after. It's
Dark Darrell’s lady-love you were going te ask

no longer avoid it.
At the turn of the night the rain eame. It

he loves you?"
« Why should I deny it !

the firat place I” And the Highlander quickly | earth conl
Even if his fute | lifted him out, and set him on hard ground.

have anticipated what the voice

sad. | itis a sad sight.” Hunt cat

a8 the plainest materials contain nutritions

roached. s s " ‘e 13 :
&P eanwhile nothing was seen of Sir Phili and, ob, it would be a thousand times better about, I know. : fell suddenly, like a vast sheet of water from | is sealed by a gipsy-woman's curse, am I not —_———— down on a stone step. They all laughed— and dsiniy elements.
2 lip " “ ¥ 8
Darrell. He was still at the Court; all to die with you than to live without you " “ Dear Zeph," began Roland, * if you have | the heavens, with the roar and hiss of & eata- | free to choose death with rather than life 1tali i iticising thi L then looked very thoughtful. Had the finite | —Iv's a great mistake to eat half raw steaks
4 : « Hush, hush, darling, you break my | seen —" ract. It beat down the flowers in the gar- | without him ?” m;‘?m':mm?p;:ﬁw%n‘i&'&m measured itself with infinity, indeed, render- | on a cold winter's ggy. Half raw meat yields

Boarth Abbott would have speedily known it
if he had left.

« Maybe, missy,” said Job Heston to Ilma,
as she was crossing the lock bridge early on
‘Wednesday morning,and met the miller, *“he’s

heart!” But he strove no more to put her
from’ him, folding her closer and closer to
him." “ Why should I be exempt from the
ourse that has been on all my house for three

girl fiercely,
drown me a8 goon as look at me if you dared,
or see me drown, which ia the next thing to it.
hundred years; though indeed such love as | It's that golden-haired foreign cousin of yours

« Don't ¢ dear Zeph ' me!" interrupted the
stamping her foot. ** You'd

dens ; it laid flat the corn in the fields; it

Roland stood still for a moment, gazing on | 4

€0 d many & dry
into a brawling stream. Villagers, siart
out of their sleep by the pouring of the

rent, drew back their curtains and gazed fo

EERL

the beautiful girl befors him. He felt as if
he could strike ber ; but rot so should his

into & diseordans laugh.

Grau_died hrokenl‘)-ned i
serted Italiap epera for French opera bouffe;
vengeance be worked out. Suddenly he burst | shot Maretsek, once styled the Napoleon of
managers, met his Waterloo in 8t. Louis s

uring the last twenty years, says that Jacob
from having de-

ing itself up to to the influence ? Again they
laughed, then bade each other good-night,
and betook themeelves homeward with  slow
and serious pace.

much legs nutrition than well cooked meat.
—Vegetables aro the life and soul of healthy

living, and should not be neglected at spy
meal.

—1f meals are kept irregularly in youth

getting his heuse in order at last ; time he ’ & ry S r

¢ 2rog® A yours, lima, might redeem the blackest doom | you are in love with ; and all the pretty things | in terror ; and the thoughts of all turned « Yes, I suppose yeu have s right tochoose 2 :

;::{ ‘.'u“;e““\;‘:: = ae ‘;1“;';“0,’;;‘;:‘;‘,’:?_‘ That ever foll onmsn? Child, listen to me, | you said to me count for nothing now. But | the grand old castellated mansion of the Das- | your fate. Senre s & hair 1ife &5 “ineblrom few years ago, where his company went 0 | _Two aristocratic beauties of the Spanish something creeps up in adultage which ehow
)4 Y Y Didn't I know Sir Philip | rels and its doomed lord. him the * needful sacrifice.’ pieces ; and that Strakosh, the Napoleon IIL. | solony in Paris, the Countess Multeda and diminished vitality. :

I was yet a youth when I vowed that no in-

you won't get her.

A man mmight

of mapagers, recenily met his Bedan at New

—The want of & warm meal in the middle

not Heston.” . by 4
o o N nooent life shonld suffer for my love; and I wouid have her when I saw her riding the u. Your il be e A Senorita Penedo, kad a parrow escape from

e o know 7" asked Ilma with & | b jjiqveq that I could live mylife without love, | Arab?” . fer’s chamber and knocked at the doar. e ol Tl e | Oribte Whare be S S - SNOUR | Bing sulladaisd by sstenl flowers in_their | of e day ia to people who huve bad perhaps
“ Enow? Ob,Ioan tell! His days are Onoe—it was yeara ago—I 8saw one whose face “* -*pl'l. are you mad ? cinodnohndhuno- “ Lass, get up and look at the wchen : opera” to empty uh cents per | hair and the trimming of their ball dresses | bus o slight breakfast and have been in the
- wisay.” was fair enough to linger in my thoughts; ly. ** What do you mean ? It has net like this for more Darrell bome with his bride ! No, mm without '“h g reserved seats. | as they were returning home from Queen | cold winter air the cause of disease and wané
pumbered, and I feared, and would not see her again ; “« Ob, I maysuffer,” retorted the undsunted | twenty years. Mdﬂ' J Isabella’s last soiree in 8 closely shut up ear- | of vitality.

 I'don't believe it,” said Ilma steadily.




