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In mind toliston with outward eomposnre while
Rosnmond tnlked bopefully of what the morrow
was to bring furth,

“1am nat korry Miss Delany 14 coming to
Dublin,” sho suid. ¢ Our too timid Kathleen
will bo obliged to deeldo between her aunt and
her lover, and there 18 very little doubt as tn
which way the senlo will turn,  Then, dear
Frunk, while yun and your bride indulge inn
trip to Parir, Allite and 1T will go homo and
muke rendy for your return,  Uf all goes well,
we shall bew huppy quartette round the fire this
winter.”

w I Mer volee faltered o lttle ns she ut-
tered the ominons word; bul sho steadisd it
agiin, anid eontrived to preserve her cheerful
demaunour L they partid for the night.

Irank went to his roosm, but nat to Test.
Lightling » clunr, he flung open thoe window,
and smoked at it ! e into the night,  He felt
ton exeited, too anxious for sleep.  His connee-
tion with Kathleen hal beena rountie one
from the eunmeneement, bat the love she hiad
tnspleed wis none the less deap sl endurine,

T b obligged G susperet tier of deesit was tor-
pictured

ture ; and his mental satlerings, as he
herlistening to amed belloving in the tre
Viseount, drove him almnst to nuudness, .

At lnst, deesseld as he was, he flung himself
on hix bed, sl slept the heavy, unrefreshing
sleep of extuai=tion, I the lght touch of Tigwa-
mond’s flugers on bis forehoead sroused hin.,

o Ik it not lnde 2 he exelalmed, glanelng at
the sun, whieh was hixh in the henvens,

¢ You 3 but [ wonlil not have nroused you, if
St had not been absolutely necessary,  Mrs,
Curroll his sent 1o entreat You o go o her -
mediately.

He sprang up, and his eyes hegan to question
hix sister's pale and troubled tace,

i KWnthleen—does it eoncern her?
or—or ™

o Jadewl, dear FPrank, 1don't know anythine,
I could not asK theservant his mlstress's reasons
for wishityg to see yout, although quite as cager
1o know them as you are”

That was too trne ta he galnsabls so Frank
minde o hasty toiletie, sunl- swallowing o eup ot
coffes, to sattsiy Aille Brean, he hurried to Mrs,
Carroll's reshilenee,

(To be continned)
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LONGING FOR SUMMER,

DY MaX.

I've listened all nicht to the wind,

IR Aol dday te the ran,
A new L .
wrkness s Palloge ngain.

1 hrai
n oty bead ol gy arm.

{14
Liet 1ne Lay dow

Time henvily pas<es awny,

Jis huwder tolive than 1o die:

To hupe mgaiust hape thro' the day, |
Awd be weary when wisht draweth nigh.

Pray. dear, for the tummer ta coino,
The winter seems Lot ere it mes,
Amlmy <pirit iz yearnine to hreathe,
The pertume of wunlbane aml feso.

ine (vees at noon,
"t b,

‘er e sky,
the main.

v
Al the uotes of the Lirk near lleaven,
As carthwanl to us they deseeml.

Then peay for the summer to come,
Bearing »weet lowers 1 her trein,
With heautitul sunshine and calin
That I muy grow Leter again,

THE WATER-BABIES:

A FAIRY TALLE KFOR A LAND.BABY,

BY REV. CIIARLES KINGSLEY, M. Ao

CIHALPTERNVI,

Now you may faney that Tom was qulte
good, when he hwl everything that he could
wiant or wish; but yon would be very mueh
mistnken. Betng qulie comfortable is a vory
gomnl thing, hut It does not make penple good,
Indecd, it sametimes maukes them nanghty, as
it has made the people ln Amertea, amnd as 1t
made the people in the Bible, who waxed fat
and kleked, like horses overforld and underwork-
ed.  And I nm very sorry so say that this hap.
pened to lkitle Tom,  For he grew so fond of
the sea-bull’sceyes and sen-lollipops, that bis
foolish Itttlo head eould think of nothing clse:
and he was always longing for more, and won-
dering when the strange ey wpuld come agaln
and give him gome, and what sho would give
him, and how mueh, and whether she woull
give bim more than theothers.  And he thought
of nothing hut lollipops hy day, aud dreamt of
nothing else by night—and what happened
then?

That he began to wateh the lady tosee where
she kept the sweet things ! and began hiding,
and sneaking, and following her about, and pre-
temling to be looking tho other way, or going
after somethlog else, till he found out that she
kept them in a beantini! mother-of-pearl cub-
inet, away In a deep erack of tho rocks,

And he longed to go to the eabinet, and yet
he was afrnld; and then he longed again, and
wik less nfrnld; and at lnst, by eontihual think-
Ing about it, he longeil 20 violently that ho was
not afrald atanll, And ong night, when all tho
othier chlldren wero asleep, and he could not
sloep tor thinking of lollipops, ho crept away
among the rocks, and got to the cabinet, and be-
hokl! It wns open.

But, when he snw all tho nice things Inside,
Instend of helng delighited, he was quito fright-
oned, and wished he had never come there.
Awl then he would only touch them, and ho
did 3 and thon he would only taste one, and ho
did; and then he would only eat one, and ho
dil; and then he would only eat two, and thon
whree, andso on; nnd thon ho was terrliied loab
sho should como and eateh him, and began gob-
LIy them down so fust that he did not taste
themn, or havoe any pleastiro In them ; and then
he felt sick, and would have only one moreg;
and then only one more again; and so on till he
baud enten them all up,

And all the while, closo behind him, stood
Mrs, Bedonebyasyoudid. And she looked very
sidily at Tom, but did not speak to him nor pun-
1=h him, not even when Tom enmne next dny
with the rest for sweet things, IIo was horribly
armid of coming, but he was still more nfraid of
Kty nway, lest any ono should snspeet him,
Tio was draudtally afruld, too, lest thero should
bu no rweets—us was to be expected, ho having
ittt titem all—and lest then the fuiry should
fiviulie who had tuken them. But, vebold ! sho

pulledd out just as many nr ever, which aston-
Ishod Tom, and frightened bim still move.

And, when tho fiulry looked him foll in tho
fuce, he 8hoak from hend to oot ; however, sho
gave hin his share ke the rest, and he thought
within himselr that she could ot huve found
him out.

But, when he put the sweets into his mouth, he
hatel the taste of them; and they mnde himso
slek, that he ol to get naway as fust ns ho
coulid ; and terrlbly slek he wias, and very cross
and unhappy, all the weele nfter,

Then, when next week eame, he had his share
agaln s and again the fairy looked him fullin tho
i but more xadly than she hand ever lookwl.
And he conbl not bear the sweets, but took them
wgulbn kn spite of himeself,

Auud, when Mrs. Doasyouwonldbedoneby eanie,
he wanted to be euddled llke the rest ; but sho
sull very seriously :

1 should ke to cuddle you, but I cannot,
you are so horny and prickly.”

Al Tom lookel at himself, and be was nll
over prickles, Just R a senaegs,

Which was quite naturalj for you must know
and  belteve that people's souls  anke  their
Bodies, just s o snadl makes jts shell ([ am not
Juklng, wmy lttle mans T am in serfons, Rolemn
carnest),  Aml, therefore, when Fom's sonl
grew nll prickly with namghty tem pers, his body
coubd not hielp growling priekly too, so that no-
body would cuddle him, or play with him, or
even ke ta louk at him,

What eoulld Tom do now, bat oo away and
Bitde In acorner, and ery . For nobady wouhl
play with him, nnd he Knew full wetl why,

And he was soomlserabie all that week (hat,
when the wely fulry canme, and looked at hilin
oltee ore tull Inthe face, maore serionsty and
sudly than ever, he could stund it no longer, and
thrust the swoetmeats away, sayving, &« No, |
don’twant any; 1 ean’t bear them now,*” and
then burst oul, erving, poor little man, antd toll
Mrs, Bedenebynsyoudid every word as It hap-
pened,

He was hiarribly feightoned when he had done
sl for he expected her to punlsh bim very
rely But, instend, she only took him ap
aml kassed him, which wag nol quite pleasant,
for her chin was very bristly haleed; bt he
wits S0 danely.hearted, he thought that rough
Kisslng better than none,

o L will forgive you, lttle man,”she sald. o1
always forgdve every one the moment they tell
me the truth ot 1heir own accornl.

»Then you will tnko away all these nasty
prickles

= Thit 15 o very different mattor, You put
them there yourself, and only ¥ou can take them
away.”

* I3ut how ean I do that ? asked Tom, crying
afresh.

“Well, [ think 1t is time for you to go to
&choal; <0 L shall fetell you a schoolmistress,
who will teach you how to get rid of your prick-
les?  And xo she went away.,

Tom wis frightened at the notlon of a school.
mistress § for he thought she woull certulnly
come with a bireh-rod or o enne but he com-
forted himself, al Inst, that she mnight be some-~
thlug tike theold woman [n Voendale—which she
was not In the least ; for, when the falry brought
her, sho was the most heautiful little girl that
ever was seen, with long curls flonting behind
her Hke a golden clowd, and long robes floating
all round her Jike n silver one.

“ There he by,” sald the falry ; $and yon must
teach him to be goord, whetheryou tke or not,”

« I know,” said the Uttle girl; but she did not
seam qulte to lke, for she put her finger in her
mouth, and looked at Tom wnder her brows;
and Tom put her finger in her mouth, and look-
wd at her under bis brows, for he was horribly
ashamed of himsclf,

The lfttlo glrl seeined hardly to know how to
begin; and perhngs =he would never bivve begun
ut ally If powor Tom had not burst out erying, and
begueed Ber to teach him bow to be good, and
how to cure his prickles; and at that she grow
®o Lotnler-hearied, that she began teaching him
as prettily as ever ehild was tanght In the world,

Amd what did the little glel teach Tom? Kho
taupht him, tirsl, what you have been taught
ever sinee you sald your (irst prayers at your
mother’s Knees; but she taught him much more
simply, For the fessons In that world, my ehil),
have no sueh hanl words In them ns the lessons
in thi¥, and theretore the water-bitblestike them
hetter than you like your tessons, and long to
learn them more and more! and grown men
ciaunot puzzie nor quarrel over thelr meaning,
as they do here on Lunl; for those lessons nll
rise clear and pure out of the everlasting ground
of nll Hfe and bruth,

So she taught Tom every day in the week;
only on Mundays she rlways went away home,
and the kind fairy took her plaee.  Aml, before
sho hiad tuight Tom many Sundays, his prick.
les hadd vanishaell qulte away, and his skin was
smooth and elean again,

¢ Dear me " snbl thelittle giel, why, Tknow
you now. You are the very snmo lttle chlm-
ney-sweep who came into my hedroom,”

¢ Dear me " erled Tom. ¢ And I know you,
too, now, You nrc the very little white Indy
whom 1 gaw in bed.”  And he Jumped at her,
and Ionged to hug and kiss her; but did not,
remembering that sho was a lady born; so he
otly Jumped round and round her, till ho way
quite tired.

And then they began telllng ench other all
thelr story—how he had got into the water, and
she hind fllen over the rock; and how he haul
swam down to the seq, and how she had flown
out of the window, and how this, that, and thg
other, till it was all tatked out, and then thoy
both began over again, and I enn’t say whbich of
the two tulked fastest,

And then they set to work at thelr lessons
agnin, and hoth liked them ko well, that they
went on well UL full seven yeary were past and

one.
& You may fancy that Toin wns quite contont
and happy all those seven years; but the truth
18, ho was not. e hul always ono thing on hiy
mind, and that was—where littlo Ellie went,
when she went home on S8undnys,

To o very beautiful pluee, she sald,

But what was tho beautiful placo like, and
wheoro was it ? i

Anh! that 18 Just what she eonld not say. And
1t 1s strange, but true, thiat no one can say ; and
that those who have been oftencst in it, or oven
noarcst to it, cnn gay least about i, and make
people understand least what it 18 Hke. Thero
aru a good many folks about the Other-end-of-
Nowhere (whero Tom wont afterwards), who
protend to know it from north to south as woll
ns If they had been penny postmen there; but,
as they nro snfe at the Other-end-of-Nowhere,
ning hundred and ninoty-nine mtllion miles
away, what they sny cannot concern us.

But the dear, sweet, loving, wise, good, solf-
sacrificing people, who rently go there, can never
tell you anything: about it, snve that It ig the
most beantiful placo in all tho world; and, If
you nsk them more, they grow modest, and
hold thelr pence, fur fear of belng luughed nt;
and quite right they are.

So all that good little Ellie eonld sny was, that
it was worth all the rest of the world put toge-
ther.  Aund of eourse that only mado Tom tho
more anxiols to go likewise.

« Miss Ellle,” ho sald at lant, « T will know

i3

¢ You must nsk the fairles that.”

So when the fairy, Mrs. Bedonebyasyoudid,
came next, Tom asked her,

¢ Tittle boys who nre only fit to play with
sen-beusts cannot go thore,” she sukd, * Thoso
who go there must go first whero they do not
like, nnd do what they do not like, and help
somebody they do not Nke.”?

« Why, did Elio do that ?”?

# Ask her,”

And Ellte blushed, and sald, « Yes, Tom; T
il not llke coming here at first; T was so much
happler at home, where it is always Sunday.
Al I was afrald of yon, Tom, at first, beenuse—
beeause-—"

¢ Beeunse T was nll over prickles ?
not prickly now, wm I, Miss Ellie 2

4 No." sald Kilie. oI llko you very much
now; andI like coming here, too,”

s And perhaps,” sald the flry, « you will
learn to like golng where you don’t ke, and
helping some one that you don’t like, as Ellle
has.”

But Tom put hls finger {n his mouth, and
hung hiy head down ; for ho did not sco that nt
all,

8o when AMrs. Donsyouwonldbedonehy eame,
Tom asked her; for he thought in his little
hend, 8ho Is not so striet ns her sister, and per.
haps she may et me off more easily,

Aby Tam, Towm, Uy @llow ! and yeot I don't
know wny 1 should blame you, while so many
Krawn people have got the very same notion in
thelr hends,

But, when they try it, they got just the same
answer s Tom did.  For, when he nsked the
secutid fuiry, shie told him Just what the first
A, and In the very snme words,

Tom was very unhappy at that, Aund, when
Elle went home on Sunday, he fretted nnd eried
all day, and did not enre to lsten to the falry's
storie: about good chilidren, though they were
prettier than ever. Indeed, the moro he over-
heard of them, thie less hie Hked to listen, be-
ciiuse they were all about ehildren who did whit
they did not llke, and took trouble for other
people, and worked to feed thelr little brothers
and sisters, instend of enring only for their play.
And, when she began (o tell n story abont
holy ¢hild in old times, who wag martyred by
thic heathon beeause 1t would not worship Llots,
Tom coukl bear no more, and ran awny and bid
umong the rocks,

And, when Elile eame back, he was shy with
her, Leenuse ho fmneled she losked down on
him, nid thought him a coward.  Awd then he

grew quite cross with her, heeanse she was ste-
perfor to him, and did what he could not do
And paor Ellle was quite surprised and sad;
and at Inst Tom burst out erylng; but he would
not tell her what wus really In his mind,

And all the while ho was eaten up with enri-
osity to know where Ellic went to; so that he
began not to cure for hls playmates, or for the
sea-palnee, or anything else.  But perhaps that
mudo matters all the easier for him; for he
grew so discontented with everything round
him, that he did not earo to stay, and did not
enro where he went,

#Well,” he salil at Inst, T am sn miserable
here, I'll go, i€ ouly you wilt go with o ?”

“ A" sald Ellle, «I wish 1 might; but the
worst of It 18, that the fulry says, that you must
%0 wlone, If you go at ull,  Now don’t poke that
poor erab about, Tomn (for he was feeling very
naughty and mischicvous), or the fuiry will
have to punish yow”

Tom was very nearly saying, ¢ I don’t caro
if she does ;" but he stopped himself in time.

1 know what shio wants me to do,” he sald,
whining most dolefully, « She wants me to go
after thnt horrid old Grimes, I dont't like him,
that's eertain. And if T ind him, he will turn
me Into a chlmney-sweop aguln, T know.
That’s what T have been afrnld of all along."

# No, he won't—I Kknow as much as that.
Nobarldy can turn water-babies Into sweeps' or
hurt them at all, as long as they are good.”

WAL, sald nanghty Tom, ¢TI kee what yon
wiuni ; you are persunding me all along to go,
beenuse you are tired of me, and wunt to get
rld of me.”

Little Ellie opened her eyes very wlile at that,
amd they were ull brimming over with tears.

& Oh, Tom, Tom!" she sald, very mournfully
—and then sho cried, * Oh, Tom! where are
you?"

Awd Tam crled, ¢ Oh, Ellie, where are you 7

IFor neither of them could see ench other—not
tho least.  Little Ellio vanished quite away,
amd Tom heard her voice ealling him, and grow-
Ing sinaller and smaller, and fminter and falnter,
till all was slient.

Who was frightened then but Tom. He swam
up and down among the rocks, inte all the halls
and chamberg, faster than ever he swam before,
but conld not find her.  1To shouted nfter her,
but she did not snswer; ho nsked all the other
children, but they had not geen her s and nt last
he went up to the top of the water and began
crylng and secreaming for Mrr, Redonebyasyou.
dld—which perhaps wnas the best thing to do—
for she enme In & moment,

$Oh ! snfd Tom. « Oh dear, oh denr! 1
have been naughty to Ellfe, and L havo killed
her—I know I havo killed her,”

« Not quite that,” enld the fairy ; «but Ihave
sent hier nway home, and she will not come
back agaln for 1 do not know how long."

And at that Tom eried =0 bitterly, that the
cald sen wns swelled with his tears, and the tide
was -3,954,620,819 of an inch higher than it had
been the day before; but perhaps that was ow-
ing to the waxing of the moon. It may have
been so; but it in consldered right In the new
philesophy, you know, to give spiritunl enuses
for physienl phenomenn—especinlly in parlour
tables ; and, of conrsn, phykienl eanses for spirt-
tanl ones, like thinking, and praying, nnd know.
Ing right from wrong.  And xo they ndds it i)
it comes cven, as folks say down In Berkshire.”

 Tow cruel of you to send Eltle away 1 sob.
bed Tom. « Iowever, I will find her agnin, If T
go to the world's end to look for her.”

The fairy did not slap Tom, and tell him to
hold his tongue; but she took him on her lnp
very kindly, Just as her rlster would havedone ;
and put him tn mind how it wns not her fault,
beenuse sho was wound up inslde, like watehes,
and could not holp dolng things, whether she
lilked or not. And then she told him how he
had been in the nursery long enough, and must
go out now and eeo tho world, If he Intended
ever to bo a man; and how ho must go all
anlono by ilmself, as ovory ono clso that was
born has to go, and seo with his own eyes, and
smell with his own nose, nud make his own
bed and lio on it, and burn s own fingers
if ho put them Intothe ire.  And then she told
him how many fine things there woro Lo be scon
la the world, and what an odd, curlous, plen-
sant, orderly, respectable, woll-mannged, and,
on the whole, suecessful (as, Indeed, might
havo been expected) sort of a place It was, If
peopto would be only tolerably branve und honest
and good in 15 and thon sho told him not to bo
afrald of anything ho meot, for nothing would
harm lhiim if ho remembered all hls lessons, and
did what ho know was right.  And at last she
comforted poor little Tom so much that ho was
quito enger to go, and wanted to set out that
minute. * Only,” he satd, «Iif X might sco Ellie
onen moru boforo I went!”

“ Why do you want that?"

But Iam

why I eannot go with you when you go h
on SBundayx, or I shall have no peace, or give

you none elther.”

It 50—L use I should be so much hap-
plerif I thought she had forglven mo.”

And in the ywinkling of un eyc thore stood

Ellle, smlling, and looking so happy that Tom
longed to kiss her; but was atill afrnid It would
ot bo reapectful, beenuso s1io was o lndy horn.

“ I am going, Elllo!” sald Tom, I am go-
ing, If it 13 to tho world’s end. But I don't llke
going at all, and that's the truth.”

s Pooh ! pooh! pooh!” suld the fnlry., #You
will like it very well indeed, you little rogue,
and you know that st the bottom of your henrt,
But If you don’t, T will make you like It. Como
hiere and seo what hnppens to people who do
only what is pleusnnt.”

And shio took out of one of her cupboards (she
had all sorts of mysterlous cupbourds In the
erncks of the rocks) the most wonderful water-
proof book, full of such photogrnphs ns never
wero geen. Far she had found out photography
(urud thix iy o fact) more than 13,698,000 years
before anybady was born; and, what is more,
her photographs did not merely represent lght
und shade, a8 ours do, but eolour also, and also
colours, a8 you may seo if you look at n biack
cock’s L], or a batterly's wing, or hmdeed, most
things that are or enn be, 8o (o speak- A,
therefore, her photographs wero very eurlous and
famous, nnd the children looked with great de-
tight for the openlnyg of the hook,

(7'0 be continurd.)
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THE ROMANCE O TIIE BARLEY-STRAW.

AN ALLEGORY FROM TIHE DANINIL

A young married eonple were walking down
a country lane. It wasa peaceful, sunny morn-
ing in nutamn, and the last of thelr houey maon.

*Why are you xo silent and thoughtful?”
nsked the young, benutiful wife, ¢ o you unl-
ready long for the city and s turmoil ®  Are
you weary of my love?  You regret, I fenr, that
you have renotinced your busy life yonder aml
cansented to live only for nmie and our happi-
ness?Y

He kisked her forchead, which she tenderly
rised up to him, 8he received no other ans-
wer.

% What enn yon miss here ?” she continued.
s Can all thoothers together love yott maoro than
I my stngle self? Do I not sufice? We are
rich enough, so that you necd not work; hut it
you absolittely must do somathing—well, then,
write romanees and read them to me anlone.”

The youny man again replicd with o kiss, e
then stepped across the diteh §nto & stubble-
fletd and pleked up o steaw, [efl by the gleaners,
It was an unusually fine and large straw, yet
attached to its root nnd entwlned by the with.
cred stalks of a parnsitienl plant, npon which a
single little flower might be discerned.

“Was that a very rare flower you found?”
asked the little Indy.

« Noj; It was o common bindweed,”

“ A bindweed 7

“ Yeg, that Is its vulgar name. The botanlsis
call it Convolrulus arvensis. The peasantry name
it fox-vinex; Insome Inealities it is eallesd tangle-
tweed.”  lle paused and gnzed thoughtfully on
the straw.

«“ Pray, what Interesting thing is it, then, that
you have discovered '

It ix 0 romance.”

“ A romanee ?”

“Yes—or n parable, if you like,”

s Is it In the flower?”

“Yes; the tlower and—the straw.”

s Please tell me tho story ubout 1t.”

« Rut it 18 n sd one »?

#« No matter for that; I should ltko to hoar it
very much.”

She seated herself on the edgoe of the prassy
bank; her husband did the same close nt her
slde, und told the story of tho straw.

At the outer edge of the barley-fleld, nenr the
diteh of the highway, grow n young vigorous
barley-shoot. It was taller, stronger, and darker
than tho others; it could look over the whole
ficld.

The Arst thing iL noticed was n little violet.
It stordd bayand, over the athercdgo of thie diteh,
and peerad through the gruxs with Its innacent
azure eyes. The sun shane, nnd the balmy wind
breathed over towards the fleld from the roud,
where the vielet grew. The young straw rocked
Itself In gpring-nir and spring-dronmes. To reach
one another wax out of the question; they did
not even think about it.  The violet was o pret-
ty Httle flower, but It clung to earih and soon
disnppenred among the growing grase. The
barley, on the contvary, shot up hligher and
higher ench dny; but the dark green shoot still
above nll the rest- It rejoleed nlready in n long,
full car hefore any of thic others hnd comnmenced
to show their beards,

All the rurrounding flowers Jnoked up to the
gallant ear of barley. The rearlet poppy blushed
yet a deeper red, whenever it swung over it.
The corn-flower mnke its nroma still more pl-
quant than usunl, and tho nunting yelow fekd-
eabbage expanded 1ts ane bold flower,  By-and-
by the barley-straw blassomed In ifs mianner.
It swayed nabout, now here, now there, in the
balmy atmospliere ; sometimes bending over
the cornflower, at times over the poppy, and
then over the tare and wild field enbbagoe; but
when 1t had peered down In thelr ehnlloes it
swung backagilin, straightencd up, and thought,
“You are but o lot of weeds, after nll”

But In tho grass nt the ditch flourlshed o bind-
weed, with its small lealy vines; it boro deliente
snowy and rose-coloured flowers, nnd emitted n
deliente fragrance. To that tho barley-straw
bent longlngly down.,

# You gallant straw,” It smiled; “bend yet
lower, thit I may embrice you with my leaves
and tlowers."”

The straw essnyed to do t, with its best wilt,
but In vain,

#1 ennnot,” it sighed; “but como to moe, lean
on mo and cling to me, and I wlll ralse you
above all the proud popples and concelted corn-
flowers."” !

«I have nover hnd any ambition to rise In
the world, but yon have been my constnnt
dream ever flnco I was budding, nnd for your
snke I wlll lenvo tho greonsward and all tho lit-
tle flowers, in whose company I grew. We wlll
twine oursolves togethior und flowor alonc for
cach other.,”

Thus said tho bindweed, and streiched its ton-
darils into the ficld. It elung tenderly to tho
struw, nnd covered it with its green leaves and
modost flowers up to I1ts topmost binde.

It wns n henutiful sight. The two scemed to
sutt ench other to porfection, The straw felt
now really proud, and ghot up higher and higher.

+ Do you wish to lenve me,” sighed the weed.

st Are you dizzy already ?'? smlied the straw,

#Siny with mo-—cling o moe. Why do you
riso higher?”?

s« Jocange I must., It ls my nature.”

«But it 18 not mine.”

« Follow me, If you love me.”

“You won't stny ? I know now that you do
not love me any moro.

Aund the weed looscned fia tender arms and
sank to tho earth; but tho sitraw contluued to
shaot ever upwards,

Tho bindweed began to wither, Its flowors
grew moro nnd moro prlo. I havo bnt lived
and flowered for you. For your snko have I
racrificed my spring and my sammer. Butyon
do not notlco my flowers—you lenvo my litle
huds to wither In tho alr; you think npon any-
thing algo but mo and tho boautiful summeor—

my timol”

I think upon the harvest—my tine has ulso ils
claim.

L'rosently tho rnin came. Great drops fell
upon tho delicate lenves. «My time Is soon
over,” wept the weed, and closed 1ts little tlow-
ers to hide tho cold tenrs,

Tears are heavy., Thoe straw camo near sink-
ing under Its burden, but it felt the importunee
of keeping itself upright; it steaightoned up,
gnllnutly fMelng tho storm. It grew sthiter In
the bady—hander in the Joints,

It was one of the durk days. The henvaens
were gray nnd the carth dark; it had been riin-
ing for o long time. The weed had grown down-
ward luto the earth, us If 1t would hido selr
from the storm.

“ Bend down once moro as you diit In days of
yore, when my love was all in all to you,”?
begged the weeplng ftower.

¢ I eannot, I dure not,” gronnoed the strnw.

SAnd I, who have bent o thousnnd thines for
your snke—I, who now bend myself to the very
dust before your feet,” walled the weed, grovel-
Hng on the curth,

Then feil 1 coupleof larpe rrinedrops dpon the
bliules; the welght was too much, the biravoe
straw yichled, the weed pulled 1t down, and both
straw and weed sanle down on the wet cearth,
never more to rise again,

The harvest esine, Al the goklen corn wero
bound fn sheaves, wind brought o the barn with
song and Joy,  Dat that which ones so gnllundy
had reared its head above sl the others, -
malned prostrite on the stubble-tlekl.  The
gratn was monldy manl the straw witheral, OF
the beantifol vine, whose loving embrace had
been so ftal, anty the dry, bluckened stulks re-
mndned,

Thus ended the romance of tha barley-strnw,

The young wife had tears in her beautiful
exes, but they were the balimy tears which
strengthen, not the scaliling oses which ernsh
the soul to the earth. Sho wonmmd her nems
arennd her hasband's neck, and whispered o
stugle word In his car. I was, »Thanks,"”

Then she plucked the lost, lndt-withered blos-
som from the bindwieel,

“1L Is a flower of memory that T awill take
with me, when I tu-morrow return with yon to
the eity unin,” she said softy, as she hid 1 in
her bosom, 4 Love 15 good, hut lnbour and love
are hetter, Pleasure is perfect only when 1t
harmonics with our permancent fnterests, s It
Is nlso true that no delight ean be enduring
which inwrteres with duty.”

TIHE SAD END OF ROMEO AND JULIET,

BY ONE ACQUAINTED WITH ALL TME CIRCUMSTANCES,

It was in ancient Ttaly, a deadly hatred grow

Letween old Calel Capslet and Moses Montague.

Now Caleb had anonly zon. a_dapple litro bean.

The ll‘(ﬂ o all the protty girls — by namo young

omeo 3§

And Mueres owned a femalo girl, just home from
boapdin® schos),

Miss Julict was her Christinn namo (fur short they
called her Jule).

To brime the ludy out ho gave a ball at his planta-

uon.

And thither wont young Romao, without an invita-
tion,

One Tyhall, kinsman of the host, began to seowl anid

pont,

Anlwatehed nn opportunity to put tho follow ant.

Wiien Mases saw the tun, he sadd, My cousin, dan't
be eross :

Behave ym’l"aell'or loave the room ; are you or [ the
Hogd ¥

When Julivt saw young Romoo, his beauty did en-
chant her.,

And Rumen be fell in love with Juliet instanter.

Liest their dnils shonld spoil the fun, but little timo
they tarricd, .

But straightway went to Kriar Lawronco's coll, and
privately were married.

Oh, eruel tate ! next duy the groom met Tybalt on
the squnre,

And Tybalt, being very drunk. at Romeno did swear,

Thon Rumen his wenpon drew (o knifo of seven

mies),

And stuck it into Tibly's ribg, which laid him in
the shades.

Then Homceo he ran up and down, through alley,
strect amd square,

The Charlies ran, o'er
hiw "fore the M

And then tho wurthy magistrato most savagely Jdid
frown :

Suys he, young man, yon lese your head, or clza vi-
mose this town @ i

Il chosethe lust, nnd left his brido in solitude to

wk thueir man, and  brought

HNO.

[ Alm!." enid he, ¢ our honeymoon is nothing but
moonnshine §"

And now, 1o mnko tho matter worso, old Moses did
embarrnss, .

And F;iidlym'l shie mugt givo her haad to noblo Count
do Paris.

¢ §e iz n comely youth,’, said he, “to-day ho comes
to wen,

And, zoundy, if you don’t marey him, I'll soundly
waillup you.” i

She straightway went to tho friar’s coll to oo what
must be done,

The (ring ho said Ly go to bed nnd twko zomo Inmdi~
nun—

¢ Twill make. you sleep nnd geom as dend — thus
you'll eseape thix blow,

A humbugied man your dil will be—na blessed one
Romuo.”

Sho drunk. she rlept, she seomod ns dead—they
buried her noxt day—

That she pegged out her lord got word, far off in
Mnatun,

Said he, » Of life I've onough—I'Il hire Blufkins'

mulo,

Luy in & innt of bald-faced rum, and lie to-night
with Julo,” N

1le rode untotho sopulture, 'mong dead tolks, hats
nid croopers,

And swhllowod tuown the poison dose, whon .Juliel
op'od hior povpora,

“ Arc you afive, ot i it your ghost ? Speak quick,
beforo Lgo 1" a

¢ Alive,” she suid, © and kicking, too. Art thou my
Lomoo 27 . i

« It is your Romeo 1"’ ho said, “ my faded littlo hlos-

Bol.

Ah! .lulllvl."is it pussiblo that you aro playing pos.
st

“ 1 am, my dear; now lot's go home—Pa’ irowill be

abated ;
Ohb { what's the matter, Romeo, are you inchrinted 7*
* Alhl no, wy luve ; Louly took u little dusu of puy-

Ric

It mukes mo feol quito bad, L own—n littlo somo-
what sensick,”

Now, soonor, than a playful lamb could shako his
tailorjump, |

IPoor Romco was as stilf aud palo ns any whitowashod

pump.
Then Juliot that same weapon drow, nnd in her bo-

som stuck it,
Lot out nmost torrifio yoll, foll down and kicked the
buokot.

——————

A YOUNG GIRI’S THOUGIITS.

Paropa Roen waa singing Cnsta Diva in ono of tho
wustorn oities.  Folding her whito hands on her
bosom, and raising hor tender oyes, sho commencod
her Eolian nates, tho molody swolling und broaking
into n gush of plaintivo, supplienting hnnnnnf'. tha
vibrated through every chord of thohonrt, [ glunced
at_my fricnd at my sido, radinnt in her dross m
halo of golden hair, and thoro was a awoet, pensive
look on her downeast fco. The music coasoid, nml
the aunidicnce, with wild onthuginsm, was demanding
an oneore when my beantiful companion rrized her
lu:l:.-?'.' soreno oyes to mino; and said: * Isnt it
sad

* Yos," replied T quickly, sharing her feoling:
“hnltlln'»,ugh 80 glorious, it fouches n meluncholy
chord.,

(), nonsense ! sho oxclaimod, * T dont’t menn
thatl™ You know vory woll that I den’t pretend 10
apprecinto Lhis kind of musioal Jargon. I mean
isn‘t it snd Lo s00 50 many young men buidhended ?
I wonder if it isn’t dismipation, or tho climate, or
what? Do you know that L have boow pioking ont
hald-honds down in the parquetto, aml would you
beliove it, L actually countod twonty-niue.”
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