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-nursing me for I don’t know Low long!

nurse by profession.” - -

For the * Dvarthatone.”
THE NIGHTINGALE'S SONG.

BY H, PATTERSON.

Comos my sweet love this way to night ?
She comnes—O Lam glud .
e moon ix up, the sture shine bright :
The lleav'ns in glory's dress are clad.

All silently they downward lonk,
The bexutiful pure stara :
And gem the waters of the brovk
With golden studs and silver bars
.
The nightineale beging her soue
sweet though sndsome Jditty,
That piereeth throngh my brave henrt stroug
Like lovely womnn's southing pity.

The melancholy of her =train
Awankes in mo such answer,
As genres away the spectre—1nin @
Yet leaves a something tike in teansfer.

Yos, leaves in moe o mournful sense
Of something smihiler still,

Than uny of the painsg intense
That make the sum of human itl.

Such feclings ag ['ve never known
From inmeworial day
Come in her striin so s
Boneath that old Oak’s

wl lene
larmed sprays ¢

Sueh echoes to her pensive eries,
As melanchnly sweet
As ever caus’d the tenres to rise
From out the heart's embosom®d seat !

RXGISTERED 1n stecurdnnee with the Copyright Act
of 1868.]

COLONEL BENYON'S

ENTANGLEMENT.

BY MISS M. E, BRADDON,

‘CHAPTEL V. ((Lontinued.)

It was upon . Sundny, a mild October day,
towards sunset, that he fell himself for the first
time able to speak to his patient nurse. A
broad bay-window in his room looked westwarld,
and he saw the evening sky with & wurm rosy
Hght in it, and heard the rooks cawlng in the
aventie, and the chureh-bells ringing for evening
service.

Mrs, Chapman was sittihngeg by tho window
reading, with hier hood thrown back, and her
dark brown halr only shrowled by her muslin
cap. She dki not wear the homld always, though
Mrs. Johns had never happened to sxee her with-
otut it. She had a habit of throwing it ofl’ at
times.

The Colonel lny quite motlonless, lovking at
the sky and ab that quiet figure at the window,
wondering drenmily who this woman was. Het
profile was clearly defined against the soft iight,
as she sut there, unconscious that he was wutch-
ing her: and Herbert Benyon thought that he
had never seen i lovelier face.

It was a spiritualized beauty, sublimated by
some greut sorrow, the Colouel fancicd, The
glory and bloom of yonthh were gone, thiough tho
woman was evidently young; but with the loss
of those sho had gnjued fu the ¢charm of expres-
sion. It was afice that went to one’s heart.

She turned from the window presently, henr-
ing her patient stir, and eaine towards the bed.
Ho saw that her eyes were gravy, lurge mald durk,
with a pinintive look tn them.

« I did not know that you wero awake,” she
sald gently. * Lot me alter your pillows a 1ittle,
and then 1 will bring you somoe ten”

1t was the vuice that had been with iim in
all his foollsh dreama. I¢ seemed as if he had
come back to lite out of a llving grave, bringing
only this smemory with him. sShe bent over
him, arranging vhe plllow, which had slipped to
a position of torture on the edgeof the bed. The
dexterous hamds made 1l comfortable in a few
moments, while the lovely fuce looked down
upon hini,

# How good you have been to me all this
time ! he sald.  He had utterod protestations
of grutitude and rogurd many times during his
delivlum, but these were the first thoroughly
sonsible words hie had spoken to her,

The surprise overcumo hor u llitle,. Sudden
tears started to hor eyes, and sho turned her
head aside to hide them.

“#Thunk God!” she exclalmed earnostly;

¢ thank God !”?

s Far what?” asked the Colonel.

« That you.are so. much better.”

« [ have been very 1ll, thon, I suppose 2

4 You have beun very ilL”

O my “head, havew't 1?  Yes, I know I
thotight myself up the country, and that I could
henr the Jackils sereuming outside. And I am

‘really - 1n- Cornwall, down at Hammersley's

place—poor Hummersley l—aund you have been
You
seo L am quite ratlonn] now.  § thought ouce
you were y sistor—u girl who died nearly

_twonty yeurs ago.”

« Yes, you are much better; but pray do not
talit.  You ure very weuk still, and the doctors
would be atgry with e for lotting you talk so
much.”

«Very well.  1will be as quiet asa lamb;
Indecd I don't, feel capable of dlsobeying you,
But there Is one question that I must ask.”

« I do - not mind unswering one question, if I

n'll
cu“ To what Leneficent influence do I owe your
care of me? what frenk of fortune brought such
a ministoring angel to my sick bed 27 '

sl am here to perform: & work of charity,
that is all,’” she auswered quietly,  « Lama

 But you are u ludy ! he exclnimed, sur-
prised,

‘| Iore.

s Phat does not prevent my nursing the
siek.”

« Then you du nob mean that you are a hos-
pital nurse—a person to be enguged by uny one
who neuvds your services?”

# You are asking more than one question,
No; I am not & hospital nurse, nor do I tuke
payment for my services.”

& [ thought not,” murmured the Colonel,
with a faint shigh of relief.

It would have shocked him, somehow, to dis-
cover that thoe patlent nurse whom he had mis-
tuken now for his dead sister—anon for his fulse
love—way only u hireling after all,

o [ wished to perform some duty in the world,
being quite slone, atd I ehose that of attend-
ance on the sick poor. Ihave never wearied of
it yot.”

« And have you been long engaged in this
guod work ?”

“ Not very long; but you must not talk any
I must positively torbid that,”

The Colonel submitted very reluctantly. Ie
was s0 eager o know all abutt this woman—
thix ministering angel, as he called her in his
own mind. e repented Scott's familinr lines
in & low volce ax she moved softly about the
room making preparations for his eveuing meal.

Detsey June, the housemald, brought the tea-
tray.

Alrs, Johns had avolded all actunl nttendunco
on the sick-roow of lute, oflended by the nurse’s
stund-oflishness,  The Colongl did not want her,
she saide Ho had that fine hwdy with her pupish
headgear.

Mrx. Chapman urranged the tea-things on the
tablo by the bid—the small, home-baked louf,
the tiny rulls of righ yellow butter, and a noble
bluck of honeycomb on a glnsg dish, There was
a nosegay of autnmnal lowers, too, for the em-
bellishment of the table; wmd altogether Her-
bert, Benyon funcled that Innocent repast the
most tempting bunquet that had ever beon
spread fur hlm.

« Please »it there, and pour out my tea,” he
sald, In his wenk volee. ¢ Bub see, you have
forgotten your own cup and saucety’ he added,
luoking nt the table,

« I will drink my tea presently.”

« You must drink it now, with me, or I will
drink none.” .

She compllad ; It-was not worth whillearguing
with him about such a trifle. *he brought the

second cup and snucer, and sut wheie he orderat

her. e looked at her very ofien as he sipped
the ten she had poured out for him, and ale
bresd und boney, like the queen in the fimous
mursery rhyme. e looked nt her, wonderlug
what her life had Leen, with an Intense cuti-
oslty only possible to u prisoner in o stek-room.
{ie would luive given the world to question hier
further; but that was torbidden, to say nothing
of the Impertinence of sueh n proceeding,  Heo
was fuin to lle there with fixed drenmy eyes,
speculating idly about her and her history.

The patlent had taken o turn, and thedocetors
rejoleed excoedingly 5 but DIS progress evon now
wus very stow.  Ho lay tor four long wecks us
helpless s o child, attended iapon dny nnd night
by Mrs. Chapman and a young mutt out of the
stables, it handy young fellow, whose genlus
had been developed by tho exigencies of the
case, nnd who mude s very decent aminteur
vilet.  How he should hnve endured this drenry
thme without Mrs. Chupmun's eare mul com-
nanlonship, Herbert Benyon conld not lmagine,
She brightened the dismal monotony of the
siek-room, and lightencd his burden for lim mare
than words could tell: and yet she was by no
means what any one would eanll a lively persoi.
Indeed, nfter that close companionship of nany
weeks, Colonel Benyon coulil not remember
ever having seen her smile.  But her presene:
had an Influence upon him that was bhetterthun
commonplice cheerfuluess.  She read o hin,
und the low sweet voice waws ke musle.  She
talked to him, nd avery word helped to reveal
the weanlth of n highty-cultivated miml,.  With
such a companlon life could uot be irksoe,
evon lu e sick-room,” ’

Before the fourth week of that first stigge of
his convalescence was ended, Colotiel )
hnd made many efforts to learn his nurse's Jiis-
tory; but had utterly failed in thoe etdeavor,

s My story is comnon enougly, she tolt him
once, when he suld that he was convinead there
waus some romunce In her e, 1 have lostall
that [ ever loved, aud am obliged W0 iiterest
wmyself in strangers,"”

“ You are vory young to be a widow,” suid
tho Colonel; « Had youn been jong married
when M, Chupiman died 2"

A sudden look of pnin cume into her tuee.

s Not very long, Pleuse do not ask me to
reeall my past lMife. My bistory is the history
of the deud " . .

After this he could not push his curlosity far-
ther; but lic was not » Jitlle tormented by his

S BAVE PITY UPON MK, COLONEL BENYON, I AM THAT WRETCHED WOMAN.”

desire to know more. In the dead of the night
he lay awake saying to himself, » Who the
deuee could this Chapman have been to leave
hls wife In such a desolate posttlon? aid what
has become of her own relations? [ would
stuke my chinnees of promotion that she s o
Indy by birth; but how comes 1 huly to be left
to carry out such a quixotic scheme ns this
slek-nursing business?  For to the Colonel’s
mmkiane mind the nursing of the slek poor
seemed nin ceeentric and abnormal employment
for o well-bred  young woman—above all, for n
heautiful young wouan ke this widow, with
the classie profile aud hitinlnons gray eyes,

A soon as the Colonel was strong cnough to
totter from his bed (o @ soty, Dr, Matson sug.
gested telungge of quarters,

s You must got nearer the soen,’ hesaid; s this
flowery dell is all very well In Its way§ sl you
certininly do get a snif) of the Atlantic mixed
witls the perfume of yuur roses. But I xhould
ke to plunt you somewhere on the very adge
of the veean, There is a decent fun at Penjulah
now, directly fueing the sen, bullt wlmost apon
the Leseh 3 4 homely plice enough, but where
you would get very guwd treatment, I think
woe might move you there with advantage.'

The Culonel grorned.

s 1 don't feel strong chotigh to be moved from
olie roont 1o auother,” he suid,

s L duresay not. Therve's agood deal of pros.
trutlon »til!, no doubt; but the chinnge would do
you a workl of goml, We mnost maaese it sone-
how—contrive some kind of ambulinee, and
curry You ln g recusnbent position.  Mrs, Chup.
mnn witl o with yotl, of course,”

The Culunel’s fuee brightened nt this sugses.
tion.

o Waould you go?” ho asked, looking at his
nume.

o Ot course she would.  She's not done with
yott yot, by any meuns.  You ate hot golng to
slip out of our hands for some Hitle the, T oaes-
sure you, t'olonel Benyol,” sald Dr, Malsou,
with professlonat jucosity.

o [ do not wish; I nin quite content to re-
main an Invalid,” replicd the Colunel, looking
ut hls nurse and not it hils doctor.

The physicinn saw the loolk,

# Bless my sond,’” he said to himself, « Is thut
the way the ent Jutups? The Colonel’s friomds
woi't thank me for, getting bim such u good
nuree, If be winds up by munrylog her,  Thut
lovk wus very suspiclous,

The doctor qad his way., ‘the chief fnn at
Penjudah was quite empty at this lite perlint of
the year; and the best rooms, oll-tashloned en-
puctous chambers faetng the sean, were at the
pntient's disposal.  So one fine mornime, in the
begiunlug of November, while the reddened
leaves in this mild western conntey st Hagereld
on the trees, Colonet Benyon fert Frewardeil,
which had been a somewhat unlueky <helter, it
5 «l
snoon that Inst maorning sy Mres. Johns
ngglit soo mueh asx o gHmpse ot the
ey but just at the iminad nwoment, when
Colonel hnd heen made contfortahle in the
carrvinge, wrappell up to 1he eyes o woollen
rugs il tiger-skins, Mrs, Chapninn taened aond
held out her hand to the hoseReeper, She hod
her vell down, a thiek black Ll she weone
i oelose blnek bhonnet of o somewhat hygoue
fashion.

sotanntaby e, MresoJdohns” shie saled, in herlowy,
plaintive Tl s tlee lest Ve | shinll
over s vdeil. Please shake hnuuds with
me betore I o,

There was something that seemed  almoest
humility in her tone. The hotsekecper drew
hiersel € up eather sty quite tadcen by surpeise §
wnd then, in the next moment, her gowd nature
gol the hetter of her reseannent, niel she toolk
the proftered hand,  What o slewder ite haonad
it sected by the grasp of Saeab Jdoling’ xtout
fin
s Iiaosure [ bear you ne maltee, mum,* she
sithd, v though you have keps yoursell so nrach
1o yourself, as ifother folks weren't goml snough
for you s and if you HKe to watlle over rom 1’en-
Jwlah any fine afternoon 1o take s cup of ten
withh me and my bushaud, you'li he heartily
weleoy <0 bit or eolld ment
wred o apple-pasty in the house,™

o Yan are v 3 bt 1 deel comehow thnt,
1 shali never rdetlagiin,e May 1 anther
une of those Lite ros Thanke ; T should like
to take one sway.”

She woent to one of the stindiord v

thee lnwn, ated gatbered one solitary 1 -1
pitle primrosc.coloured flower--a elaneholy -
lovking blossom, the Colone] thought, when she

ook her sent in the carriange with this rose In
hor had,

i don't iahe to see you with tiaed pabde 3l
1os he =ald; it rentinds e of asplhusle
annd secans symbolieal of Jdenth. I shonhl dilke
todo away with that ugly blaek honnet, mnl
erown you with o garlioed of brisht reil roses,
Lthe cmblemn of renewed youtls dnl hope*”

Shes looked st Tiing witly sseld eariest ey s,

o1 havedone with youth,™ she sabld, = and
with hope, exeept—-"

s lixeept what 2 he asked, vagerly,

s lixeept o hope that [ do not o
shout .t hope of somiething
oarth,”

After this the Coloned was slent. There was
sowething in those grave wornds thal sounded
L reprant.

Johins stood in the poreh wateling the
carvinge drive away with n thoughital counten-
ahice. O AWhat was it in her volee just now thing
gave me the shivers?” she sublid 1o herselly, per.
plexed in spirite

¢ to talk
beyowl  this

CHAPTER V

3o may ono read his weind, awl reason,
And with vain drugs nssunge w pain
For onch man in his loving season
Fools and is fvoled of these 1 vuin,

Charms that allay not any lomerge,
Spells that appease uot any grief,
Time bringa ux afl by hnudinis. wronging
All hurts with nothing of relief.

Colouel Benyon was In love,  That rigid dis-
ciplinurinn, that  lattered  soldier, who  had
boast for tho last Hiteen years of bis frecdom
frowm anything approaching whut e ealled san
et tunglement,” now nwolko to the conseiotisness

w3 i could win this womami, of whose
antecedents he knew nothing, fur his wlie, he
wats it loal e That be eoubl return to the
outer workl, Lhat hie coulld go Jeeeks to Tndin el
In withont ber secnied Bnpossible,
Izl narrowead Atsell into the slek
Al the

1hs world
chamber where she ministered to nhin,
voices of Lhis earth seetned to huve inelted into
that one low tender voice that read to him or
ke with him in the lomeg trangudl evenings,
Until now he lnd seareely known the meaning

of a wolman's compapionshlp. Never had he
fived In such elone Inthnaey with any one, not
even a maseuline fricimd, But now be lookel
buek at his hird eonnmonplues lfe, the conven-
tivannl soclety, the stereoly ped pleasures, and
wondered how he st endured so many ye
sieh o buwrren eststence.  He loved her, B
tong tinme—his idlo weelks in that slek rooin hnd
seemed so long, giving him so mueh leisure for
thought-—he sirugaled ngainst this folly, if folly

but he had stroggled In vain, Ue
r.  Her, and none other, womwid b have
for his wife; and he told himsell that (b way,
wlfler atl, no great snermieo which he conlem.
plated maklioge Thut she was o lndy hie never
doubted fruin the fiest hoar when, restored to
Iils sober senscs, bo had okl ot ber faew and
hennd her volee. 16 was Just possible that, she
wus burn of n fess noble raece than s own,
thotigh he coulid senrcely bring hiniscit lo bellevo
even this) It was more than probable that shy
was very poor,  The Coloncel was glad of this
Inst méte It pleased him to think that hils

wealth inight give her o new and brighter ko,
surronndhiyg her with all those laxuries nud ele.

gances which scomed the natural wtiributes of
her beauty,

Was there any hope for him?  Well, yes, he
wii incllned to boliove bis cnase Gar fram dusper-
ate.  There was u subtle something in her tooks
il tones at tines that nuule bim Swney he was
not quite Inditlerent to hor, that he was more
than the mere object of her charlty,
conll be ‘more vague than these slges snd
tokens, for shoe was the most rederved of woe

Nothing




