FAIR ROMAINE.

WY CAROLINE A. MERIGHL

There Hves a story, o stary of old—
The Lily of Pravce is fair toaee!
OF @ teus Beart slais and a prowd nane held—
Abme! ahome!
A scuteheon as staitiess s parest vre .
Aund U Aetd of argent with masipedd man’
Fair as it alittered in days of yore,
When best blond v

Al prite yo suints, bsa doadiy sl !
Promd ix the Honse of D Algosie !
Andange's mpy weep it the devil dat win.
And lausrs with iee, :
He, but the Bquerry Uhangulelstine,
Sue. the Dunosel Tebie Romaine,
They we 8t the chase ¢re e houmls were fu.

Faw. you #ver the teeth of a gnasking boar
The Lily of Franee i fair to-see!
Al wide with fury and wet awith gote ¥
Ab me! ak me?
s duwa with its white sides torn ¢
en, fultrn, w Bl lorsensd hair,
Miid ¢ries of hartur oz winds apberne,
Azd oosire’s despaire

Ak, fate it swoops HRen aw kabove!
the House of IV Anasie !
And the futeof the kaugliay is ofbtimes Love,
Ab, vratmmercie !
Futal o wicnand foud of eye,
Nobly and swittl steed hie rides,
Bohi beart be hath and 1 bold war ery.
“And uangiit besides!

I he buithe Equerty  Champdelorine—
Tie Lilv of Frupee is fair to see !
Whe eigve the stul of the Saxan Gyhue
At DA lgvisie,
s o le rescur and leaps to the earth
AN fure of boar aed moean of bhisnad,
A} tearing Ss o nd fram s silken ginth,
Bestrides the ground ¢

L Lar face—
DA lgesie !
I3

aatils el e !

Aniveans sl and o s death?
He stale e throat nd [ Y
Aral atu)s its bresttn !

And ey w8 the mahien she opes ber evos—
Tie Lty of France is H
In a# swoun of angraishy Tier pale sire lies,
Abwe! sk tne !
But red is the cheek of La Belie Romaine
A teld 1o the breast of her savior told
She sweeps nu his steed o7or the wide domain
T casiio-haid !

Alas ! al
ot
Fordue

t !t that they wet 2o tove!

thee Huouse of 1 Algosie !

2 Written fu sturs nbove,
Iumystery?

2z vheek und a e

rring breath,

mbien’s tenrs uod o brtve man's pain.

Wh kgows not Lave itis oft-3imes dewth !
An ol refrain ¢

“Tis sirear that the lavely in griefshoald die?
The Lily of France is fair to gee!
Thast the rovking dangaon give no reply—
Ahme! abme? '
That tte saved aud the savior should pine apart.
And vnly five io the soand of verse,
And the hravest deed sud the fruest heart
Prove bata curse.

ride and o havehty name !

the Huuse of IV Algosia !

For twtter were denth Thun » blush of shame,
Yo saints! ye see!

Sealprared in marbie with folded hands

Baaneredns sund calm s in life she Ties, .

Wihiere the wind to the ‘willow’s low demands

Makes weind replies,

Chatpdeinrine on the feld be foll—
The Lily of Frunce Is fair to swel
For the castle-wiurden sarved bim well
To st him freet
Bat the troubled brain and the anguish'd brepst
Nor sting ner <av tu the falehion prove.
Swift was the dealiblew that gave him rest,”
Anddesp as Love?

Thers stands nor seneschal. ward nor page—
Dnd is the Hoeuss of D" Algonie !

At the old chiteau that is black with age.

- Al mel shmet !

In desulate chambers huny the sjuwars,
Rirtles the armor in dismnl halls:: o

Avd the candard gnawed by the swarming tats

Quivers and falis.
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) A TALE.
- Ry ‘
RHODA BROUGHTON,

CComeatsowp ax o Flower." * Red us.q Roge bn‘:.zhe," de.
PART 1L
CHAPTER 111,

Yes ! the new régime has hegun. . No one
bevowd childhord s fond of a new order of
things mercly because it” js Tew. . Everybody
hates new bLoote s most people ‘hate” new  wi-
tuations, : A R

On most vars the joy-bells of New:Year's.ove,

rashily, and over-hastily mirthéul; jar,  Why,
in Heaven's nare, should we pull befls and got
druuk, bevanse we are one twelvemnouth tiearer
“the Conqueror Wormn '" 1{ it were the worm
that rang the bells, we could undwxtand his
jolity, R R
Joru's new régime over which she has about
ay mch renson'to” exalt a8 we over pur new
year, muy b said to begin as she steams out of
the station at Dering, with: the fovtman stand-
ing on the platforra, and tonching his: hst to
. Der for the last time. . She tried to invogurate

P ilie new epoch V‘I‘ast‘- night

; slabs that cover the entranee.

when she mide u

‘zealous. olfort tolpack ”her awu clothes ';ijd.'
after hours: of patient: but unskilied . wrestling.
rose fromr- before the” inperinls, which iudig
nantly “disgorged  hét! to0 numerous ; gowng-~
rose fageed and red, Yet semi-trivmphont under
the ‘idea: that-'at Jeast. she had sueceeded in
getting everything in——only to Aliwovr:r;behi‘ml
ier a forgotten and overlooked heag, hardly in-

ferior in size'and inconipressibility to thur with
which she had beeri contending, - Thereupon the

1 old régime returis for'a motient, and her maid,

who has been lookitg o1 “inimpatient pain.at
dresses folded in the wrong places—at vavauwsy
where no vacuums shiontd he-and 2 generabin:
artistic ineguality of level, retakes her otficennd
for the last time packs. g oo

When all her hnperialse-great asd many; as
if she were an Ameriean—are at length shut,
lacked, and strapped,. Joar eves them witha
new distrust

< 1f the Louse is as small ax he said, they will
never get-into it c S '

Joan has ne good-by Kisses to give, at least
not to people.s She Kisses al chair, a walking-
stiek, a pair. of wutfetees that she herseli bad
knitted ouly two ‘wonths ago ; but they'do not
kiss her havk again,. and one-sided” kissing ‘is,
as every one kuows, n discoumging -cmploy-
ment.- She vaunot even kisg the fresh spring
rass that grows above her grandfather’s: head,
or. no fresh green grass does grow above it. He
lies far down in'a great and peopleds vault—the
Dering mauseleuns, on- the -bitlding ot ‘whose
solid grewsomueness some bysgone Deriug spent;
a fortune. It would b small comfort toJoan
to go inside the high-spiked dron milings, and
give her forlorn goosd-hiy kiss' to the great stone
It would bLe

! given to twenty others as much as to him,

The journey that is before her i3 long, so she
sets off early.  For the lasi time she opeus her
eves an a Jace-edged pillow, and leoks round at
her dainty: walls palely bung in shimmering
green, at her toilot-table, nt the cheval-glass in
which she “has so often” seen and so thoroughly
enjoyed the sight of the refloction of her own

fizure and Worth’s gnwas.

The thought just passes through her head,
“In what sort of a room shall T wake to-
morrow I but she dismisses it.  ** What does
it matter 17

Far the last time she drinks her cotfee out of
a canary-colored cup, with little ladies and gen-
tlemen making love upon it in the easy, sun-
shiny, practicai way in which china love is al-
ways snde—a cup so thin and transparent that
vou handly feel it between your lips as you. sip.
For the last time she is carried to tha statiopipn
Csprings, drawn through the first, sharpiekh-
ness of a young April morfiing by'a palr of Btin-
coated bays, tightly bearing-reiued, and loftily
stepping over theiv own noses. et
~ You will say that there!is' nothing affecting
in these *“last times 27 that if she were . parting
for the last time with & sweetheart—exchanging
with him split rings or erooked sixpences—~you
could bre sorry for her, but net wow.  And yet
he could be mueh more easily and cheaply re.
placed thau van satin hangings or bay thorongh.
breds. .

For the last time the footman gets her her
ticket, for the first and last time (this is perhiaps
the exact moment when the new life opens and
the old one closes) he tells her in which van he.
has put ber boxes ; hitherto in all her fortaer
travels this has been no roncern of hers, .

With one var-piereing vell, nsof m lost soul,
the trainis off, and with a parting view. of the
footmnn and of aj] the porters,. looking mther
relieved at having one tuore of - the morning
traing off their minds, Joan is off {00, " Past
quite familiar fields first—Aiy fields, where she
seems 1o know every hedge-row thorn,  every
vasturing cow, as well as she knows all the litte
dips sand pleasant vises in the park, where the
very sunshine and the skittish’ winds seem to
belong specially to the Derings ;. then  past
farms and. wheat-fields, and  rick-vards leus
familiar ; then quite strange. oo

Joan. lougs 1o cry. What do sore-hearted
dogs do—dogs who eannot vry=-into the wist-
fulness™ of whose sorrowful eyes no' tears can

steal, and yet whe have quite ns tnuch eapacity.

for the sufferings that the atlections cause,” ag
any Niobe that ever wept herself to stone? -But
Joan can cry, and thauLs God for it The tears
are_already dripping one after awother, quick
and large, on hervrape lap, when ull inelination
to: weep is suddenly and eficctuddiy chiokéd and
killed "Ly the discovery ‘that, on” the seat ops
positicto her, u ¢hild s deposited—a fat, cripe.
aired, prosperous child--whe is. staring ut )!u‘-r
with un liul:ing, brazen pestinacisy 3 in solemn

Cpastonishment thut w grown-up persen ean ory.

Then her téars seem dried and Vurnt us at their
Jountain : she puts her pocket handkerelief back
into_her pocket, ferling sure that she will no
longer need it. ) BN
o duis perbaps as well. - Qrie inust stop crying
sonte duy, and this day, Monday, April-12th; is
perhaps as good as-any other. It ik an diffienit
o weep 4 train with « person “oppesite look-
Ing At you, as it is to ent’ sandwiches gracefully
and comfortably under the Jike. circumstances, -
By-and-by,. finding that Jéan: furnishes no fur-
ther: ‘phenomena ™ for “abservation,  the  ehild.
slithers. down frota ite seat,; beging to run, play-:
fnlly,u? aml down the -ewrriage. wpon: the in-
mates’ feet.” Then: it clinba up again:on“the’
seat and thrisis most . of - its body. éut of the
open - window;: excluding nir: and view being.

tating parént,. it serewn’ up its nosn ans

‘forcibly . pulled down: and : rescated Ty ‘a palpi-
1 hows’ i

Joun's in-a long and weary journey, and there

A€ Haek for. another cony

are. many chauges,  The' tickst. that ‘the foot-
wan got. her does’ not Inst her for the whale
length ; » \H L}
is’ miarket-dav, aud - for‘some - other and unex-
plained reason there ape mon: n ’
travelling. " She_has. to- stand " ~oune of 'w long

string of people—before the ticket-offive, with a:
heated market-woman before ‘her, and a highe |

flavared, hurried man  treading o her'gow,
thrusting heron, and ronghly urging her to be
quick in taking up her change, bebind her..
She forgets 1o which van” her hargage’ was
put: She is nearly koocked down by u porter

and truek’ trundling naisity dowu the platforw, -
‘inexorable ny Destiny and as unalterble in-their.

vourse. The other porters nrv overworked and
unkind, nnd - have quite laid aside their usual
suavity. The attention of most of them ‘is-oc.

cupisd by o furicus man-pasanger, who has lost

his portmanteau abd &84 valing death and dam.
‘nation round 1o the whole stalll in consequonce.
When at® length, by diut of painful persever-
anwe, she has_induced one’ of them to give her
his reluctant attention; whe findy that bis whele
soul revolts ugainst the nwber aml magnitude
of her boxes. R
His sense of fitnoss is evidently jurred by
tinding that a siuvgle woman m\veﬂilﬁ ignobly
slone, without waid ov foptinan or nale protec-
tor, -anid, who, by all the Taws oft anulogy and
probability, shonld have been contented with
one modest canvis-envend box wnd n earpet.
bag, 1% furtished with an array of fmperinly that
would not disgrace a vountess.
Frow a conscientinus desive o cconomize, she
tmvels the last half of her journey seennd-class,

1 The carriage is at first full, gorged to repletion

with ‘market:peaple wha erowd v in mueh
greater number than the earriage can hold, aud
jocosely sit upon  each otber's kuees. They
gradually diminish, as each station drains . a
few off, and she is at length Jeft t#fe-a-téte with
onc man, distinctly dronk, who insists on
shaking hands with her when he too, at last, to
her infinite relief. gets out.  When at Jength
{ts her it seemns n very long leugthy the train
drws wp at Helmsley station, shic is alone,

Tt is evening ; well on towant night, indeed,
and- the station lunps glean all srow.  Having
got ont, she stands looking wistfully about to
see whether she can notiew any one that looks as
if he had come to meet hor.  Jn vain. The
station is mther empty; there is no one that
looks the least expectant, oris cyeing with anv
air of possibile proprietorship any of the men or
women that the train is disbunlening ivedf of.
Work being tolerably slack, the porters are abile
taattend tn her,  In process of time—it takes
time—all her great boxes stand on the plat-
formn. . )

* Where to—please, ma'am £°

.1 suppose that-they must have sent to meet
me,"’ she answers, unevrtainly, < Do vou know
if - there i< a carrdage. here 72 Mrs: Maberley's
carriage 77 R S S o
St What name did yousay, 'm0 ¢
¢ Moberley-—Mr. Maberley,” - speaking with
painstaking Jdistinctness. o o

Hu shakes his head. Jel

“ Do not kunow any one of that name.~<}im,
run and see whether there’s o earsigge s-wait.
fng.” - hith , S

In two minntes Jim is back. -

**Thereain’t uo carriage of any Xind,"”

A disheartened hill ereeps over Joan. They
have ueither come nor seut, ;

“Thers is o cart for the luggage, then,
either, of vours: 1 :

“*¢Na, thers ain't no eart neither.,”

“1 must ‘hire a fly, theén, | suppose,” she
says, ‘swallowing & sigh,  ** JFill one fly 1ake
them all 7 if not, 1 must have vovg flies.”

*! There ain't no flies here 'm,"" replivs the

wrter, suavely ;¢ nnless y¥ou order them afory-
%xand." : T :

“No_ fliest” repeats Joan, eves and mouth
both opening in utterest discomfiture’s * then
how.am-1"to get there ?' - S

2 “*They keepa fly at the: Hailway Tuon, 'in,”
says Jim, who is vounger and tem{nmr-hcnrml
than his commde. . ** Yon con have that if it is
tiot out.” R R T S TR

“# And whery i the Railway- Jun £ she asks,
catchingat this straw, and with » faint gleam

of comfort dawning ow ber sonl. 7 Is it near I |

> Just over the way, "in,” he answers,: point-
ing acrow thie line to the other wde of the sta-
tion ;- ** not mere nor a handred vards off," -
Will: you ge and order it for me then,
ense ' she e, eagerly ' tell them to get
1t rewly ot once—as scouas ever they can 7
(laping unintentionslly into the tones of polite
anthority. and vommand that:have been habitaal
to herall herdifey . 00 o 0 i
COfitas ing "w; buat it ixmostly out o
With thix: cold. comfort he- leaves her. © She
sity down on'the smalleat of lier boxes, with'a
weighty dressiugionae that makes “her - knecs
ache onher lap,. She looks -vacantly round
first b wn - enginé “that s fussing and snorting
whont hy itrell s then at a man who is shutting
ap the book.stall ;. theii -through- the doors of
the glaring refrestonent’ room’ - at the giant-
headed young ladies and comimnereial travellers
exchanging gallantries. * By-and.by her emin
sary comes back, 0o SR L
CF Please, 'm, il
40,‘["-) A-: g : ; ; :
She_ has: not. faced this possibility,

ned her of ite Jikalihood. ' It scemed

‘one ol those things’ that are (60" bad o beitrne:”

w1t took o party-up to Brickhill this afters
“and:it'ain’t bac a¥et"; they do not expect
e of Tioy

St Then what am § 1o do ! says Joan, atill

sitting on her Lox, ind spe
she has' to it suother for hemelf, .11}

seople’ than ustial

her,

e tl;oug:h '

‘also hastraveloddna b
she Toaks npprohensively rotnd to sco whether -
eny dismembered valf or misedered lamb is ta be-

peration.: P

She“doac notmear 1L sy o qiestion put to th
porter, “but” niove sy wij i~j:i:::u|aiﬁ<»::. A Protesy
addressed to Destiny —-to Natare~10 the G
distont wky, where sall the mighty fires nre 1
ginning to be lite - But he tnked it to himaclr,
** Porhaps, “m, i you - wonldstep avross wyd
sprak 1o Mr.: Sinith yourself—it’ i he us keeps

‘the Railway ton” . .

oDl Tshe wavs, catehing st the sugges.
ton ; **thank you™ il )
A g0 she vises, and staggers weross the line as

quickly as the weight of the dressing-cnse will joy

- Junt oppossite, ", " saya the porter, leaning
heavily dnd lengthily on the last ayllable of the
word, n‘ccomgmynying her outside the station and
pointing. * ** You cannot misy it’"

3 {Then he goes and leaves her alane in the
world. e e

O, why——oh, why did not he stay auvel cxort
her't - But he spoke-truth. - She ennnot miss it
“ Raitway Ino’’ ingilt letters scross the wall ;
“Railway:Inn " in gilt letters deross the blinds.
It telis its name to all ita Billy,” ax plainly e
Wonlsworth's cuckog, ~About the door atatd 4
knot of men. enjoving ‘bad tobaceo, starliphs,
and small beer,” anl before the door stands o
buteher's eart, whose master ‘tan evidently jus
pulled up to refresh himself. -

They all take their pipes out of their mouths,
and stop talking ns she approaches, Joan has
entered a score of well.thronged drawing. rooms,
has junde her courtesy to har sovereign wnd
danced with her sovervign's sons, with a gool
deal less nervousness than she now experiem.
in introdacitg herself to this half-doren of von.
vivial boors, S

T uniserey t0 hiear thnt your ty i out,” Jhe
says, abruptly, sad looking fromr ane to the
other, as not knowing to which her gquestion
helongs. :

¥ Yes, miss it is 7 it took a party to Brickiull
this-—" t :

1 know,” she anywers, intermupling ; *amd

‘have you no nther conveyance ? no wagunetts?

no deg-eart 1"

‘1 "ave a dog-cart, misg, bul you see my sun
bas took it to market to Ongar this morniug,
amd he's oftenest not back afore ten or #leven '™

What camel’s back could stanwd such o lust
steaw as this 7" Were it not for the audience Joan
wonld put down her dressing-case in the dusy
rosd, would sit opon-it, and break into forlemn
wee}‘-ing. An it i, she only lowks reund rather

‘pitifully —for they are tiot drank, and seem rsuitt

ready to be civil and sorry---anel xaxs, sighing
patiently :
**Then 1 must scalk ; do you think you veuld

TDielp me to find & boy to earry this; it is very

heavy, 1 do not think that 1 esuld carry it fur
three milen, and 1 believe that thut ix the dis
tanee.” : '

A1 you please, miss, which direction ixit you
are going in ' asks anan who has not spoken
hitherto} a man ‘with: a. purple nosw, a husky
voice, and one. of thoswe hlue blouses that ol
axelr, ealvis, anil sheep muoat reganl with s
lively a distrust snd aversion. 5 -

“Tam afmid that 1 donot kpow even that,”
she answers, turning to. this  new interlorutng,
and speaking with s starved little maile, '}
only know the nnme of the house, and the natie ol
the lady to whom it belongs—Portland Villa--
Mry. Moberley-— M. Moberdey-~Portland Vil
Ia!" Iaboriously repeating and elaboratiug cuch
syllable, , . PR

** Po-artland” Villa 1 repeats he, dnbiousty :
* you do not happen to know, miss, which sitde
of the town it is on i they've been building a
wany new - villax - lately, —Bill, do vou  know
where Po-ortlamd Villa is ?”

Bill shakes his. head.  Ho does not know
None of them know. Portland Viils ix ap-
parently not much known. to fame,

1 should not wandsr,” snggests the land.
lond, preseutly, *4if it were ane of them lones
on_the London Read ;. little houses with a bit
of garden at the back, about: theve miles aut of
the town { just after you pass the Cancer ‘Opspi.
tal and afore you come to the Ladnatic Asvium.”

Jonn' shudders.: Good: Heavens !  What a
situation ! R

1 that is your road, misg,™ says the husky
butcher, affably, “why it is-mine too: 1 can
give you a }ift as far as the ‘orspital ; it won't
take mo nonc out of my way.'

-4 You are very good, " auswers Joan, not yet
quite tnking in the situation’; ** thank yvon very
wiuch ; youaregoing to drive- in that ditsetion ?

He nods toward the eart, and the stout gray
horse, whe, with his' nose in-a bag, is waiting
with the good-humored patience engendered by
long habit putside’in the starlight,

Y That isgny cart, -miss, and 1 don't wind
giving you-n nde init,” - o

She.gives & little “nniatentionnd gasp, “but
happily nobody notices it 1t ia not often, per
hap, that it has bappened to o lidy to dvive in
the moring to a ststion'in_a barouche, behind
a pair of aleck tharongh-breds, and with n six-
foot Lotdon footinin: to open the door for her:
and to drive from n station in the evening -in »
bateher's cart, - However, it is buteher's envt or
nothing, snshe chaoses the former. - Not bLeing
tised. to: mounting into carta, and being tired and
rather:fuint,’she shows o “groat “ngility, eml a

~chair i4 brought:out to aid her.. By its help she
“clamnbars i, and her dressing:case is solemunly

hunided:op after ho

Teis:the:first time that 3t
abutcher's eart. Once sentod,

T
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