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THE FAIRY KISS. assailed by the strongest, fiercest temptation of Iquently. H1e would bond his great dark eycs Worthington won Eloise for his wife. She
hiq life, and lie wakened only to renew the men- upon lier face, and liold lier fascinated for hours told liim slie did not love him, but knowing no-

FRMTI RSLtai conflict. by tlie cloquence witli wbich lie spoke of music, thing of Bert's spoken love to lier mother, she
FRO TE IISI.A late breakfast was presided over by a pale of poetry, of ail the girl-soul worsliipped. H1e kept lier maiden secret folded close in lier .Own

D-ee, deep in a glen where some fainies were dwelling, woman about 40, bis Iandlady, but tliere was no drew froin lier tlie story of tbe pain lier mother beart, and whispered notliing of lier love for
'Young Cora, by moonligbt, vas known ofi to rove,- sign yet of Eloise. Feverishly desirous to see suffpred around lier heart, and delicately oiffred Bert. If on lier wedding day lier whjte, drawn
lFer taebaigeaesbrhaiwt o swelling, lier to form some estimate of lier from bis ovin professional service, whlere lis skill availed to face was corpse.like in its forced composure,

ber be fod Tadyuse whspe - loe." observations, Cyrus Wortbington lingered in the bring relief, thus making, one stel) by wiinning, whlat cared Cyrus Wortbington for that ? He
One eveningz alone in that vale she was straying, linealdy"the gratitude of mother and cbiid. bdwnbsgie
Beguiling the moments tili he would be there; He was a man wlio, once liaving resolved .But wliile lis own lieart knew no0 more now Oniy 0one week after bis wedding day, leav-
And to herself saying, " Why 1s he delaying ?" upon any course of action, could not be turned tlian before the sweetness of love, lie read ini ing Eloise withliher mother, lie wended bis way
Sbe ont down to, rest, and began to despair. aside bytrivial or bywi yopstoand Eloise's eyes noue of thie ensotion lie lioped( to to the office of a laiglwe n se o

byb wiliyopoito, ediglayr n akd o
]But Bleep closed ber eyelids, and soon she vas dreaming lie liad resolved to marri, Eloise Huniter, neyer kindie there. Heart-wliole bimecî,f, lie had not an interview.
O f hright (laye witb 'rhady and long years of bliss; liaving seen lier face or bheard bier voice. So, heen witliout conquests ini bis selfish hUfe. Il Von were lawyers for Gervase Hunter r'lie
And while ghe was sleeping, ber lover came creeping with tliis purpose ini bis beart, lie tbrew ail otber Women bad owîîed tbe magnetic power iii bis asked.
And fondly imprinted a true-loversa ktss. considerations to the winds, and waited to muike gyreat dark eyes, lis ricli voice, the wiîuuing, elo- Il We viere.''

AwakinQ' sbe started, snd then gazed around ber, the first move ini tbis ganie of 1 ie for two. quence of lis tolîgue. Belles, wlîose voi.quests IlYou were aware tbat hoe died in Paris laut
But naugbt of ber Ti ady was tbere iu was clear; Educated, as boe had said himsolf, by a mani vero of violl-kuovn îîumber, bad ]et lini read September ?

She tben tbonght, a fairy wbile roanîinz bad found ber, wliose soul wa5 wrapped up in bis profession, tbe tbe love bie wakened in tîîeir eves, andi flirts s « oentaaeo la.Orbsns
And gave her a kiss, as she dreamed of ber dear. sebolar bad absorbed much oU tbe teacber's on- bad owned tliemselves beateit at their own lias, fot required correspondonce Rince tliaf-

'Lhen homne to ber mother ber footsteps directing, tliusiasm. But whilo Dr. Wortliington looked gaine,. tiie."
ýShe met ber own bouehail upon t4t boreen, steadily at the noblor aimeî of his profession, the Yet this sliy violet, this recluse, liking bim 11 I as his pbysician, and to me lie coin-
She tbld birn ber storv-be langhesl in bis glory, power to alleviate suffering, to aid rnankind, well, gave limno11 paît in ber beart. One word mitted the care of ail lus paprbswlamn
And said, "rPm the fairy and yon are my Quesa 1 Cyrus loved it for its more abstruse investigra- fronu Bort Loring, one glance of liis blue eves, the number."

Aioysitus C. GAH AN. tions, its scientifie scope, its broad field for self- îvould caîl up flying bluslies to thie fair cb.eks "1Vi u; inaking you bis lieir ?II
Quebec, June, 1880. aggrandizement. To make a namne in the ruedi- ail Cyrus Wortbington's eloquence failed to "No, sir ; niaking bis nephew's only cbild

cal and scientific world by some nov work of bring there. beiress to biis weialth-nearly a million, 1 under-
ELOISE. value, to lie kuiovn as tlie great Dr. Wortbing- But Bort, tliougb older thau bis friend, liadstn.
EOS .ton. wvas tlie end of ail bis study sud researcli. boen an unsuccessful man. A poet by the gift of "Nearly double tliat suin. You will leave-

* t oU was a bitter niglit in Novèmiber, a promise But bis ambition ivas second to bis avarice. Not God, lie vas almost a pauper by the noîl-appre. the liapers 1"
ofa cold, dreary winter to come, vlien two, for money itself, but for free coutrol of tbe lux- ciation of inan. Just tbe tiuiest patriluony IlAssuredly, and Mms. Hunter's addross.

gentlemn, somo tliirty-eiglit or forty years old, unies money wili procure, hie longed for wealth kept liuî from actual want, but thoughlie ho ad Miss Hutnter bocame my wife one week ago. I
sat over ville sud cigars in a luxurions room in not merely comfort-tliat luis ovin income a bail room at Mrs. Hunter's, bis boots were leave you the address of my assistant in Paris,
au up-town boarding-bouse in New York city secured-but riches, power to live ini a palace oten sliabby, bis clothes vol1 woî'n aud luis the lawyer wlio dreîv up the wili and tlie vit-
One, tlie youngest of the couple, bad landed a witb a score of servants, vith luxury iii every purse lameutably sleîîder. nesses, tbat you inay ascertain that ail is

fevi bours before from a Europeau steamer, sud appointinont, and money to spend reely ini the And Mrs. Hunter, seeiug Dr. Worthingloîî correct."I
lad boen telling travellers' tales to bis coin- pursuit Of those scientific studios for wlîich hoe in lier lest room, prompt ini payments, faultless And uîîbeediuig tbe lavyer's keeni, scrutinizing
panion, far into the nigît bours. liad an earnest love, aud fromn wvicli lue derived ini costume, with a certainty of $30,000 and a looks, Cyrus Wortbingtou bowed biniself out of

Ridli ?" lie said, in ausver to a question. sîl bis dreans of famne. possibility of greater vealtu in tbe practice of the office.
"No, but little ridher than vilen I left bore. A man in perfect beulth, wvbo biad neyer in- bis profession, cncouraged bis attentions to "A bold gaime," the lavyer muttered "le

But 1 bave guined evcperience and knowledge in jured an iron constitution by an oxcess ; of liard, Eloise, frowniiug upon poor, loving Bert, wvbo, las pdayed lis cards voîl."
my Paris lifo. There is nothing like tbe Frenchi keen intellect and strong wiii, bie vas a dan- spite of bis jests about bis well.riddled lieart, Aud îvhile lie spoke tlbere vas a noise iu the
scbools aund bospituls for a doctor. Bort, 1 would erous wooer for fair Elouse Hunter, a lily ru bier gave the young_ girl, true, royal love. street, a rush of many foot, a clutterîng faîl.
not tuke thousands of dollars and miss the last air aveet beauty, witlu a delicate conîstitution, It was9 the old, old story, anîd Eloise, torii by "A scutfolding ci) the next door bouse lias
fev yoars." timid to a fauît, and modest as a violet, bier filial affection sud bier girl love, vas grov- givoli way," a clerk cried, with a white face,

"But you are glad to come home, Cyrus ?" Ho vas in tbe drawing-roouu iii the afternioon, ing, pale sud van as tbe winter vore avay. "anI thcre arc îuen killed. Nine or ten, tbey
"Home !" said Cyrus Wortbington, vith a reading a novel, baif-hiddeu by thîe folds of a There vas no coercion. Mrs. Hunter loved the say."

short, bitter laugl, Il tliis is my home, a roon curtain, vlien lie saw a lady coining across the only clild of bier beart too vohl for tliat ; but Nine or ten bricklayers, masous, carpetiters,
in a boarding.liouse. sud 1 choFe this because soft earpet, vlio, lie Udlt sure, muest lie Eloise loving bier euie could uot give bier to poverty uand one gentlemanu wbo lad been passiug by,
you vere bore, my old friend sud clium." Hunter. Sinall as a clild of 14, exquisitely fuir, und Bert Loring. And one day vbeîî Bort and in vbose face tbe lawyer recognized the

"But your relatives ?'" witli a vealtli of golden curie caught roîn a loy, pleadcd bis cause slie told lin feattures of luis late visitor.
1I do not know of one. Dr. Wortliington broad lirow, a sweet, cluldlike niouth, and purely "lDr. Wortliington asked mie tliis morning to Deud, witli lis sebeme complete. Dead, vith

took me from' a cburity sebool vlien I vas six oval face, aIe vas as lovely a vision oU girlhood give lini Eloise. 1 like you, Bort. You are thuo road to lis ambition, geîld-etrewu, opeu
years old, because 1 ladl a curions variation of as ever man's eyes rested upon. dear to me as a sou, but vo must tbink oU the before Iiini. Dead, witli huis bande upon the
scarlet foyer hoe visbed to study ont et leisure. Yet, Cyrus Worthington, studying thc face cbild aliove aIl. Yon know loy dreaîîîy, sen- wealtli lie lad planned to, vin. Dead.
1 vas an odd cliuld, smart sud active, and lie- unseen hiniseif, tliought oniy: sitive aud holpiese Eloise is. Yoîî kuiov thut They carried hîim huome to lie youug vife, and
fore the fever vas cured lie became fond oU me "How veak, timid, ea.sily iufluenced lihard vork vould lie slow murder for bier. ';le tenderly broke the truth to bier. Even in theh
and udopted me. We uuust bave licou a strange Not one thougît of the vrong lue vus to do lier lives in ber music, bier books." * irnt sbock she Udlt bier lieart recoil vben the
pair-Bort, the old bachelor, wrapped up in lie davning vomanhood trouhleil lini. Wbutever "And bier love ! She loves me'interrupted lavyer told lier of the errand« completed two

p rofession, sud the elfish, balU-starved found- scruples oU conscience lad trauled lus iiîigbt's poor Bort, a boy yet in many teîidur phases of minutes liefore ber liueland's death. She bad
Iin-. But ve vere very happy. Until I vont vigile vere ail crushcd under the irou beel of bis nature." nover loved lin, but lad she nover known lis
tHarvard, wliere vo mot, Bort, my lienefactor bis viii, sud there vas no tlîought niov oU "îdyulvigleold ouschr aes scmgtbemurued a kiud friend

educated me hinseif, sud 1 devonred booke. 1 turning liack fron bis purîtose. While bis toilirîg, siaving, starving, a poor inatî's wifc ?" ost. It vas tvo years liefore Bort came to, sliare
lad no one to love, sud books filled the cravin eyssilrie pnle ae los pte Yupti atl. er home, to lic the husband oU bier buart, to fill

oU my heart, so 1 studied overything before me, the piano, sud fron the littie taper fingers 1i put it truly. While 1 cuit keopi fuis thie paradîsc lier motber lad paintod. But in
iucluding the medical works in the lirary. You flowed the music tbat comes only ron divinie iuouse up you are vielcome to a hoitie liere, but tîcir happilîcas tley gave Cyrus Worthington's
vont lielieve me, I suppose, il I tell you I could giftp the outpouring of inspiration. It mo'i ed ut aîîy day 1 muy die. These hucaut spasuis naine fIe cbarify oU silence. Nover is it spoken
usesa dissocting kuuf e before I vas tvelve years even Cyrus Wortbington, no nu-eai judge of' mean a sudden death aune day, Bort. Theîî hi, the wife hoe deceived or the friend le

old.' ~~~the vondrous execution of tiie girl's fincgeiso ieeaeyugii to fake Eloise r' ronged.
"I do not doulit it. We ail cousidered you the power of geuius. Front a heart full oU 1i viii vork for bier."

r. roig oflernngat arar. y tue~yysaduess came vailiug melodies, nîiting into "Work firet, thon, anud voo hier afterviard. THE GLEANER.
lîow did you ever come to, lave the doctor for dyinig cadences, full oU teurful lneuuilîg, thon My poor Bort, you are too like lier to marrv
college ?" lowly there gathered on the sweet Âîips an in- lier. Couid I but give yon weulth, vou could TISELE i S every appearauce of au abundaut

"Ho desired it, distrusting bis ovu povers of tenso emile of vondrons radiance, snd thie live in a poet's paradise, you and Eloise, nover crop tlîrougbout Ontario.
tuition after 1 passed 17. Wlieu I cane home, munor passages were dhanged to tenîder, ri-grig old, two growu.up chldren. But vie TI ueo etise stevatis
as you know, 1 became lis partuer and assistant pling airs, hap pY as an infant's enles, tihl are ail poor. Do not torture lier, Bort ; you peer in Englauid, or iii-fIe world.
until lie died, leaving me $30,000, and I fuitilled some glorions cl'ords of grand harmouy con- wlîo love lier. Go away snd lot Dr. Worthing- JoN C WEUbndtcvrtro
my liUe-long dosire sud vent to Paris." pieted thie true maiden's drean. ton vin lier."'JH UWN fLodn h rtro

1"1Was that aIl that drove you to Parie ? No It vas evidentiy holiday vork, for vifli a "Sue viii nover love lin.". mnusic, sud promotor of singing in Sunday-
love drean, no fuir companion on the steamer 1" sigh Eloise took a book of alarmaing-looking exer- "Not if you love lier." ecliools, je dead, in bis 64th year.

"Noue. 1 un heart-vhole ut 23. Cen you cises fron the music racki, sud liegau to practice "I will go, tIen. You viii lot me tellilier r' Mit. CRoss anîd hi@ vife, Mrs. "George Eliot"
say as muclih in rosi earnost. Wby ? It viii only niake lier liUe liarder if Cross, bave gone to the Continent, vhere they

"6Not 1. My lieart is as full oU boles from. Cyrue Worthington drev Uurtlior back in the she thinka you suifer. I viii nover force bier viii reniain several moutîs.Cupid's darte as a ekimmer. My lest love, folde of the curtain, sud resnmed lis îîovel. An to marry. But-if Dr. Worthington eau vin Sua BARTrLE FRERE lia net been recailed from.
th ougli, is the sveef est niaiden ever von a beort, hour flov by sud thon Mrs. Hunter camue in. lier, 1 tell you frankly, it viii make me very South AUnesa because lie is eîîgaged in arranging
witli soft eyes sud golden curîs. You shahl see "Five o'clock, Ehoise, and pitel dark. Are happy."I a echerne uf Confederation.
bier. Iu your travels you have seen no fairer you practising properly in tbe durk V" So Bort-honest, loyal Bort, for lbis very TuiE Goothe monument et Berlin vas unveiled
face than Eloise Hunter's." I knov these bassons by heart, mamîna," the lovo'e sak , turned bis face fron bis love sud

Over Cyrus Worthingtou's face came a startled girl auseored in a loy, sveet, voice, vitlî a sîtade violt f0 another city, vbere ho vas offered a ou terloU uned ipres encee bofthew Genhn
look that vas almost terror. of vearinees in the toue. position as assistant editor upon a magazineEprrsdEpes Tiybt uvGoh

- Eloise Hunfer lieh cried, thon added, vifi "Don't vaste tino, darling," the mothuer tliat vas to ho a fortune in fIe future, but in the ttntey
a forced cerelessneas, "lit is a pretty uamoe. Who said auxiously, Ilyou knov 1 caunot puy for prcscnt rafluer a log on flue uîecke oU the proprie. THus Soutb, since 1866, bas set in motion
is elie ?I" music leasons, sud uext year you nîuet try to tors.60,0epdî,oUvilGoralas2,17

"The daugliter of our landlady. Did I not fiuud sechlare." And Eloise, vondering at Bert's dosertion, a third oU tlim being in Columbus.
* enio br am vie Ivnteyo Y la -1 dIie you vo-d lot une _ _l _ou moe, -1e1ai f1k l inilit vsgn rn irhe SOEALJcsNsvdvadbrdu

vuat I Rave covetcd for years !7 ratienU!Lpu LU Ur o ai mohr Elie nia liv" fo yr Tu w l oflice stock lu fIe coinpany or-.-t ience !" er ovu oo neanly alday, practîsuug at an "Youn ucar oîeLO5,ia îeinyas Tsvoeo

Ho paced the room for htours, f111 the grsy houn vben fte gentlemen vore avay, sud the lu a quiet bouse, but flue constant cane sud foul gauizod to operate stoamboats on lakes Mani- -

duvu crept in ut fthe vindov, viien le tlirev ev ladies iying dovu or out. are killing ber." tuba sud Winuipegosis sud Saskatchevan ha î- -

luiusifupn is ie fr fe bone rpoe.A Yet vifh bis resolve in fti11 fonce, Cyrus So liffle by littie velring ont flhe yuung boen snbscribed. The Hon, 'Peter Mitchell ltg
ins ofjro viioU teay nrre b la ben Wrtiigtofl ceutrived te sec Eloise very Une- heant's constaucy by steady perseverance, Cyrus President,


