
166

THEE PAIRIES' KNOWE.
When the dew is on the moorland, and the moon

on the ill,
When the castie gates are closing, and the hum of 1i

is stili,
Wben tbey draw the heavy curtains in the state

oriel roorn,
And tbe Iamps in muffled lustre glimmer ghos9

through the gloom,
Will you meet me,
Corne to meet me,Gliding by the tail yew hedges, gliding by the rivei

flow-
Will you corne to meet me, darling, at the Fairii

Rnowe ?"

But my father loves my singing, as the barpisebe
I touch,

And he needs me, just to listen to tbe ]ore he loves
much ;

Reading ln tbe grim old folio, opened wben tbe lava
are lit,

And I hide awav my yawning as we linger over it1
Can i meet you,
Corne to meet you,

Wh en such kindly eyes are watching by the fire-los
ruddv glow ?

Can I leave rny wa!-m home-shelter for the FairiE
Knowe'?"

But the music of your wisper is the rnelody I prize,And no page bas haîf the wisdom that is written
your eyes;

Let the chords for once lie idle, close for once the o
deaqd lne,

Life and love have richer mneanings waitjng for yoi
glance and mine,

If you'll meet me,
Only meet me,lVhere no jealous guard ean follow, where no spyir

footsteps go-
lf yo'll corne to meet me, darling, at the Fainie

Knowe."y

But my nurse bas often told me evil spirits bau]
that spot,

Ghosts of some rernerbered horror, tbat they hin
but utter nlt;

And that black risfortune hovers, brooding in thAnsullen air,
Ad no maiden ever prospers that bas beld a trystin

there;ý
Dare I meet You,
Corne to meet you,When they warn me of the magie tbat bas twinearounidre so,

Wben I feel some danger lurking at tbe Fainie
Knowe?"

But he lured ber witb bis whisper, and he smootbe
ber fears to rest,

And be kissed tbe lue eyes hidden, laughing, weeuiug on bis breast,
And she stole, tbe 'old mnan's darling, through th~

Wbt ern in the nigbt,W'e tho screecb-owl booted o'er and the ban-do
wailed ber fligt;

Stole to meet birn.
Once to rneet hlm!1But tbe darkeued borne tbat missed ber saw thseason s corne and go,

Yet neyer found tbe flower that left tbem for thFainies' Know,.

Soon tbe vaults that beld bis sires opened yet agaii
for him,

The fatber wbose fair cbild forsook hlm as bis ligh
burut low and dirn;

And a dark and passionate story gathered slowlý
round ber narne,

Till it grew a note of warning, blent witb sorrow an(
witb shame;

And rnen wispered,
Sbrank and whispered,lTow, at midnight. sbuddering watcbers hear a sounýof waiingi'low,

As of fear and late nepentance, sobbing round tbgFainies' Knowe.

-AiU the Year Round.

PEER AND PEASANT.

BY FLORENCE B. IIALLOWELL.

"And you are qoing to leave us r' There
was a ring of deapair in the voice of the womnan
wbo uttered these words, and ehe raised her
large, mournful, dark eyes appealingly to the
face of the handeome young man who stood be.
aide ber leaning againat a giant foreat tree.

4It la necessary, Victorine ; and surely yoa
would flot have me stay for ever in thia littie
cabin, ahut away from the world like a rnonk in
a cloister V'

" You are flot well yet, " aaid the girl, in a
low, heitating voice.

'«I arn well enougli to leave here, where I amn
only a burden," was the rejoinder.

TbA dark eyea filled with audden teara.
4You are unkind to aay that, Hugo. What

we have done for you hia been done cheer-
fnlly."

-"But your father ie a poor man, Victorine.
Hie cannot but feel the support of a etranger very
burdensome. And he refusea to accept any ne-
tu rn.',
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goI wonld wllingly do so," lie said, "but I left this," ehemrmured. "Hie daugliterileasprornieed your fatlier that 1 would tell you no- nothing to hlm compared with hie desire foristhing, and I canuot break my word.' power. lielias lait me alone to live or die, as
ife g " Thase are dangerous days, " eaid Victorine, tbe good God may sea fit. And had I only dared"and there je a constant dread at my heart that to epeak, 1 might have wou both love and sta-ely ryfatherwilljoin the ineurgents. Ledru Rollin, tion. One word would have bridged the gulf

itîy wlio leade the Red Republicans, le alwaye between Hugo and me. Oh, father! father!wantlng more men, and the fact that these your secret bas proved my doom !
strangers corneliere go fnequently fille me with As the last words left lier lips she threw Up

r's alarrn." ber arme with a bitter cry, and cnet berseîf prone"iThen your sympathies are with our-with on tbe floor, ber face downwards, no teare in beres' the tbrone ?" said Hugo, eagerly. eyes, but hoarse, gasping sobs tearing their wvaydoYee; and yet 1 know bow much eause the from ber breast, sud lier white, lender hande
rd people have to complain. They need belp; but burîed in lier long, dark hair. For a long, tirnecan help corne to tbem only through blood and elie lay thus, -making no effort at self-control,s0 riot ? le there not some other way in which giviug free liceuse to the wild emotions of lier
ip their condition cnuld be improved ?" burdened lieart.

cg "Tley bave taken matters into their own But at lengtliesbe grew quiet, and îay motion.b ande," said Hugo ; " it le too late to help tbem les, as if utterly exhausted witb the force of bernow, " and ha sigbed lieavily. etrange passion. The moon rose elowly and shed
98) A silence fell between tliem, broken oulv by ite calrn, cold light upon her ; the wiud ighedthe caîl of the uigbt-birds througli the foreet. through the foreet lhke a loat spirit ; the hourees' Ail was strangely stili. A few yards away stood wone ou, but stili ehe etirred not. She lay therethe little cabin which lsd beau Victorne's like a dead thing, and the Cold, gnay 1l.ight of'lhorne foeten long years. Henni Razi was ah- moruiug found ber position uuchauged.insent, and therefone no light gleamed from the
Id windows of bis borna. It tood dark and deso. On the morning of Friday, June 2th, 184,lata beneath the tail fonest trees whîch sunround- the City of Paris pneseuted a ecene of horrorýu ed it. seldom equaled. lu the eastarn hall of the city,iMoved hy a sudden impulse, Hugo put out every street lad its battle, sud avery atone ofhae arrn, and draw Victonine close to his aide. the barricades was apottad with luman gore.ng "'The time bas corne for us to say good.by," Eaeh window was a loophole from which fiashed

lie hanurmured, bnokenly. "Oh, do not fonget the laaden deatb. The figît ragad [nom bouseime when 1 arn fan away, Victoina.", to bouse, from chamber to charnIer. Men firedShe atarted fnorn hirn with a faint cny. at escli other fnom the parapets on the roofs, sudnt doYou are flot going now 1" elle exclainîed. the dead Iodlas felil eavily ou the stneets be-
"oOh, Hugo, it cannot le possible that you are low. Every atrocity ùf civil wnr or knowui to leave me s0 soon 1" among ravages was parpatrated ou the pisouerst

he doI dreaded tllhiug you of rny departure until by the insurgents. Beaten froni barricade toiI could delay n longer, Victorine. My heart barricade, they w.-re unable to guard their cap-~gaches at th e thougît of leaving you; but 1 muet tives, sud condamned them to dia as fratricides.1le lu Paris to-rnornow. Business of importance The youug men of the Mobile Guard, nearly alcale me thara. Gîve me your good wieles before natives of Paria, sud beroes of tba barricades of'Id 1 go. I shall think of you as I journey forwand the praceding February, were treated by tbe ln.1~'to.night, sud picture you sleeping lare, undi8- surgents as traitorýz. Sorne of themn wered'lcapi-tturbed by battle sud carnage." tated, sud timeir heads stuck on pikea, andl, sur-cShe did not speak. Witb botli lande clasped mounted by the rilitary bat, served as banneraadover lier heant elle etood like s beautiful statue on the laigîts of several barricades, lu thehP_ before hlm, lier eyes starng straigît befora ber, Pantbeon, near the tomb of Voltaire, s Mobilensud ber breatli cornin useort, quick gaspe. Guard w-as crucifiedl. At otber pointi tbey werae "dMuet 1 leave you lu silence then, Victorine ? diaernboweled sud placed in front of the barri. (g Will you not epeak s single word of farewall t,' cades to stnikea their comnrades with liorror. eaeked Hugo, as lie took in a warrn, close claep Nothiuig was beard but the discharge of thé,eone of ber cold, nervelese bauds. rnueketry, the thunder of tlie cannon, the roll ofaie StilI slle did not spesk. the drurn, and the ebnieks of women. The com- le d You are snagry, perlis, sud parliapa you batauts uttered uo cry, but pursued iu silence de have cause for angar,' a quick sigli eecaping his the work of deatl. The beautiftil city preaeutad u
n l Go-y,'easi, onay erfc n. a most changed appearance frorn what it lad]t

afrom bis eaanest aza. the Palace of the Tuileries, witb its maguificentmt "Only a single word, Victornue ? Can you furnitura, its velvet and satin-covered chairs, its il
[ypart with me so coldly alter ail these long weeks soft TUrkey carpats, its tapestried Chambers, itswe bava beau togaîher ? Ah, I sea tînt you luxurlous apirtrnut.s of avery description, waa Iîýd raally cane littla wbetbar I go or stay. And I- turued into a bospital!1II salsl neyer forgat you, Victorne, or the tan- lu the Quarter St. Jacques, ou tle Rue Son. cderneas witb which you uuraed me back to besltli bonns, the battIs had rsged for saven long hours, yýd again. 1 rarnemban what a vision of loveluies ansd the dead sud dyiug Iay in every direction. li
leyou searnad to me whau I opeuad my eyesansd The troope lad rnovad ou, sud a faw of the Redesa% you baudiug over me. I blesad my good Republicaus were engagad lu ramoviug their «fortune in liaving beau found after rny faîl by wouuded to the hospitals, wbeu, makiug bhanyyoun fathen. Surely no other father sud daugi. way elowly tîrough the acena of carnage, Caie a tlter could hava beau so kind. Nowlere es youug girl, alona. Han long, dark bain buug lucould I hava beau nursad so tanderly. And sfter wild confusion over ber ahoulders ; ber dresa, bitan weeks of lutimate compauionabip you bld that of a passant, was torn sud soilad ; lier hime ýood-by as you would asatrauger of yeser. shoc-s were Iroken sud woru, sud aIe seerned 01day.' naady to faîl with fatigue. But atill sbe went aeShe did not inova or apeak, sud tha baud ha ou, lier large, lustrous ayes ecanuing with a lookld rernaiued unraspousive to bis clasp. of horror the blood-taiuad, smoka.bagrimed ree "'You may neyer ses me again, Victoine," faces upturued to the 1ead--nsky. She appsarad hElihe continued. "Our pathe lia fan spart. Let to le searching for soma oua, sund paid no atten- w:

krom n e."u a ha do not regret liaving tioxi to the rude glancas at upon ber. y(B know me."Suddenly aIe gava a wild, uuesrtlily cry, sud ea*"oWhy sbouhd I regret it t" esle asked, turu- tell on lier kuee beside the body of s young maning auddeuly sud fsciug hlm. "'You hava beau dna.ssad lu the uuiform of the Royaliste. f6lihera ten weeka, lut in that time you have told «'My dreaml 1" sia moauad. goThe vision of nI us nothing of yourseilf save that your narna la my dresrn!" WilHugo Lascelles. You 8ay we bave beau kiud to She tors away the coat, sud pnessed lier baud faýyou, but you hsve not rewsrded our kinduesa Iy to the youug nman's heant. Iàgiviug us vour confidence. Do you thiuk I owa doIt beaste 1 " ellecied. " Oh, my God 1 ha layou lasting remambrancet Do you tbink that alivai1 Men, men, giva me halp to lear hlm to to,i y ou deserve that I should carry youn image a place of safety." ofh are," hsying han baud ou barrlisant. doHehp to lear a Mouarchiet ?" cnied the menThe young man appesred to hesitata ; then lie in answer. "You ssk too muel."tssidsalowhy : " Let me put hlm whare lie'll uead no help,"do It is ase wal, perliapa, that you sliould for. said s rongb.looking fellow, sprngiug forwardget mue. Forgive me if My reticence lias wouuded witi a bayonet in bis baud. 11 Vive la R4plib. neyou. I dare not sttempt any justification. But liqne S8ociale P," 51it growe late. Farewell, Victonins. Wbeu the But lai ors ha could strika the blow bis mur- besun nîses to-monrow 1 ebalha fan on my road to darous heant dictatd, the girl lad covered the ofParis. " body oft tha young officai wctb ber own. of"Farewell," lie said, cold]y. "Cowand !' aIe criad ; to seak to kill a fl.ai- taShe beL.ard1hlm-t 1sud wlk wy u h a a "l

But it was many days befora ha knew suy.
tiing of wlst was asaiug srouud hlm ; daya lu
whici la la y lu t e valley of the ehsdow of
death, deal to the tender words whispared lu
bis car, blind to the auguiel inl the face of bis
sweet nurse, unconscious of the tsars whici feli
fast on bis face as aie lent over hlm.

But the criais was safly passed at hast, sud
tIe blue sys opaued once more with a look of

diV'bereamar 1 ?" tIc pallid lips asked, faiutly.
IlWitI me, Hugo," auawered the nurse,

beudiug ovar hlm, s world of gladuss lu han
lustrons ayes.

Hel smile'd as if welh content. Too waak to
mnake lunther inquiry, ha vae satisfied with the
knowhedge that Victonine was near hlm.

It was from the doctor tiat lie laaruad liow
lie 111e bad beau savad, sud Iow unlaltering lad
beau tha courage sud cane of tie girl lie lad
thou2bht neyer to sas agalu wheu le laIt ber in
the desolata cabin lu the forest.

IlVictonine 1"' ha said, one day wheu ha ivas
feeling ailmuoat well again, sud wss sittiug by the
window witbis gentle nurse beside hlm. I
iaveu't spokea to you yat of wlat 1 owe you. 1
wanted to wait untl 1 was strong anougli to talk
with you about it. Tell me, wiy did you coma
to Paris ?'

Vîctonine sbuddered, sud ber cleak palad.
IlThe nigit you laIt me 1 bad a vision," sha

auswared. "I saw you hî'iug lu thae treet,
wouudeîi sud lelplss. About you were sol-
diara, namoving the dead sud dying. Suddeuly
you raised your lead, sud uttered the single
wuîrî 'Comae!' Ticu ail was blauk about me.
1 saw 1no more. But 1 bat rno urne. 1 knew
tIat heaven lad sent a message, sud that 1
musi obey il. h set out on fout I'on Paris, sud
reaclad tIare five oune b,,'forte I found you. 1
knew froin tie fret that iny searci wouîd not; le
lu vain."

Il Victorine, 1 have a confession to make.
From thes first hour 1 met you 1 lovad you, 1
tbiuk. But ietwaan nua was a guIf I faared to
cross. 1 arn not plain Hugo Lascelles, I arn a
marquis, the son of thaeI)uke de Villars, sud my
blood lsa amoxag the oldest of the land. 1 feared
rny fatîer's dispîsasure sbonld 1 mate wltli oua
so lowiy as tle dautgîter of a poor pasant. 1
determinad to leave you before my beant master-
ed my rasos. But tic lauging to kuow if rnv
lova was returued proved too great for reaistauca,
and 1 souglit ou the evaniug of rny departurs to
learu your heant. 1 becarne couviuced that you
did uot; cane for me. You wers cold sud aven
nnkind. So I laIt %ou sud cama to Paris, sager
to iclp my frienda lu thia coufliet. It was from
your tather that 1 knew of the freali rebllion
wbicî vas to sbake ahl Paris. leia ws a bitter
isurgent."'

- Hae i dead," qaid Victorine. IlMy poca-
fatler i Ha mad sîffée a ny wrongs at the
hands of the Monarclîy. Victor, 1, too, have a
confession 10 uxaka. I kuaw frornt isrt wlio
you were, for you told your secret lu your de-
lirim."

diAnd you did not reveal it !" cried Hugo.,'Victoine ! tiat wss noble ; for you kuow
your lathaer's listred of ail conuectad with the
Ihrons 1"

IlMy latInr was not a poor pasant, Hugn
but a noble, axihad filtasîx yeara ago beease of
bie political opinions. Ha fouud hile unhearabla
out of France, sud raturnad, diaguised as s pes-
sant, sud secluded bimef lu that foreet."

IlVictonlîma1IAnd, tien my fathar will not
refuse to give you s dsughtsr's place lu bis
Leant. Be my wife, dearest-my sweat, devotad
wils! Ai, cannot you lova me ? Victonine,
'oun colduaswss not gauina wbeu wa part.
d ?'"
r"'No ; I dsred not permit you to kuow my,elinge. I kuew that as4 long as you bslieved
me the daughter of speasant your filial duty

rould not permit you to marry me. But my
ather's desîli bas uueled rny lips, sud, Hugo,
arn yours for time sud eteaity."
Ha drew bar to hie armes, sud, witi a beant

;o full for wonda, preased ou bar lips the seal
)f etrotial.

WORK FOR AR TIS VS.
The Dominion of Canada stands in urgent

aetd, says tlie Montreal Gazette, of a coat-ol.
Sms. Itile ow destitute. It raquirsesaproper
anral dic symbol tiat msy express the broad ides
dCanadian uuity aud ernbody tle main facta
'fCanadian history. We cahl the attention of
,rtists sud litterateuns to ibis subject. As au
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