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" Come, my beloved, haste away.

Cut short the hours of thy delay.

Fly like a youthful hart or roe

Over the hills where spices grow."

Julia had gone upstairs with the sleepy Peter-

bird, who had been enjoying his first experience

of late hours on the occasion of Nancy's coming

out; the rest of the young folks were gathered in

a group under the elms, chatting in couples, --

Olive and Ralph Thurston, Kathleen and Cyril

Lord, Nancy and Tom Hamilton. Then they

parted, Tom Hamilton strolling to the country

hotel with the young school teacher for com-

panion, while Olive and Cyril walked across the

fields to the House of Lords.

It was a night in a thousand. The air was

warm, clear, and breathlessly still; so still that

not a leaf stirred on the trees. The skywas cloud-

less, and the moon, brilliant and luminous, shone

as it seldom shines in a northern clime. The

waterwas low in Beulah's shining river and it ran

almost noiselessly under the bridge. WhileKath-

leen and Julia were still unbraiding their hair, ex-

claiming at every twist of the hand as to the

"loveliness" of the party, Nancy had kii^sed her

mother and crept silently into bed. All night

long the strains of The Tempest ran through her

dreams. There was the touch of a strange hand
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