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“Fall many a flower is born to blush unseons
And wasto its fragrance on the desert uir.’

CIAPTER L

Arthur Gresham was a most popular
voung man with both sexes; thereis no de-
nying the fuct, even should anyone feel
disposed to do s0; and, moreover, he was an
excellent wheelman and took a pride in
displaying his deftness and skill, aud tine,
well-put-together figure, as he bestrode bis
glinting, nickel-plated steed, and traversed
the streets of Bedevale, a amall but pros-
perous city, where, as a law student, he was
sharpening up bis legal weapons preparatory
to a carcer along the intricate pathways of
the law, a pathway that is, of all others, one
that it is well to traverse with mental
weapous keen and ready for the fray at any
moment; where foes lurk in ambush to
attack the young adventurer, against whom
none but the sharpest weapons avail any-
thing, without which the aspirant for a silk
{,jown hud better essay sowme other walk in
ife.

f:\rthur possessed  weapons, wentally
speaking, of excellent metal, and, wise
young man that he was, he found that the
surest method of grinding those weapous to
a pitch of exquisite sharpuess was—bodily
exercise. Havinyg come to this conclusion,
he had cast about in his mind the best and

- pleasantest way of giving his symmetrical

limbs the needful amount of the desired
exercise, and had tinally settled, to his entire
satisfaction, that bicycling was the very
thing to do it. Accurdingly he bhad “gone
in” heavily for this pastime, joined an ex-
cellent club, and av the time this story
opens, was acknowledged by the Bedeva.
Yiaus to be one of the most dashiug and
skiltul ridets in the place.

Qur hero believing, and justly so, that a
tour astiide his favorite D. H. F. would be
conducive not only to pleasure, bLut to
health, determies to muke one, unaccom-
panied, during his summer vacation, and
no sooner did those haleyon duys arrive than
he proceeded to put his theory into prac-
tice, and one lovely July morning, having
bidden au revoir to his friends over night, he
mounted his wheel and away he went, in.
tending to be absent just three weeks, and
to utake in” all the principal points of
interest: within a reasonable distance of
Bedevale, which place was surrotnded by a
beautiful couuntry, through whick most pic-
turesque scenes of lake, wood and vale had
been distributed by nature with a lavish

haund.
The sun was just rising as ourgallant

wheelinan topped the little hill to the north
of Bedevale, and, with spirits elated by the
glorious freshness of & sumwmer moraing, his
nerves tingling with a delicious sense of the
keenpst enjoyment, inspired by that grand-
est of all elixits, pure air, bowled along
she .splendid road in the directicz of

. Mandsley, a litile town distant some twenty

miles from the scene of our hero’s lubors

umongst the dingy tomes of Blackstone or
Chitty.
Now currolling to himself in very light-

ness of heart, now indualging in a few
whifls of an excellent cigar, the pale blue
wieaths of smoke from which curled in
the still and balmy aie Lohind him, Arthur
glided along.

The sweet notes of the robin flated from
the rondside trees 3 the hoase cawing of the
crows conld be ever and anon head; the
bobolink uttered his cheery noteas he lew

from ong tall mullein stalk to another § and -

nothivg but peace appeared to reiga in thd
quict c.untty thiough which the wheelman
sped.

Burni never made a truer remark than
when he said:

*The best laid mhcmcs o’ mico and men,
Gang uft agley.”

Arthur was looking forward to three full
wecks of the purest enjoyment, planning in
his own mind the fun he would have in such
aund such a place; the nice girls he would
flirt with in another, and the jolly reunions
hie would have with old chnms in still an-
other, wiien tve truth of Burus' lines was
made apparent. Possibly, Arthars thonghts
wandered away too far from the immedinte
business in hand, for as he was descending
a slight declivity at a rapid mte, his wheel
ran against a treacherous stone. and before
he could do anything to save himsetf, he

had pitched head-first into the rosd where
he luy without sense or motion.

CHAPTER H

“0N ! woman, in our h(nm of easey
U--cerlmu- cny and hird to vlease.
Whan pain nud angaish wrmg tao brow,
A ministering angel thou:*’

« Father, the sick gentleman is ever so
much better this morning,” said dainty
little Marion Hawthorne, the sturdy old
farmer's daughter, to her father, one morn-
iug, some ten days after the iacidents re-
lated in the last chapter. ¢ He understood
me when I spoke to him, and, father, he
actually said he was hungry.”

« Well, moke ’im a bowl o beef tea at
onceand put smmelife into ‘i, replicd old
Hawthorne, a thoronghly honest old farmer
of the English stamp, but most decidedly
tgrumpy;’ make 'im sone beef tea and
gl it to 'im; we don’t want no dead men
round here; and Marion, look thee here,
liss : doaut'ee have too much to say to the
young chap; be's one o' ‘them city sprigs,
aud there's no trosting e, and he sallied

forth “to ssuperintend bis laborers in the
field.
Marion Hawthorne wasan anamaly. Born

and bred in the country; she still possessed
al! the grace and refinement of a city girl of
the best society. Denied, by- the death of
her mother, whilst she was #till an infant,
that care in her younger duys which is
almust cssentis! to tho formation of pure
womanly character, Marion had, neverthe-
lcss, given full sway to her taste for reading
and literature generally, gradually educated
herself to a pitch of perfection scarcely to
bo credited by those who were azquainted
with all the facts' of the case, till now, at
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the age of eighteen, xho is introduced to the
reader, a charming, intelligent, well-formed
and vivacions gicl, with dork spackliog eyes,
pouting lips whose bhue would put the
brisghtest cherry to the blush, and cheeks
which the pure country air delighted to
utilize as o garden for the production of the
most bowitching roses.

All that is pignant and charming, let tho
reader pictee Marion 1lawthorae to him.
self to Ve, and she flrwished, a. beantiful
flower, seemingly o rare exotic amongst
the coarser blossums growing around her.

1t is, purhaps, needless to state that the
snbjeet of Marion's remark, which opens
this Shapter, was our unfirtinate bero, Ar.
thur- Giesham, who had been found with
his broken machine beside him, lying insen-
sible in the road, a stone’s throw or so away
from Farmer Hawthorne's dwelling, and
having been carried into the house and
placed in bed, he had never regained con-
sciousness till the moment of waich we are
writing, when, much to Murion's joy—for it
must be confessed she felt no littly interest
in the bLandsome stranger—he had come
once more to his senses and—had asked for
something to eat,

Very pale he looked as he lay in the
ignowy sheets of the wholesome farm.honse
bed, with the couling breezs blowing
through the open window upon his brow,
Very different jndeed was his appearance to
what it had been on the morning when he
hiad set forth npoan his expedition bt a week
and a half before. But he was decidedly
better this morning than he had been since
be was picked up in ‘the rodd, and the fict
that he had asked for foul was taken by
Marion to bean excellent sign, as indeed it
was, and when fussy litthe Dostor Spankins
called a couple of hours later and found his
patieat sitting up greedily causing s bowl of
strunyg beef tea to disapoear, with Markm
sitting bLeside the bed casting furtive glances
townrds her well-favored but involuntary
guest, he nodded his head with a sage and

pleased air, and feeling Arthur's putse, pro-
souuced him to be ANy per cent. better,

Arthur's name und address were procured,
aud a Loy dispatched to Bedevale, to intorm
the wheehnan's friends of his condition
and whereabouts, and in the evening the old
uncle with whom he lived came hurrying
out, anxious and alarmed, but ouly to have
his fears dispersed by the goud ace unt given
of his patient by the genial little doctor.

«1'don’t blame him,” said the jovial little
fellow,” if ho does remain ill with such a
‘nurse #s Miss Hawtliorne to look after him,”
and he Lowed to the young lady in ques-
tion. # Bohanged if 1 wouldn't almost con-
scot to bo au invalid myself if it were only
for the plessure of having 80 charming an
attendant.”

« Yes, Miss Hawthorae,” broke in Arthur’s
uncle, «I can never thunk you sufficiently

for what you have done, (or, though no one
has told me how attentive you have been,
I see traces of your care everywhere;? and
ho glanceéd towards s handsome vase of
beautiful, fresbly-culled fluwers stauding
near Arthuv's bedslde.

(Gnnunued on Page 30 )




