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TEARNINGS.

(From the Danish of Helene Nublom,))
BY NED . MATlL,
Yes, Twould I were the tempust,

When through thunder elouds it erashes
And foam-flecked, writhing oceau lashes,

an hour before, had already shot her life with
gold. The setting sun was gilding the tree-
tops, nightingales were pouring forth iloeds of
song, 8s the two walked along, Philip Ver-
schoyle glancing from time to time at the sweet
eagor face, upturned to his with the raptare of
one to whom a sympathetie friend had loog been
wanting. Her freshness, simplicity, and charm

Till it dance 1o its shrill note !

When “twixt mountain peaks it rushes
Furions—and the fowls of ocean,
Panie¢ struek at the comwmetion,

Give hoarse cries of terror throat !

Or the sapshine ! Rather suoshine !
When, after rainfall, back it renders

To the earth its summer splendors,

As the warm ruys full from heaven,
Here a plant and there a creature

tireet the grateful wurmth with pleasure.
Naught that is, its wight may measure
With the power to sunshive given !

Yet L know of something grenter,
Stronger than the tempest raging,
Wheun it bursts from heaven, waging
Warupon the frightened earth.
Warmer cven than the sunshige,
Though its generous gifts it fling us—
Life and light un-tinting brinz us—
riving peance and gladness birth !

Before all, then, I would rather

Re a word of power, burning,
Pilanting feeling, life, and yearniug
In the cold and stony breast—

Or & word of simple kindness,
Full of health for hearts that languish
In their woe, despair, and anguish—
Rousing hope an‘ll giving zest!

WHY ARE YOU WANDERING
HERE, T PRAY?

BY THE AUTHOR OF “BLANCHE SEYMOUER,"” ETC.

PART l.—{Cuntinued.)

Every vestige of color left her face, and she
almost staggered back against one of the lichen.
coverrd trunks, as she exclaimed,

¢ Ob, that was my father! Cau you tell me
anything about him ! 1 wondered and wondered
why I was so attracted by your face.”

At her passionate cry of recognition every one
had stood still ; but after a2 momentary pause
Colouel Verschoyle, hating a scene and already
jealous for Georgie, took the basket from her
unresisting hand, and made a movement as if to
goon.

*1I'm afraid T can’t tell you much about him,”
he said in a quiet low voice, which had the
effect of calming her excitement; *‘ he was onlv
s distant cousin, and was years older thau me.
But he was a real good fellow ; that 1 have al-
ways heard.”

“Oh. he was. 1 wassure henust have been,
thoughi uncle George will never speak of him.”

““Ah, there was some hitch about the mar
riage. 1 remewmber hearinyg of it.”’

“Yes, uncle Georze didn't Hke it
says I am like wy father.
Did you ever see him ¥

*“‘1 may have doue so asa boy, but I haven't
much recollection of him. 1 daresay von are
like him though ; you have a strong ook of all
the Verschoyles.”

Long before tbey reached the turning towards
Beechlunds he was acquainted with the main
facts of her simple Jife, and she had learned in
return that his mother and sister were expuocted
in a few days, and that thev would supplement
the details of the family history which he had
already given.

““ And meantime I maycome and se¢ von 7’
he asked. )

Her newly-found happiness was suddenly
dashed. A visitor wasa thing unkoown at The
Lodge, and what would her uncle zay ! but to
refuse to receive her father’s cousin was an im-
possibility.

¢ 1f I mayn't see him indoors, I will come out
and wolk upand down with him,””

So she answered with queenly dignity :

“Yes, certainly. Uncle George way uot be
very nice to you, perhaps; but you wou't mind
that, as you come to sec me, not him,”

‘“ Certainly not. [I'shouldn’t mind anything
1 did for vour sake.”

““And I may come and see you too P re-
quested Julis, *‘ and you must come to us, We
are going to have a calico ball when Edith Ver.
schoyle comes next week—'"

“* A calico ball?”

““Yes ; cvery one is to wear calico, or satin.
ette, if you preferit.”

‘“1 don't think 1 ever wear anything bnt
calico,’’ answered Georgie, laughing.

“ Then you will be all right for our ball.”

Oh, but I couldn’t go to a ball. Why, I
can't even dance.”

Jalia politely snppressed all sign of surprise.
‘¢ Never mind that,’ said Colonel Verschoyle.
‘* You must do we the honor of being my part-
ner, and ] will pilot you safely through any
nuomber of dances.”

¢ It would bedelightful. I know that,” she
exclaimed with simple rapiure ; ** but I'm afraid
Mattie will say | have no dress fit,"”

They had reached the turn to Becechlands,
abd Georgie stopped.

“ You can't miss your way from here.
in this direction.”

But Philip absolutely refused to leave her.

‘1 couldn’t think of letting you walk home
alone,”

Georgie smiled at the idea of her ueeding a
protector, but felt no besitation in accepting hin

Mattie
Do you think 1 am?

I go

were all as new to him as they were delightful,

and he listened with a look of tender wndmira.

tion on his dark face which considerably deep-

;.lued the impression he had already made on
er.

*¢1 had little idea Providence had anything
so pleasaut in storve for me when [ came down
here yesterday,”’ he said, retaining her hand
when they reached the corner where parting was
inevitable, unless they meant to run the risk of
encountering George Aruold’s eagleeye.

That eye had, however, already seen them, for
Mattie, never easy in her mind at Georgie's lony
absences and solitary roamings, was this even-
ing more than usually anxious, owiung to the
presence in the neighborhood of & baud of gip-
sies. In vain Georgie assured her that the va-
grants were her very good {riends. Mattie, con.
vinced against her wiﬁ, was of the same opinion
still, that it was vot safe for her treasure to
wander alone so far from horue, so when six
o'clock came and no Geoigie, it was borue in on
her that she must speak to *‘ the waster.”

He had not been quite free from some un.
ensiness ou the subject himself lately. Iuter-
ested chiefly in the development of the girl's
wmind, he had paid but little attention to her ap-
pearance, till one day it suddenly became ap-
parect to his astonished perception tha: this
forest flower, uunnoticed, lonely, and wild, was
of arare and exquisite type of beauty; bright
yet tender, with a fascinating graca about her
which even his accustomed eye could not ignore.
Was it well to leave snch a fluwer unguarded ?

Mattie, to her surprise, met with more sym-
pathy than she expeocted in the uneasiness she
expressad that evening.  George Arnnld got up
{rom his books and wandered into the forest,
looking about and listening more anxiously than
he almost liked to confess to himself.

Suddenly he bheard voices, sweet rippling
laughter, and then the deeper tones of a wan,
and out into the setting suslight, from the
shadow of the trees, came his niece and her
newly-found cousin, Philip Yerschoyle, carrying
her basket, and she accepting the service like
voe used to the devotion of a squire of dames.
A sharp pang shot through the old man’s heart
at the syght. Vague mewories of sorrows loug
siuce assuaged stirred within him : mewories ot
the days when Georgie’s mother had left him for
a stranger, uot so uulike the one now before hins,
soft-voiced, blue-eyed, and with that same
glossy black hair.

Meanwhile Philip took a tardy leave, and
Georgie, too happy to wish even 10 see Mattie,
sat down uuder a spreading beech to think over
ner newly-discovered bliss,

Living alone as she did, with the flowers and
birts for her chief compauions, she was in the
habit of secking among thew foremblems of the
few peopl: she knew,

Nellie Shergold wasa daisy ; Mattie the furze
blossom, always bright, always o season, and for
wiose sweet motherly carte and tender love
Georgie thavken God, as Linnous did for the
loveliniess of the flower which the girl thought
typical of her. Her uncle George was u rush,
shgit, stiff, and pithy. The poppy she had al
ways held to be emblematic of her father,
the idea being suggested by Mattie’s en-
thusiastic description of him 1n his uuniform.
*¢ He did look grand, my dearie, in his red coat ;
Eo .m"’l and stately, aud with his glossy black

air.’

““ Yes ; making such u good contrast, like the
beautiful red poppies with their jet-black
stamens.”

And now, as she sat watching Philip Ver-

.;slth)'le's figure, the simile transferred itself to
im.

¢ How splendid 2e would look iu his uniform,

It isred too: and Lis hair and moustache are so

glossy and Ylaek 1"

She stood up, unconsciously almost, and yet

with somue vague idea of keeping the recedipy

figure still in sight, when a voice startled her,

* Pray, why are you wandering about here,

Georgie "’

It was the first time he had ever questioned

her about her coming in or going out, and amaze-

ment struck her duwmb.

“ What are you doing V' he repeated, himself

hardly knowing what he was saying, with those

memories stirring at his heart,

Alarmed &t his manner, and her thoughts still

running on Philip io his uniform and her em-

blematic device, she nade answer nervonsly

¢ 1 was laoking for some flowers, uncle George

—red poppies and things.”

** Poppies 1" he 1epeated sarcastically, casting
a glauce as he spoge down the path where
Philip’s stately figure was just disappearing., *'I
should bave thought such a rover as you are
would have known by this time that poppies
grow in the fields, and not here in the forest.
Fie, child, fie! Dou’t try to put me off with
suchtales as those.” And he turued abruptly
away.

Georgie stood utterly confounded, overwhelm-
ed with shame and confusion. She had told a
lie, thefirst in her life, and to hee uncle of all
people ; to him who, his belief in hertruth once
shaken, would mnever trust her or respect her
again. The lie had been an unconscious one, it
in trne; her lips had merely given ntterance to

other thoughts. Not the less did she feel de-
graded in her own eyes, Had she then had
nothing to concenl ¢ Could she at that moment
have spoken to her uncle about Philip Ver-
schoyle 7 No, a thousund titnes, no! Hus cold,
sarcastie, curt tones would have struck a chill
to her soul. As it was, they had done so, amd
ashamed, confused, alarmed, at the duwning
passion in her hoeart, so new to her, so incom.
prehensible, sho burst intoa storm of tours.

PART 1L

“Tell me again,” the old man suid, =~
* Why are you wand'ring here, fair wnid ?
* Thoe nightingale's song, s¢ sweet and clear,
Father,” said she. ** I've come to hear,”

* Fie, fie!”” was the old man’sery;

** Nightingales, all, so people say.

Warble by night. and not by day.”

George Arnold, for his part, went home too
much disturbed to setile to his bovks again. It
was muany years since the even tenor of his life
had been rutfled by such a tide of emotion as
now swept over him. Anger, surprise, jealousy,
all had their part iu the storw that raged within
him. That insane desire to be the whole pos
sessor of the affection he valued, which had
wrecked his youngsister'slife, was at work again
in his heart—Georgie its victim this time. Na.
turally he folt himself the injured one. She had
deceived him ; she, the child he had brought up
and loved ; and he tortured himself with the
quest ou, ** Why * What had he ever deoied
ber that she should not have trusted him, that
she should have tried to put him off with a lie
too childish to deceive a very fool? Who wus
the man?, Where had she met him ? How long
konowa him ? Aud Mattie ? But, of course, that
adept in deception was in league with her to
hoodwink him. He paced up and down the
walk outside his bookroom, endeavoring to caim
himseif, aud half-ashamed of the passion which
was sending the blood surging through his veins.
Sniddenly a cry—sharp, tremulous with feeling
-—struck his ear,

0 Mattie, Mattie ! 1've found some one who
knows all about my dear father; at least, he
didn’t kuow him, he only thiuks he saw him |
but his mother kuew him, and is going to tell
me all abont him ; and his' name is Philip too
—Philip Verschoyle ; and he is my cousin, he
says. Lt was iu the big boyg; they all got lost,
aud I showed them how to get out.  His mother
and sister ate coming next week to Beechlands,
and he is coming to see me to-morrow. He
walked home with me this evening, and 1 was
so happy, and forget everything till uncle
George came, and was 3o uvkind and disagree-
able.  And, O Mattie, 1 told him what wasn’t
true ! 1 wasn't thinking, and he asked me what
I was doing ; and my head was full of & beauti-
ful red poppy, with its glossy black points, and
1 said ! was looking for poppies; and now he
will never believe me again.”

It was all ssid in a breath, regardless of any
relation bLetween protoun and antecedent—
though Gicorge Arnold had always been procise
in his instructions on that subject——and’ with
that note of passionate feeling in it which had
gone straight to his heart. )

A chance word often reveals us to ourselves in
a new light. e had never thought of himself
as either *“ upkind’ or *“disagrecable.’’ All that
Georgiv was and should be 1o nhim was in his
mind frequently enough. It had never oceurred
to him to reflect on what he was and should be
to her, never till this momeut, when that cry,
carrying a revelation with it, struck his ear.
The dullest perception could ot have wissed the
tone of outraged feeling and long-suppressed
affection in it.

What right had he had to ignore her natural
desire to bear about her father sud his family ?

The spirit of sarcasmn and cynical hardness in
him was, for the time ut least, laid to rest, aud
he went back to his book-room a bLetter man,
perhaps, than he had left it

She huad not deceived hiw cither. That headless,
tailless, prozoun-outraging story to Mattie had
oue wmerit ; it was truthful and spontaveous;
even his scepticism could nut doubt that, How
much this last consideration had to do witl soft-
ening his anger it would not be eusy to say.

Georgie did not see him again that night. Her
gelf-respect was wounded, and she felt reseutful
towards the man who had, as it were, alarmed
her into that involuatary falsehvod, Tiw vision
of Colonel Verschoyle’s dark poeuc face was the
last she saw before closing her eyes, and the first
when, too happy for sleep, she woke carly ou the
following morning.

Unable to settle to her usual occupations, she
walked ubout after Mattie, telling her, tor the
twentieth t.ue, the whole story ; and then, still
dreadiog to meet her uncle, waudered out inte
the forest, sud so on to Frithaw Plain, where
huodreds of larks were msking the air vocal,
The floods of song seemed to be literally flowing
down from the arched sky, aud to be clothioy the
rich iucense-breathing carth like n garment. The
soft wiud was iutoxicating iu its freshuess and
elasticity ; heather and fuize, in the zenith of
their bloow, made the plain & glory of colour,
tonsd into exquisite harmony by the bracken,
whose tender greeu bad not yet becowe *“ hard.”
Here aud there tiny lukelets, born of the recent
raing, which bid 1sft great patches of common
still under water, shone golidun in the morning
sun. Every leal sad spray sud frond was o
manifold prism, reflecting n thousand rainbow
tints, and everywhere about generations of pic-
turest}ue forest Honies—-mother. duughter, und
straddling grand-daoghter—wero eagerly nib-

The granddaughter, with long, ‘;mcefully un-
graaeful, delightful legw, svemingly too weak to
support hor queer, wugh, shaggy body, would
canter off unsteadily on little exploring sxpedi-
tions of her own, till a soft whiunf' frum her more
sober wother would bring her shambling buck
to the bosom of her family.

* Aud God saw overything that He had made,
and behold it was very good,” rose to Gegrgin's
mind, as she stood barcheaded, drinking in the
delicions freshness, bathed in the odors of thut
glorious time and pluee.

While she was so standing in & halo of sun-
shine, she saw a ligure coming to her ucross the
plaiu, in the many-colored morning light, and
a face that she hud seen in her dreams, To her
infinite surprise, iu spite of her dreams, her
chiel sensation now was a desire to run away, to
Lide herseltunywhere from those poetic-looking
eyes, and thus iu spite of her yet-lur-frowm-satis-
fied curiosity about her father.

Ashaed of the feeling, snd unaware, not-
withstauding her scientitiec training, that it was
probably a revival of the old days of wife-hunt-
ing and bride-chasing, she conyuered ity aud
stood her ground like s woman,  Indeed, under
the circumstances escape would not have heen
easy. Unlesashe had crept under a dwarl holly-
bush or hidden behind u feru-leaf, she could not
well, on that open plain, huve avoided chserva.
tion,

A smile of glad recognition wus on Ihilip's
fuce as he came rapidly towards her, raising his
hat aud holding out s hand.

““ | was thinking of you," iie said, with direct
simplicity, *‘ when 1 suddenly saw you stamding
here.  You tuay tmagine that | lost no time 1n
connny across t9 you.  {'m delighted to see you
again su soou ; for though 1 was coertuinly cowm.
ing to catl, I suppose I could hardly have done
50 Letore the aiternoon, could 17 Ishall call alt
the same, of course. Huve you prepared yvour
uncle for the mesting "

He was bholding her hand *just a little
longer,” looking with tender adonration st the
gracetul head and delicately uoble features. 1t
touk bui a few wunutes to make him acyuainted
with the waoie state of atfuirs at the Lodge,
wity her undde’s question, her v auswer wad
coasequent reforsu.

The recita! amused him infinitely.

“ Way poppies ol all owerst”
laughing.

COh, becanse | oam so fond of them,™ she
answered navely ;¢ with their lovely et
feaves aud blsck stamens, they ure 50 beautifal @
Aad | thougnt ot you tn your red uniloras, and
with your jet-black hair. 1 should so like to see
you tu your uniorm "

**So yvou shall at the ball. 1 was very savage
at haviuyg tu wear it,~—thought it sucn o bore,—
and vuly couseuted beestse Edith scolded sus
into it.”

“ Who is Edith ¥” asked Georgie quickly.

** My stoter. She keeps wme in trimming order,
I can tell you, and lectured me no end about
mascalioe leslness and  seifishuess ; i, tor
peace’ suke, | consented to dress up for this bali.
And now''—with a gay swie—"" you sev the
happy result, and virtue meets With ity proper
reward.”

“ How 1" asked Georgie, inexpericnced in the
lauguage of compiiment,

* You say you wish to see me in my uni-
form."”

*Oh T with which monosyllable Miss Ver-
schoyle blushed, she did not know why; and
Colonel Verschuyle wnought her all the wore
lovely tor dotug so. *- | should hike to see you,
certmnly. 1tk yoa would look yo hand-
some ; unly | shuuida’t like you to be trouvled
or bored.”

A heart of stone must huve been melted at
this tov-innocent fattery 5 wnd Philip’s, which
was not adamantioe, stragchtway fell 1nto an at-
solute state o! solution witmu his bosom.

© Nothing that gives you the least pleasure
could pussibly bore me,” he answered, with sud-

he asked,

den teaderness ; ¢ 1 wonbl do any mortal thing
| in the world to please you” Thou, alter a paune,
¢ 101 were o wdupt your plau, and compare my
i friends to tlowers, I koow what 1 should cafl
P you.”
i Whatt" curiously.
i giving mysell w name.”’
¢ Traveller's Joy. I came liere, expecting
i nothing particular, because Edith insisted ; but
now, since | have met you, everything is chang.
! ed, So you see the name is very appropriate, and
! 1 think the flower lovely. Do you approve of
iy comparison t”’
* 1t isa very pretty ides,” she said sbyly,
{and looking down. ‘¢ I shall think of you now
when | see Truveller's Joy."”
1 * You will think of me sometimes, I hope,
witheut seeing it,”” qnickly.
“ 1 shall indeed. It would be odd if T didn’t.
“You have made me happier than | ever was be.
fore in my life ; in fact, 1 shall think of you so
uwsuch, that | hardly kuow what [ shall do when
you go away.'
i Helooked at ber wistfully for asecond or two.
i Puinot going away yet. 1 have to see your
" uncle Georgo first, you Know.”
They had sat dowis ou the truuk of a felled
tree ou the edge of the forest, while out of the
sky above themw came that flood of musie,

“1 never thought of

** Like an embudied joy, whose mce i3 just begun.”

** lighee still and highor,
From the oarth thou springest,
Like a cloud of fire, |

'Tho depp blue thou wingest ;

And singing still dogt sour, and gonring ever singest,”

»

companionship. This acquaintance, begua not meaningless words while her mind was full of | bling at such short grass ag they could find. quoted Philip; and Geopgie listeued entranced,




