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TO M. S.
WITH THAXKS FOR A FAYER-KNI¥E,

Tummemeoerial law of the Muses
Deerees that bards may pay

For all they get by playing
Aund zinging the debt away,

Aud =0, ns 1 loek on your present,
My thanks break torth in verse—
I pray you, take thewn Kindly,
e they better or worse !

To the eve of the shallow proser,
This scems but a paper-kuife

Rut ook with me, and behold it
A symbol of human life,

How «kilfully was it fashioned

From rainbowed mather-of-pearl!

s handle how cunningly cirven

Tu deticate twist and curl!

The hand ¢
Hath =

That we s
Tniwyp

a ready workman

n itz blade so well
nieht believe it grew so
rimnitive sheath of shell

ziv-barnished surface

ith ehanceabie sheen,
ranth dawn of an alge
Throuwh a sea-poal’s opaline,

And, where the handle is wedded
Tue the eurve of the keener part,
1t is clasped by a eirelet golden.
From the great mid-meuntain’s heart.

Th

17, ¢'en as a thing of matter,
What stories it hath totell

O the deep earth’s undocked treasure,
The ol sea’s briny weil!

Yot hark ! for it inner spirit

B th in lower tone
Los { gmver meaning,

That the thoughtful may hear alone.

The union of 2onl and body

Is a canningiyv-shapen knife,
Yatly cuttine the pages
Of the mysticsl Book of Lite.
With well-spun nerve and sinew,
The twisted and curled.
Coinps ard rounsdiy fiited

To bear the wear ot the world.

it is bright with lustres
te changeabiene

wering me ws f

.
: urever
erigin deth contess,

And. where tonly meets with spirit,
The band of their uniow 3
ite with n gebien strangeness

comes from the mice of dreams,

in such suzeestions
T frame. iike the knife, is meant
Te have u signiticance decper

Thusn o mere dumb instrument,

And your

T the

"t shall never grew older,
Jdwelieth an undimmed youth
In every thing daily halicwed

By teaching an inuer truth,

8o take my thanks for the token,

when we cut carth’s last page,

May we open o book that shall tever
Be spoetted by tears or age!

Frez-Muvou Leprnow.

FORGET-ME-NOT.

AN II'YL OF ENGLISH RUBAL LIFE,

I.

** True, ¢lild, where art thou 1”7

Oid Dawe Reid was roamsing about one bril-
Hant spring mcrning, with her spectacles on her
nuse, seeking this grandehild of hers, this Prus,
whe was never at hand when wanied, aud who,
aceonding 10 the grandmother, was forever wast-
jug the prveions hours,  The old lady Lad been
all over the garden, calling iu every dircction ;
now as the last rescurce she bent her steps to-
ward the orchord, whick at this time was clothed
in a gloricus mantle of spring blessoms, and

called azain, “ Prue!™

“Here, grau? answered a voice—a slight
irlish arm pushed aside the branches laden with
wy bessoms, and out stepped Prue.  She
Disde a presty enough pieture asshe stoud there,
i hier quadni, plain, gray dress, with the bonek
of datfidilz swhick she had fastened in her neck,
the feshl green young grass at her feet, the
avpie-blossoms in the background, and above
ber 1L bright sunlight, touching with gold her
chestuut hair, and shiving into the depths of her
dusky Ulue eyes @ but the grandmother’s eyes
were al that moment incapable of realizing an
artistic ceffect,

As soon as she perceived the culprit she be.
gan sharply :

“ I have searched for thee everywhere ; thoun
art always away when I want thee. Come into
the house.””

* 1 didn’t know you wanted me, gran,” Prue
said with a faint sigh. She much preferred stay-
ing out there in the sunshine among the birds
and flowers, to running errands for her grand-
mnother, taking lessons in hionsekeeping, orlearn-
g to covk by a broiling fire, 8o out of the
brightuess and Blessomus shie came, and walked
sobrrly enough by her grandmother's side to-
ward the hotse, )

““I cannot think, ehild, bow thou likest to
stand about 50 idly, when all the world around
thee is 50 busy,  Even the senseless birds snd
nseety skt ther an example which it wonld be
well for thee to follow.  Thou art no longer
child, Prue, thou art seventeen, and thon
should’st remember that thy life cannat be all
playtime. Twenty mioutes have | wasted in

searching for thee. ay, but it should not Ve,
I'Lou must be wore steady,”’

This seventeen-year-old little muitden certuin-

Iy was rather childish for her age ; wonderfully 3
so, considering that since she was six years old
she had lived alone with her grandmother, aud
that pattern of a Jdomestic servant, Flizabeth,
who was nearly as old and as fidgety as her mis. |
tress.

1 1 hiad not found thee, thou woulid'st have |
lost u great treat,”’ continned the old womau in |
her sharp voice. ‘1t really would have served |
thee 1ight it 1 had refused for thee, since thou
art so lazy.”

Prue's face brightened up notwithstanding the
lecture, for from loug habit she had become al-
most lecture-proof.

“ What isat ¥ she said.

** There, thou art always after thine own
pleasure,” began Mrs. Reid.  *“ Perhaps when 1
tel theo that friend Allen has invited thee to
tea there with me this evening thou wilt feel
that thou hast not deserved it. Now [ leave it
to thy conscience.”’

¢ My conscience tells me to go, grandmother,”
answered Prue withont any hesitation,

“ [ am afrasd thy conscience does not trouble
thee much, child; it scems slways to do thy
bidding, When ! wasa girl 1 shonld have had
no erjoyment in pleasure, if my duties had not
been rightly performed.”

“Then it was very easy for you to be good,
granpie,” Prue said despondently. ¢ 1 always
fecl happier when 1 aw deing uothing than when
Um bu~y."

“Hush ! child, the right way alone ean bring
happiness. Pull up that weed there, and take
those tlowers from thy neck. The beautiful gifts
of Providence were not sent to minister to thy
\'«\hil}'.“

Nineteen years agn, from that very same
quaint half-timbered little Louse, Prue's father,
Reginald Riley, the seapegruce vounger sun of a
wealthy barenet, had eloped with pretty Du-
tience Reid. The stern old mother, who had
foudly loved this, her only child, refused to see
or forgive her. Mrs. Reginald Riley sutfered a
world of trouble with herdissipated, extravagant
busband, and died of consumption a few months
after him, consigning on her Jeathbud her little
orphan child, Prudence, to the still unrelenting
grandmother., Mrs. Reid's tears and repentance
came too late; her daughter had passed away
beyond reach of the tardy forgiveness which
during her lifetime had been dented her.

The old Quukeress grandmother hat certainly
rather stern notions regarding the edueation of
the yeung, aud sometimes she was somewhat un-
necessarily hard onher grandehild, bat, despite
the monotouy of her life, aud the leetures which
were lier daily portion, Prue was a happy girl,
living in a little world ¢f her own, winch she
peopled with her own fresh faneies and fmauging-
tions.

Prue had no prickings of conscience to prevent
her petfect enjovment of Mrs, Allen’s tea-pany,
though to any one clse leas fresh and simple, it
would have s-emed but a taine affair; she was
rather shy at first, but afierward she got more at
case and chatted away gavly. Mr. and Mrs.
Morten ithe vicar and his wife) were preseut,
for in that little perish there was no roow for
smali davtrinal jealousies : and friend Allen and
friend Reid were as welcome at the viearage as
the parish clerk himself,

Prae had been bLrought up according to her
dying moether’s wish in Church of England doe-
trines, and she was a great favorite with the
good viear and his wife, and » coustau? vis
at their house.  This very evening they invited
hier to come to tea the next day, and although
e grandmother thought that so much dissipa.
tion 10 one week was enough to turn a far more
steadily-balaneed brain than little Priue's, vetty
dint of a great deal of persuasion, a reluctant
cousent was at last wrung from bLer, and Prue
was suffered to aecept their fuvitation,

Who can rell whata day or a post may bring ?
While little Prue was fast asleep dreaming of
her siwple pleasures, and swiling over them in
lier sluiabers, a letter addressed 1o her grand.
mother was speeding on its way—a letter which
was to bring sbouta great change in that little
cottage,

Prue awoke the next moming as early as
usual, and was soon out in the garden, where
the heavy dew lay on the grass and sweet spriog
flowers, and the glad songs of the birds filled the
air.  She saw the postman comwe in through the
little gate, aud she wished him good-morning as
he handed in a letter to old Elizabeth.

Grannie, with s very gruve face, was reading
this letter when she went in to her breakfust,
but she wade no remark on it to Prue, snd it
was finally folded up and hidden ju the depths
of her pocket. ‘

This was rather a hard day for Prue; her
grandmother was vnosually tart snd severe with
her, and kept her running about hither and
thither, generally in search of the spectacles
which were always losing themselves,

““Ah welly ehild,” she at last said, as a dittle
impatient sigh ecapd Prue’s lipy, when her
grandmother gave Ler her needle to thread for
about the hundredth time, **§ know thou dost
not care much fur thy old grnme; thou
would'st uot care it thou had'st to leave her, |
don't acold thee for the pleasure of seolding thee,
aud some duy thou wilt find out that thy cross
old gran ie not thy worst friend atter all.”

In her great astonishment Prue let fall the
dueter she way hemmmiug,

* Granuie,” she mim‘?, “don't say so ; it's |
who a10 5o naughty and troublesome to you.”

i find me adull old woman, but thou wmnst try to

‘4] don't blame thee, child, don't think that.
Nay, I know that it is but natural for thee to

forgive me for what 1 can't help.”’

“ Grannio, grannie,"” eried the girl, starting
up, “ what do you mean { 1 can't bear to hear
you talk like that.”

*Well, it is as I say, thou wilt be quite glad
to leave thine old granuie, and see the gay,
wicked world. The youug ones are slways ready
to leave the old ones. 1 don't complain.”

Was that something shining in grannie’s cyes
a tear 7 Prue got up and walked acrass to her,
and knelt down, taking her wrinkled hand in
both her own solt ones. The girl was quite
frightened, she had never seen grannie so be-
fore,

“ Graunie,” she said sorrowfully and very
humbly, “ 1 am very sorry for giving you so
much trouble. I didn't know I was so very
bad.”

‘¢ Nay, child, it isn't thy wickedness that
grieves me, though we are all Lad wnough Tor
that matter ; but—but——"" here the ald womun
stopped, she could say uo more, and I’rue threw
her arms round her neck and kissed her ; and
grannie's tears fell fast oo her curly head, Never
before in all her life had she seen any tears in
her grandmother’s stern blue eves. , No, not
even when as a little child, clad iv her deep
mourning, she had first come to the old house
aud looked at Dame Reid with  her dead
mother’s eyes. She had always thought Grannie
couldu’t ery, but there was proof positive that
she could.  What was grieving her ?_Prue won-
dered. N

However, before very long, the old woman
dried hereyes with almost an air of defiance, as
if she were sshamed at having shown such out-
ward signs of grief, and then she told Prue all
about it.

That mysterious letter was from Lady Riley,
Prue’s old grandmother, who had suddenly be-
come alive to the fuct that she had never set
eves ou this child of her desd son Reginald;
and, as soon as the idea struck her, she imme-
diately wrote off to old Mrs. Heid asking her if
she would spare Prue to her for a visit, that she
might make her scquaintance. Her son, Sir
William, and bis family, were at present in
town, snd she was quite alone at Walstead ; and
the letter ended by begging that Prue might
come.

As her grandmother read out this letter in her
grave voice, Prue’s heart gave a great bound. Go
to Walstead Abbey, see all her cousins, and her
uncie, and other grandmother!  She could not
believe it ; it was too much; and when the let-
ter was ended all she could say was

“ Oh, granie!”

Ay, thou shalt go, child,"” w«aid the old wo-
mau, with a slight trembling in her voice, for
she could vet help noticing the joy and delighi
in Prue'seyes, T will vot stand in thy way
and keep thee from thy father's relations, It 1s
ordered by P'rovidence thut thou should'st go ;
but, oh,”” with a gloomy shake ofthe head, ]
would fain have Kepe the with me, safe from the
world, for it isa wicked place "%

[t wos qu.t- enongh that the old grandwms ther
was boset with every imsginable anxicus fore-
bLoding,  What had the girl's young heart to Jdo
with fears and  trembling regarding worldlini s
and vanity ¥ Her dreams of the future were all
golden 5 no shiadew suggestead itself,  Fven the
parting from  her obd grandmother and her
childhood’s early home branght no cloud over
her happivess and hopea.  How faded, dull and
dingy seemed the old life in comparison with
this pew one that was just opening betore her
dazzled vyes.

It was great news to carry to her fricuds at
the vicarage the next evemeg, ang it was not
very cordially received.  They were all sorry to
part with her, and weald not believe her pro-
testations that she would come hack unchanged.
Both the bays were at hume,  Will, the elder, a
very grave, staid, old-voung man, was a tutor
Harry, the younger, somewhat harum-scarmn,
but free-handed, handsome and generous, was
a sailor, a universal favorite with every one, in-
eluding Vrue, and excluding her grandmother.
He was just home from China, and was full of
curiosities and Hvely talk.

As Mrs. Morton had promised the grand-
mother that Prue shonld not return alone, Harry
offered himself as escort, and away theyv walked
togethier under the Lright stars. They were old
friends, these twa. They had ydayed tegether
and yuarrelled together from earliest childhoed,
aud Hatiy by no means approved of the plan
that was to transport Prue, »5 it were, into a
higher sphere. He grumbled a Bittle to her abont
it on the way home, and asked ber how long she
meant to be away.

“Only about six weeks, T think,” Proc an-
swered.

“Well, 1 shall see you again befors 1 start, |1
have two months at home,” said Harry, “Don't
forget me, ’rue.”

“Of course I shan’t; I shan't forget any
one,"’ said Prue, with a little toss of her head.
“1 shan't be away so long as all that.”

‘I never forget you,” continued Hurry, dole-
fully.  * T always think of you, an! I've got a
little picture off a box which | look at becatise it
is 80 like you."

Prue did not receive this remark with the
respect it merited,  but gave a little sauey
laugh,

“J've got a photo taken of inysel continned
Harry, **Here itis. 1t isn’t very good, is it ?

but perhaps yon ight like it, just for a little
remembrance,*’

“ 1t in too dark to see it,"” said Piuo, “bat’
thank you very much for it. Goad-uight, :
Thank you for bringing me home.”

““ Promise you wou't forget e, Prue.”’ '

“Yes, 1 promise; Good-uight ;" and I'rue

, of beawty, very indolent and very inanimate ;

darted in through the little gate, for she feared
it was getting late, and Harry went his way
homeward, ami thought of little Prue, and gave
a mwournful sigh, which, however, soon changed
into n merry whistle,

Once in her rooru, Prue laid that photograph
ameng her most chierished treasnres in the little
work-box that Jocked up. Sueli poor little
treasures, tou! A pink shell Harry bad brought
her from the sea-side long, long ago; « wonder-
ful carved penholder he had bronght her from
his first voyage-—little relies of her childhood,
inestimably  precions  becanso of  the  dear
memories conuected with them ; and yet she
was relinquishing the old life and hone without
a regret. Was she very hard-heartel? she
wondered,

1.

It was indeed a wonder that Prue ever arriveld
safely at Waldtead Abbey, unaceustomed as she
was 10 travelling ; bat she did eventually reach
there, and at last stoml, tired and trembling, iu
a handsowme libeary, awaiting Lady Riley. This
paterual grandmother of Prue’s was a great con.
triast to the aged Qnakeress, with her stern fuee,
hrown dress and snowy cap.  Lady Riley, tall
rad slender, dressed in the richest of silks and
enveloped in the Hoest of shawls, had a pale,
delicate fuce, with thin features and somewhnt
supercilious vyes. She kissed the little stranger,
and then gazed at her inquiringly.

“You are like your poor pupa,’’ she said;
‘““but he was so tall. 1 suppose you have stop.
ped gowing 1"

“*Yes,” murmured Prue, overwhelned with
shyness.  Bhe lad  expected such a ditlerent
weleeme, and a yearning came over herlor the
other graunie, nud the little shabby parlor st
home.

“Rather pretty, snd might be made etfeative,”
was Lady Riley's comment to her maid  sud
confidante, Digge, on the subject of her litrle
granddaugliter, *¢ but terribly wwkward,”

* Her clothes are very strange, my jady,”" re-
marked Digys.

“ Oh, terrible; but that you must see o,
You have nothing very tmportant to de for me
now, so 1 look to you tu tuake her decent before
ANy one sees her.”

So Prue's simple tpuaker-like frocks were cut,
and trimmed, and altered, il she searce knew
themw, or herself in them. By the time she had
got into her new gowns she had become more
accustomird to the great honse mpd the new ife
at Walstead Abbey : the dulines Jdid net op-
press her, for she was used to a menwtonous ex-
Istenee, and old Lady Riley in a fow days besau,
a3 she expressed i1, to grow gquite foud of ber,

When she Lad been there sbout three weeks,
Nir William wrote to say that he, Fustaee, aud
the two yirls were thinking of petunnng Lome
almost ot ouce.  This was bad news fir Prue,
who rather dreadued the event of these grest re-
lations, and would bave much preterred 1o con-
tinue alone with her grandmother, with whom
she now felt quits az home,

Ludy Kiley had told her agreat deal about the
gitls—how  Fleator was  very beautitul, and
Clara very clever. What wonid they think of
her ¥ she wondered, who was neither vne thing
nor the other,

She was sitting with her grandmother in the
Library, the evening thoy armved, too nervous
to read or work, and anxiously listening for the
fitst sonmd of 1} pproach, A3 last B e~
the rolling of wheels, hatking of dogs, opening
awd shutthing of deors, luarying footsteps, and a
murmur of voices,

Theu the libpay-door opened, aml someone
entered.  Prae dared not raise her head from her
work, hut atter a moment or two she ubeyed hier
gravdmother's sunnans, sl rose and went over
to her side,

“Prudenece, this is your consin Fustace.'

Then 't glaeed up, and met the tived -
guiring guze ol a pair o handsome, sleepy, hine
Cyes,

She timidly held ont her hand, and Caprain
Rilr:" waid o

“Awlully glad to have the pleasure of wmeet-
ing vou."

What could she say to that, but manuur, with
downeast eyes aud blushing cheeks:

“Thank youl”

Bat the introduction to the voung Iadies,
Fleanor and Clara, was still more trying. They
looked at her eritically, amd roue felt the great
difference there was between her cousins and
herself-——they so ealin, self-possessed und per-
fectly at ense ; she so shy, trembling and uan.
comfortable.  Sir Willimn  was pompons and
and stately, he took but litth: notiee of his new
nivee, and she, poor child, was thankiul to
kers in the background.

She sat next Eustace at dinner. He asked her
a great many questions in his languid, drawling
manner, relative to her former life, and her shy
ways and simple answers awakened something
Tike interest in his blasé spirit. But Proe’s tims
of trial was after dinner in the drawing-room
alone with the twa vonrng ladies, for the grand-
mother was dozing by the open window at one
end of the long drawing-room, aud was quite
unconseions of what went on at the opposite
end.

Elaanor threw herself hack in the soft depths
of u grent enxy chair.  Clara sat on a couah be.

v

y side Prue, and put her through » regular cato-

chism ns to her studies and pursuity,

Eleanor was very lovely, a jale, statuesquo sott
p " ' ’
her Inziness  prevented her from being illaomn-
pered, and her perfiet selfsatisfaction inelined




