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like a wild rose insome woodland solitnde,

ly-endowed nature had responded rud::’y
’

ONE LIFE ONLY.

CHAPTER I.

A great ship homeward bouund from the
Cape, was epoeding gaily over tranquil
waters, that scarce were ruffled by the
light breezs of a glad spring day—there
was sunshine in the blue sky overhead—
sunshine on the bluer sea below—but the
brightness of life's own morning was on
the cloudless face of Colonel Dysart's
daughter, as she leant over the side of the
vessel and looked out upon the shoreless
ocean with a fixed, abstracted gaze. He
was watching her, with an expression half
amused, balf wandering on his thin, refined
face, a8 he lay on the deck propped up by
a heap of oushions, and at last raising

himself ou his elbow he called to her, with |

a rlightly mocking tone in his voiee, *Una!
I have come to the conclusion that you
must be composing an epic poem at the
very least; one hﬁf-honr by my wateh you
have been gazing immovably over the sea,
without s0 much as slirring an eye-lash,
and I never in my life beforé saw u{ou aiet
80 long. I tremble for the result.

many oantos shall I be ocondemned to
har?”

She turned round with a laughiog light
in her great brown eyes as she answered
merrily, *“ Not one—for the present: I
thought you knew by this time that I can
only compose poems by rushing about
frantically, knocking over the furniture and
tearing my hair when the rbymes will not
come right.”

“What wera you doing, then ?"

“Thinkiog.”

“Only thinking ! it must have been on
s>me.very important subject surely to make
you look so wonderfully sericus.”

“Bo it was,” she said, a sudden gravity
replacing the mirthfal sunshine on her
mobile face. “That very sirange woman,
Miss Amberst, made an attack on me last
night which starlled me extremely, and
wbhat she said was so very suggestive that
I was irying to work it out in my own
mind as it affected myself. Let me tell you
all about it, father mine ; I should like to
have your opinion,” and bounding away
from ber place she flung herself down on
the deck beside her father.

Colonel Dysart looked at her with an ex-
pressiou of intense tendernees, which con-
frasted strangely with his habitual air of
I snguor and indifference. She was all he had
fathe world—allthat remained to him of the
one love of his life. He was coming home
iavalided from the Cape, where he had been
io command of an inland military station for
many years, and where, greatly to the sur-
prize of the London world, the clever and
talented Lady Mary Molyneux, went with
him as his wife. No one would have sup-
posed her to be a person likely to make a
romantio lovq matech, for ehe wag very ac-
complisbed and intellectual, and somewhat
strong minded; however, she turned her
back on a host of adorers to follow the for-
tunes of handsome Harry Dysart in his
disiant exile, and there she remained, bur-
ied alive as her friends said, till her brave de-
voled life came to an end,when her only ohild
Una was about seventeen. Colonel Dysart's
post was in a very remote and lonely part
of the country, where there were no Euro-
ean residents, but althonugh Una grew up

with 5]l the influenees of Nature free and
unobstiueted round hey, she had the advan-
{sge of {be very high eullure which Lady
Mary’s rare mental gifts enabled her to be-
stow on her daughter. Unpa’s rieh, lavish.-

to. the really noble training she receiy

and nhg was now, at nineteen, a pure,
high-minded girl, with generous sympathies
and refined, artistio tastes—spiritucile, to

ow |
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| use the untranslatable French term, rather
| than brilliant, oherishing an almost fierce

| soorn of all that was vile or mean, and a |

| no less vehement appreciation of goodness
| in any shape. B8he had lived in such com-
| plete seclasion thatshe knew nothing what-
| ever of the world, on which she was now
| for the first time entering, and where it
was very certain her ardent, passionate
| temperament and eager impulsiveness
| would expose her to many difficulties and

daugers which minds of a lower type might
| escape altogether. Una Dysart had a char-

ming face, with an expression of mingled |

brightness and sweetness which gave her a
beauty peculiarly her own, and her voice,
both in singing and speaking, was singular-
ly attractive, very soft and melodiouns, with

| even to herself.

| It was on her account that Colonel
Dysart decided to give nF his appointment
and return to Eongland, for he felt that his
health was failing, and he had little doubt
that if his daughter mixed for a time in the
society from which he had so long been
| exiled she would soon make a home for
herself, where he might leave her sheltered
and beloved when he himself could wateh
over her no more. Una knew nothing of
these gloomy forebodings, however ; light
of Leartas a lark in the sunshiny morning,
she had not a care or fear in the world,
but looked out with eagar eyes to the un.
known years, impatient 'o see them yield
up the glorious possibilities with which they
were fraught in the dreams of her oonfi-
dent youth.

“Well, child,” said Colonel Dysart, as
she nestled clcse at his side, “what did
Miss Amherst say to plange you in such
profound meditations ? I fanoy a revelation
from the days of her youth might be rather
exciting; I have a strong oconvietion that
some strange history lies hid behind the
determined calm ef that woman's face.”

“You would not bave thought her ealm if
you had seen her last night. It happened
after you had gone to your eabin; ?wu
looking out over the sea, which was all
erimson and opal with the last glow of the
sunset, and singing to myself so low that I
thought no one could hear me. Miss Am-
herst was eitting near, quite still and silent.
Greatly to my surprise up came Mr. Cun-
liffs, that siiff old Australian jadge, and
revealed to me that he had actually a soul
for music, whereas I bad doubted if he
had asoul at all. He solemnly asked me
to do him the favour of singing that oldest
of hackneyed old songs ‘Oft in the still
night,’ supposing I kuew it. Happily I
remembered how our sentimental band.
master used to groan it out, over and over
again, 50 I sang it at once to the best of
my ability, and pleased him so much that
he further asked if I knew any other song
of a similar deseription. I thought of
‘Tears, idle tears,’ which expresses the same
idea 80 much more beautifally, and which
I B:l’: to music myself, and I sang it forth-
with.,”

‘“The saddest little poem that ever was
written,” said Oolonel Dysart.

*‘8o poor Miss Amherst geemed to think,”
saii Una. *“I noticed that while I was
sin both songs she sat quite motionless
with her head bent down on her hands, but
when I came to that last line, ‘Oh, death in
life, the days that are no more,’ she sud-
denly starfed from her seat, with her face
absolutely convulsed. by some strange in-
ward agony, and da away to the other
side of the ship, where I saw her grasp
hold of the railing and lean down over it,
seeming aotually torn with sobs.”
h: FPoor m:n:l:n, I ;honldh inve thought
she was past the age for such keen foeeling :
she must be fifty at least.’ thags

| & pathetic undertone, which seemed to i
| tell of depths in her nature as yet unknown |

| you ia honor and happiness safe
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“ 8he has not lost the power of guft
anyhow. Of oourse I was dismayed
| find I bhad produced such an offeg

Mr. Canliffs was evidently appalled af the
prospect of a rcene, for he departed ay fast
r a8 his digoity would allow ﬁ.lm, sad lofy

me alone witheMiss Amherst, [ went §

her at once, and told her it would grigys me
very much if I had been so0 unfory
as to cause her any pain by the so
chosen. For a moment she cou'ld
epeak, and then with a rerfeot passiog of
| grief she exclaimed, * Pain! it jg ony |
| that oruellest agouy, » vain remorse, wh
comes to me from the thought of the
tbat are no more?' Then she sn
turned towards me and eaught hold of
my hande, while she fixed her eyeq, that
looked like two deep wells of iofinite sad.
| ness, full upon wine, and said i 8 low

hoarse voice, ‘ Una Dysart, lot
experience bear fruit at least for
it teach yt;m :‘olw,iln the
your youth, while it may still &
the lesson which most hn’fnln w:;n’“":
at the gtl: of the grave alone.
that you have one life only—o
to make ormar; it is givu’: nl.y.m »
you may crown it with joy, or poison i
with anguish to yourself w’d to othems;
you may so deal with it, while ¢
of choice is still yours, that 1t '
the
rtals of Paradise, or you may so wresk
?toby error and fatal mistakes, th’nmql
doubt if even from its last sad hoursyou
can wring Heaven's pardon or pl\y.—u
however you mot by it, Uas, remember,
gou have one life only. If you ruln i,

light it, waste it away like precions wal-
ers poured out on the sands of the
you oan never have another wherewith fo
try and redeem its unutterable loss—one
chanoe, one frial, one life alone yon
have, and it is all in your own hll;
you cau make it what you please. Iohi
you to be wise in time, look to i,
yet it lies untouched, nntainted before y
deur:il‘ln;i on:’ ?ow :bsuim and mean
you ve fo it, that whatever may be
the outward cironmistances you ulm
trol, at least in essence spirit, it may
be bright and blest. Take care, Una
take care that yo do not make of
life an utter and a ho lcuwruka
made of Mine I’ and when she had |
all this she flung my hands away from h
and rushed down to her cabin, whers.
shut herself in for the night. Do you k
she left me feeling positivaly awed
words, for though they sound 2

giskd

2

i

y | lodramatio as I repest them, she was

thoroughly in earnest, and eaid; I am sure,
nothlni n{oro than she felt.” -
“I quite believe it; no doubt she wrti
i g vl e
m e ut it was
ling ldt}:o: to,m-kvo: B
you. ; -*mo Mht v 3
it is the simplest truism, that we have
life only, yet it :»ever struck me ks
that ‘ln bo.fo"? Bh:h is quite 2
ever ; outh we were ;
the fact that v’n’han but one exisbenos
given us for weal or woe, we
somewhat more careful not to
errors .and weakness as wmost
Well, Una love, it is not too
though it is for me as well as

hands; toa t extent I can make
what I will I was thinking ‘ot
question with all' my might:
spoke.”

;
i

“ No wonder you

!
J

Did you come to auy




