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THE FAVORITE.

Fasmvary 31, 1874,

—t——x

The storm ts over, the wind is falr,

The plint Is watching the ehannel with care,
The waves are still and the water s white—
Oh, my ladie she’ll meet her lover to-night !

I kissed my bonnie ladie’s hand,

I clasped her wrist with a golden band,
I gathered rosebuds, fresh and white—
Her own true love she'll see to-night !

I had smuggled my dress downstairs at atime
when I knsw the family were all in the parior,
My bed stood in an alocove, which was hidden
from the room by curtains of silk and lace,
There I had hidden the onstly thing. I knew
Bessie was wondering what [ was going to wear,
but I did not enlighten her tili the last moment.
I knew she was wishing I had something richer
than the dress that was spread out on the lounge,
and thinking how 8 'sette would contrast it
with Mary’s satin. «But the pearls make up,”
she’d mutter between the verses, and then she'd
dart of away and look at me.

¢ Not that, Besale,” I said, as she took up the
mull—¢I'm not going to wear that. You'll find
my dress on the bed.”

What a scream she gave! Ithought she would
sure'y arouse the housa,

# Oh, Miss Bllen, where do you get it—such a
splendid silk and such laces? ™

And all the while she was putting it on me
she chanted the old ballad in a spirit that fairly
thrilled me with a prophecy, a wild, wondrous
one, which almost snatched the enlor from my
cheeks and the pulses from my heart.

¢ There, now you make look, Miss Eilen.”

And she turned on every burner and dropped
the glass 8o that I oould see myself from head
to f ot. 1 diil lonk and—was satisfied.

I had brought down a very deep and broad
eirculir cloak that had belonged to my grand-
mother, and this I mnade Bessie wrap about me
80 secorely as tn concea! my dress, and yet so
lonsely as not to tumble it, while upot my hea:
I wore an old-faghloned calash,

« Your pardon, Miss Ellen, but I mus' 8ay it—
you look like an old witch. It"l be ju<tlike u
fairy story when you drop off those things,
How I wish I could go with you and see them
stare !

“The carriage is walting, Ellen, and we are
gning down. Are you ready ?” sald Mra, Hast-
ings.

I answered by opening the door. She gave a
sorenm of horror,

« You're not going in that garb t

«1 must guard against taking cold, ma’am.
I'm not as used to the night air as you and
May.”

She muttered something which I could not
hear, and we went down. : Steevee” met us in
the hall. He was my stepmother's nephew, a
young fellow whom [ could have liked if I bad
not felt intuitively that she meunt to make a
match between him and me, and thus keep the
money in the family,

# I'm glad to see grandmother able to be out
again,” he sald, gayly, as he seated me in the
carriage.

I retorted. I was gwd at repartee when I
was in the vein, as I was then. He followed me
ap, and between us two we mada the ride seem
brief. My stepmother was in the best of 8plrits,
and 80 was May, when we alighted. They fan-
cled that I was at last snccumblng to their ma-
noeuvres, How littie they knew me!

The dressing-room waa a perfect jam. I stooq
on the threshold and watched my companious
elbow their way through, and made up my mind
I would wait till it thinned out a little. It suited
my plans t00. After a while they reappeared,
May radlant in her blue satin, Mrs, Hastings
regal in purple velvet,

“Why! aren’t you ready yet?" they both
exclaim-~d. «We thought you must be some-
where waiting,” /

“ I shoul'l have fainted In that crowd, Besides
Steev: @ hus only two arms. You go first; send
him back for me when you can 8pure him.”

They smilled at each otber, and I beard the
elder whisper:

“#¥Fg waros 1n engagement shall be under-
sto~’

1 1wsrth % . ave my own way, and I did.
They weas do..n, and by-and-by I followed,
perfeotly satisfled with my escort, for the uephew
was really a fine specimen of munhood. It was
only unfortunate for him that he was related to
my stepmother,

As Bes-fe had predieted, they stared at me—
stared «t me when I entered he room-—stared
at me as I promenaded its entire I~ngth—sgiared
at me as [ pall my compliments toour hostess,
and staret at me as I mingled with the crowd.
Iplayved my part well 5o well that Mrs. Mourgan
stole up 1o me und whixpered ;

“1'm so giad you came, Elen; you're the
belle of the rooms—everybody 1= dying to know
you. W.ere did you get your laces? I'm afraid
you will ruin your tather.”

Half an hour afterwanrds she stole up again.

¢ Do you remember Ed S8omers ?”

Remem er him ! Didn’t my heart leap into
my throat at the very mention of his name t0r
oourse, though I did not say this to ber. [
answered, simply :

¢ Yes, perfectly well,”

¢« You know he and his mother and Allie left

London suddenly two years ago, it was said
because he was sent for to unravel a guarly
lawsuit for oue of his friends? Well, s turns -
out it was for themselves he went. His father's
old uncle hnd died, and they were his heira. He
gets the money, no telling how much, and houses .
and lands, and the title too, He is now Lord
Somers—think of it—our onoe poor, penniless
Bd. Bot I must hurry and tell you the beat of |

my story. He arrived here yesterday; and I
fastened upon him at once. He oouldn’t resist
me. It was like the valture and the dove. But
I waq always his friend, an1 it 18 no more than
right that I should have the éclat of presenting
bim under his title to the fashionable world
here. Watsh the door closely. They'll come
sorn——he and Allie; Mrs. Somers is too worn.”

Watch the door! I did, with eagle eyes, while
my heart was all impatience. Yet nome about
me guessed the wild emotions that were surg-
ing in my veins. I never once ceased my chat-
tiug with the fops about me. Wit, humor,
ralllery, sarcasm, each as it was needed fsll from
my lips in a rapld, unbroken jet, sparkling too
as & water-crest In sunshine, I played my part
well, 80 well that my stepmother and her
daughter looked on in mute amazement. I was
certainly developing a new phase of charaoter
to them, and I knew by the sinister glances
that shot from their eyes that 1t was the last
time they woeuld ever coax me to attend a
ball.

They came soon, and I was thankful, for my
impatience was fast unbinging me. I could not
have kept up the play much longer. I did not
+06 them when they were announced, but soon
afterwards I saw bim talking with two gentle.
men and looking as I thought curlously in my
direction. I involuntarily sprang forward and my
eyes caught his. There wasa look of recognition,
iustantaneous and earnest, and then his whole
face lighted up with joy.

I forgave Mra. Hastings and May many &
grievance when [ saw the blank woader of their
faces as Lord Somers drew my arm within his
own and with Al le on the other wandered off
quite at his ease! Ab, I had my triumph
then.

But I was generous; I could afford to be. I
took an early opportunity to introduce them
b th to the mother and daughter who had been
watohing me so clusels, and [ even had forbear-
ance enough to say “mamma’ and «Sister
May,” endearing epithets I had never used
bofure. And I did more. After I had opened
the ball with Lord S8omers I persuaded him to

lance the next set #ith May, and I palred ofr
¢« Steevee ” and Allle together.

* Shull you be visible to-morrow moraing
he asked as we were making our adieux.’

I answered in the affirmative, though I believe
It is not orthodox for belies to be out of bed
before nooun after such a night of dissipauon,

“Then I will call and take you to see my
mother.”

The ride home was a tiresome one to me. I
did not feel like talking, and my three compa-
nions were determined I shou'd, and in apite of
myself I wasobliged toconfess that I had known
the strangers years before. I was glad when we
reached our own house.

I had not expected auny one to sit up for me,
but as I opened my room door I heard the wild
chanting tune of the old hallad stealing up from
the deptbs of my eaay-chair, and in another
minute little Bessie was flying to the burners
aad turning on a full stream of gas.

How pleasant 1. seemed to come back and
find everything so cheerful - a bright fice in the
grate, my double gown spread oat before it, and
a little kettie humming on the hearth.

“1 must ha.e one good look at yru, Miss
Ellen, before I take off your things,” she said,
merrily, yet reapectfully. « [ must see whether
you bave enjoyed yourself. Yes, yes.” And she
clapped her hauds, «#The roses are redder and
wider on your cheeks. Do Please tell me, Miss

| Ellen, weren’t you the belle of the bail ? *

¢ Men, Morgansaid I was,” I answered, quletiy,
yet conxolous that the roses deepened in hue,
Then sveing her eyger look added: « And will
you beli:ve, Bessl’, there was Lord Somers
there, and I opened the ball with bim, and ha
took e in to supper, and is going to call to-
morrow morning to take me to see his mother,
What do yon think of that ¢”

And I sat down and motioned her
hair.

Sne did oot anawer, the little sprite,
softly :

toundomy

but sang,

“ 1 combed my bonnie ladie’s hair,
1 fastened it with jewels rare,
1 dressed her In & robe of white—
Her owa true love she’ll see to-night,”

It was understood in our honsehold that after
a ball Mrx, Hasti s and May were not to be dis-
turve ! titl noon. And It was equally well under-
siood that Ellen would do the hoors of the
breakfast table. Unused to dixsipation, I think
I should have rebulled the next morning and
ylelded o my drowsy feelings hadl it not baen
for ihat whisper at parting. 8o eight o'clock
tound me pouring out cuffee for my fattier, and
disorur<ing to him of the inoldents of the pre-.
vious night, dwelling pariiculasly on the advent
of our friend Ed, and the change In his fortunes.

“ Glad of it,” said he. « right glad. He was a
flne fellow. I've wished many a time I had been
bleased with such a boy,”

“ Instead of me,” said L, pouting,
’o‘;No,by;m elf; but along with you, or fter

) OF before you—any ti "

phvadied ore ye y time, 80 that he’d only

'l“hBeng {esulmlng his thread, he added :

“But I'm heartily glad of Ed's lue;
his suke and his mother's and ulat.er':‘ :gzh‘:::
& fine woman, fine as ever lived. Do yon know,”
and he lowered his voloe, watching too to see
that the servant wag not at the door, «I came
pretty near asking her to be your mother ? "

baa,” 1
perhaps should 1f Jox pamno"? ::::m‘.n" sod

. that I might have a som,

I bowed, but I would not let my lips speak the
falsehood.

What a delicions morning I spent with Mis.
Somers and Allie—alone with them, for Ed ward
had tiresome work that kept him till dinner
was announoed.

« Your mother tolls me she has returned to
remain permanently,” I said, a3 we were going
down.

#Yes, she would not be satisfled with a home
elsewhere.” .

% And you?” And I lifted my eyes to his—
Iifted them, but dropped them as instanta.
neously, reading something in that glance
that sent my blood on a mad gallop througa my
veins,

s« It depends upon eircumstances whether I
stay or go.”

That was all he sald. What the ciroumstanoces
were I was left to guess. I ascertalned though
before the day was gone.

“You will excuse me, I know, pet, if I He
down a little while,” said Mrs. Somers to me, as
we returned to the parlour. ¢ My head aches.
Allie and Ed will keep you company.”

Of course I begged of her toretire at once, and
then seated myself on a sofa between the two.
We were deep in the intricacies of the old oastle
that had fallen to them when Allie's mald
appeared with word that the trunks had come,
and forthwith the impulsive girl darted out with
her, exclaiming :

+ ] can’t walt for ceremony, Ellen; I mustsee
how my things have stood the journey.”

The little fairy ! She kuvew her brother was
achlog to be rid of her, and she gladly embraced
the first opportunity to go.

Somehow I felt embarrassed after she left, and
the longer I sat there trying to think of some-
thing to say the farther off seemed any conver-
sational toplc. )

Sudlenly I found my right hand olasped,
then an arm gilded around my waist, and a
voice whispered :

«Shall it be Lord and Lady Somers, Ellen ? "

‘What answer 1 gave may be inferred from the
fact that when Edward’s mother returned to the
parlour he led me up to her and sald :

s« Mother, this ludy has promised to be my
wife. Will you receive heras a daughter ? »

His votoe quivered somewhat, In spite of its
earanest, manly tone. .

She folded me in her arms and kissed me
tenderly, saylng:

“1t 18 my cholice as well as his, darling. Two
daughters! Surely I am blessed.”

Bessle was unclasping the bracelets from my
wrlsts that night when suddenly Isaw the color
deepen in her cheeks, aud a moment later she
looked up with an arch glance in her blue eyes.
She had noticed the new ring, not new either,
for many a finger had worn it in the « long azo,”
and thediamond flashing in toat antique setting
had been part of the court costume of many a
fair lady.

# W bat do you think of it, Bessie **

And I straightened the fingerand laid itin her

im.
pa“ It is splendid, Miss Bllen—fit for a queen.”

And she looked up wistfully.

I was never in the habit of making a confl-
dant of servants. I was naturaily too reticent;
and then it always seemed to be beneath a
lady's dignity. But that night it seemed to me
my heart would burst if it did not share its joy
with somebody. 1 could not waken my oid
father, and I bad no wish to call Mrs, Hastings
and May up from the gay crowd aboat them in
the parlour. 8o I told Bessie—no, not told her,
but I 8 4d what I knew would be enough for her
flne instincts to divine the whole story.

“Toat ring has been an heirloom in the Som-
ers tanmily for two centuries, Bessie—handed
down from father to son, and when there was
00 son to the next nearest male heir. Lord Ed-
ward Somers, the gentleman who took me to
see his mBther to-day, received it as a part of
bis legacy. There, please now don’t talk any
more to ine to-night.”

The next morning as my father was dozing in
the library, and I siuting cur'ed rpin My lirtla
nook behind the curtaing, the >Trent cnnonn- .
ed Lord Somers. I did notsth mz @1y bes
gave a bound that drove the | .uod 40 my cheu_s
in wrrents.

“Jam glad to see you, Edward,” said my
father, frankly ani cordially.

+#I don’t know whether yor will be, sir, when
you learn my errand. I have come to ask you
for the most precious gif, one man can bestow
upon another. I wani Ellen, sir,”

How like Ed thut declaration! He always
oawe to the point atonce. Nu equivocation with
bim,

¢ Ellen,” sald my father, with a tremor in his
voloe that he could not hide entirely. « Here,
Elen, come and teil mé what soswer to give
this young man. He says he wants you. Wii1
you have him 7"

s Yes, father,”

Just then the door opened and my step-
mother orossed the threshold. How wide she
g{:ened her eyes as she caught sight of the ta-

eau.

“Just In time to congratulate me,”

sald my
father,

“I've been wishing these thirty years

hope had died out, up comes Ellen this morn.
ing and makes me a present of oue, What do
you think of him, Mra. Hastings ¢ "

She was an adept at self-control, and 80, mas-
tering her emotions—and, oh, they were bitter
&8 Wormwood-—she said, graciously :

#1 think any father might be proud to own

“out I did pretly wel as it was,”
hodding mysterionsly, «Doa't m‘:'m:kmno‘;."' |

Lord Somers as a son, Etlen, I wish you joy.”
A.nd she touched her lips to my oheok:.’m:"’laytd
HSomers, you will be a bappy man.”

and now, just when |

And she shook his hand and left us. But she
never forgave that soene, and I do not think she
ever quite forgave elther of the three the part
they played.

Three months after this Lord and Lady
Bomers and servants (Bessie was my maid) spent
six months on the Continent, and then went to
their old ancestral castle, where they have lived
three years.

« Three years, wife.” And I feel a hand ar-
resting my pen. “Are you not mistaken?”

“Why, no, Edward.” And I turn and look
my husband ful! in the face—a handsome face
it 1s, too. I bave never seen ome I like so
well.  « You know wo were home a year before
Hastings was born, and he was two years old
last week—"

“And a fine fellow he is too. I’ve just come
from a frollc with him., Bessie had to coax
hard toget him away. What a treasure of a
nurse she is. Listen to her. 8he is singing that
old ballad to him. What a quaint chant there $
to the tune.”

Ileaned my head against him and listened,
and as the words stole on my ear I remembered
the night when she sang them as she was
dressing me for the ball, and how they thrill-
ed me, and I whispered, more to myself than to
him: .

«The propbecy has been fulfilled.”

¢ Hush, darling!” and he put his finger on
my lips. «8he has picked up more of it.
Listen!”

¢ ] combed my bonnie babie’s hafr,
I olasped his neck with corals rare,
I dressed him in a robe of white—
His own true name he’ll have to-night!”™

There were tears in his eyes as well as mine
as the refrain died away, for we could veither
of us ever forget that in one week the same
church was opened for us twice, first to christen:
our baby boy, and afterwards for the funeral of

Joy for he had prayed that he might Le spared
to see his grandchild cohristened and Heaven
had granted bis petition.

———- G
LOVE-LETTERS.

In every year will be written and mailed just
about so many letters of this kind, whelher
people ocoatinue to call them silly or sensible.
It makes but little difference what outsiders be-
lieve, 80 the parties interesied are suited witls
the contents. There may be (imes when we
would ridicule these little missives ; but, if we
counfess our true convictions, love-letters, even
Yyears after they are wrliten reach the tender-
esl affections of our nature,

We have seen them In various forms, written
with black ink and with biue, underscored, and
dotted with many marks and unknown signais,
of interest only to the owuer; but we always
felt that at best only half of their contents were
known. The best part of a love-letter is un-
written ; the purest thoughta of our nature are
seldom uttered. Pride has prevented oue from
owaing her true lfe-thoughts tili it is too late.
Modesty kept the burning words of another ;
while with another, love 50 uvercaine the ¢ino-
tions a3 to break forth in tears to choke the ut-
terance.

Take the first letter in reply to a broken en-
gagewent ; the heart is fuil Lo overfluwing ; a
sting of pride rankles beneath the bliguied
hopes of a lifetime. Listen to the words :

¢ Idid not think it would come to this ; but
you are 80 noble—s0 gool—1 caunot forget you.
I know she willi be happy in my place ; but it
breaks my heart to say Lhat for your suke you:
are free.”

Another, with oaly the hope of engagement,
has judged too vastily him whom she found was
promised ere they met.

¢ I will indeed be your friend,” she writes :
¢ but my life looks 8o dark and changed; would
that I had never lived! No, 1 do uot mean
that, fur ail my iife that [ care 10 remcinber has
been lived since I guew you. I wouid n. blob
1t out for uli the rest. How I envy her of waom
You Apeak ! Buy my luss 1s Rer gain. Tell her
not ot me—it Is enough that oue shuuid bear it
—itie other should be happy.”

And still anotuer writes iu derision :

¢ You were easily caught ; I ne-er loved you ;
but I thought the man Wuo played the shailow
part of & male flirt deserved a tesson. I shall
b, married In & week 10 & true man ; wiil you
oome (o the woddlog?”

These etters are but samples of one style-
There 18 another and a brighier side. Many an
maay a little letier 18 carried (like & jowel) next
to the heart, and vaiuned a thousand Limes more
tosn & jowel tolits owner.

Ah ! 1if we could read the hidden history of sil
the unmarried women in the iand, there would
be sisters who had ylelded tueir places tO
youunger sisters ; there would be one that saori-
Boed life and hope for the love of another dearer
than both—a mother she could never leave. CAD

meaning ? No, never!

«“ Man's love i8 of his life a part,
'Tis woman’s whole existence.”

Oherish, then, the little missives of love and
affection, for they keep the heart open
hopetul ; and remember that in the litble space
of your acquaintance may be living those who
have had purer thoughis, and more of them, I3
& few brief weeks aud more real enjoyme‘:
from tbeir worn-out love-letters, that give OU!
sweet memories of the past than 18 enjoyed bY
many in a lifetime. .o such,

¢ 'Tis better 10 have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all.”

my father. Yet our sorrow was mingied with -

Wwe say that to such lives love-letters have 1O




