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MY VIS-A-VIS.

CLINTON SCOLLARD,

From my airy casement high,
Far above the passers-by,
1 can sce,
Just acrass the thoroughfare,
Such a charweing, debonair
Vis-a-vis,

1 know not the maiden's nawme,
Yet my lips will often frame
Names as sweet,
As the little mating binds
Nigh articulate in wonds,
And repeat.

it Ethel? is it Rose?
it Teabel ?—who knows?
Would I knew!
Ah!she looks demure and wise
With her long-lashed, downeast eves,
They are blue !

Is
1=

Dut she puys not slightest heed

While I wateh her sit and read
Ry the hour;

Little dreams shethat I'm near,

And still less that I dare peer
Inte her bower,

Would T might contrive to look

Inte that absorbing book,
Pretey maid !

Ts it Byron? is it Seott?

Isit—but [ knowit's not—
Witty Pread?

“Tis a tale of love, perchance,
tir zome thrilling old remnance
i Of the days
When the gallant knight and lord
Wuon atjonst. with lance and sword,
Ladies” praise.

Had welived in that far time,
When gay troubadours in rhyme
Sapg of jave,
Then 1 might havebeen her knight,
And into the tourney-fight
Worn her glove,

But to-day T only know
i - fair, and so
This aid—
Ever may good luek attend :
I will be her unknown friend—
Till she's wed!

—XN. Y. Heowme Jarvrnal,

FORGET-ME-NOT.

AN IDYL OF ENGLIAH RURAL LIFE,
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It happened a few days after this that Prue
was sitting one afternoon with her cousins and
Mr. Davenantin the drawing.room. It had heen
raining all the merring, but a fresh wind had
risen and blewn the great purple masses of cloud
away toward the east, leaving the blue sky and
the sunshine, which made the wet grass sparkle
like diomonds. ¢They were just eontemplating
a drive, when th door opened to admit & visitor.
Mr. Morton was announced. It was Hany.
Hat in hand he steered his way among the
couches, chairs, and tables to where Prue was

sitting. Sherose, but did not come forward to
welcome him; she seemed half-stunned with
surprise,

] exject you are astonished to see me,
Prue,” he said, as he shook her hand.

“Very,” murmured Prue. ‘1 thought you
were gone.”

*¢1 have come to say gosd-bye to you.
to-morrow."’ _

“ Won't Mr. Morton sit down 1’ said Clara,
rising and coming forward. °‘As you haven't
introduced me, P'rue, I must introduce myself,”

Prue, with scarlet cheeks and a very shame-
fuced manner, introduced him to Mr. Davenant
and her cousins. Lleanor gave a very ceool bow.
It was one of Prue’s vulgar home-friends, she
supposed.  Rather cocl to bring him to Wal.
stead ; but this was only a proot that she had
been taken too much notice of, and was quite
spoiled.

“Is my grandmother well 7 1t was the first
question that Prue addressed to Harry, thongh
Clara had been diseussing weather and crops
with himin the most amiable manner, having
got a notion into her head that he was connected
with agriculture.

‘¢ Quite weil,”” he answered. *¢She sent her
love to you. She wants you back, I think,
Prue, and so does everybody at Hawden.”’

Prue did not look at him, but sat playing
with the tassels of the cushion against which
she leant. Her embarrassment was apparent to
all; and Mr. Davenant bad not much difficulty
in connecting Harry Morton with the friend who
was going away, and who had sent the dead
forget-me-nots, which he thought were still
lying onder the bushes in the garden, but which,
had he known it, were safely locked upin an
old work-box up stairs, together with a photo-
graph and a few other things. The knowledges
of this little episode made Harry more interest-
ing in Mr, Davenant's eyes, ** A nice young
fellow,” he thought to himself; “in love with
Prue, and she with him, or else [ am very much
wistaken,”  But, notwithstanding Clara’s chat-
tiness, it was a very embarrassing visit, Prue
scarcely spoke, or even raised her eyes, and
Harry, noting her silence, became suddenly shy
and preoccupied. At last he rose.

““ Prue,” he said, * I must be off now. Will
you walka short way with me to the station ? I
huve some messages for you from your grand-
mother.”

*“It’s so very wet,” Prue murmured, glancing
ont of the window.

Igo

tQh, nonscnse, child," said Clara geod.
humoredly. Hersharp eyes had noticed the dis-
appointment and wistfuluness in iarry’s face.
 Go and put your hat on, and show Mr. Mor-
ton theshort cut through the plantation-—it's
such n long way all ronnd by the road.’

S0 Prue could do nothing else but obey.

¢ It isn't raining now,’” said Harry, as they
went dowu the broad steps of the portice, and
camie out upon the terrace. “Thauk you so
much for coming, Prue. 1 was awfully savage
when I saw the room so full of people that we
could not get ina word. 1 have so much tosay
to you. .

i1e waited, perhaps in the hope that the girl
would make some remark ; Lut, nas she was
silent, he continued :

It wasn't enough writing to vou, though I
suppose you got my letter, and—and I was de-
termined to come and see you myself.”

Still no answer. Prue was too deeply engaged
in knocking the rain-drops from the tall blades
of grass with her umbrella to speak.

“Your grandmother didu't know 1 was com-
ing. 1say, Prug,” he burst out, *“you are glud
to see me, ain't you "

“0f course 1 am, Iarry,” Prue said con-
strainedly, with a stitl’ little laugh, *“and 1 hope
you'll have u pleasant voyage.”

¢ 1 shall ba away for more than two years,”
he said. “ When 1 come back you'll have quite
forgotten me. | think you have pretty nearly
done so already the two months you've hern
away.”

1 haven't, indeed,” cried Prue, with some
compunction at her heart for her coldness to
him; “only [ was so taken by surprise. |
didn't expeet you, you know.”

“ But it did not seem a pleasant surprise all
the same,’” said Harry rather bitterly. 1 say,
Prue, who is that man there ' 1 never saw such
a conceited fellow in all my life.  He listens to
everything one says with a sort of jeering smile.
Daes he live there 37

4 No,” answered Prue, loftily ;. “he’s a
visitor, and a mostagreeable, gentiemanly man.
Please don’t abuse hiw, Harry, as 1 iike him. |
dare say yon won't be able to appreciate him.
One doesn’t meet people of that sort at Haw.
den.”

¢ No, I'm thankful to say wedon't,” cried
Harry—aud then stopped ; he would not vea
Prue by abusing him. Perhaps this man was
the cause of her changed Lehavior to him—but
no, it coulin’t be. Prue would mever tbink
about sucha person as that.

It was a very silent and uncomfortable walk
all through the plantatior, where tall ferus and
flowers grew in the shade of the great oaks ani
elm trees. At last they came to the stile which
led into the high-road, where e must wish
him goed-bye.  She held out ber hanl, and her
voice rather trembled as she aid

**Good-bye, Harry. 1 hope you'll have a
pleasant voyage, and come back safe.”

¢ Shall yon really care whether § come home
or not " he said eagerly.

“Of course | shatl,” Proe said,
make your mother so anxious.”

““ But for uo other reasan " he pursaed.

“1don’t know. How yuu kiep on question-
irg ! Iean’t say more than that I shall be very
glad to see yvou back all safe and well."”

“ And that’s all, Prue ?”

“ Yes, that's all. What
have ¥

“1 would have you as vou used to b, crind
Harry. * {t hasn't taken vou long, Prue, o for.
get me. But think of me sometimes wien '
away.”

He took her hand in his firm grasp. aud said
wood-bye, I Prue had Looked at hin she wonld
have repented of her coldness, for thers wavan
expression on his face that it Jid not often
wear.

“Good-bye,” he said again, gave her hand
anothier shake, vaulted over the stile, and dis-
appeared round the turning of the road withont
another backwand glance, 'rue remained stand-
ing where he left her for some moments; per.
haps she half thought he would come back for
another good-bye—but he didn't, and she turned
homeward with a rather heavy heart.

** 13 the young man gone ¥’ inquired Elanor
when she returned.

““ Yes,” answered Prue, shortly.

“ Quite a nice-looking voung fellow,’
tinued Eleanar. ‘A faraer, [ suppose ¥

* He's a sailor,” reurned the girl, who was
just then in no mood to staud Eleanor’s poisan«d
darts.

““ Indeed !"* said her cousin, raising her deli-
cate eyebrows.  *¢ Now come amd sit down and
tell me all about him, there'sa good girl. [ sup-
vose his parents are very worthy people, and be
has been brought up in a sort of Arcadian sim.
plicity on bread.and-milk, and yon and he have
kuown each other from babyhood, and mule
daisy-chains together in the most romantic
fashion. Quite a pretty idyl, I declare. I can
fancy you twoamong the buttercups and daisies,
When is the ending to come to the story,
Prue ?”

But Prue had fled, She could not trust her.
self to stay, for Eleanor's words had brought
back her childhood to her—the happy, innocent
days when she and Harry had played together
in the fields among the birdsand Howers, and yet
she had treated him—her more than brother—
with coldness and neglect t Conld it be possibie
that she was the same P'rue of two mouths aga ¢
Iu her grief und rpentance she sat down and
wrote the following little note to him :

My bear Harry,—Do forgive me for my

1t will

more woenlld syou

' con-

behavior to-day. [ wish 1 conid see you again

to wish you a proper good-bye. 1 do hope you
will have a very pleasant voyage, amd come back
to vour fricuds. Good bye.  Yours alfection-
ately, Pnue”

Aud ingide the letter Prue put one or two of
those dried forget-me-nots which he had sent
her ; nud when she had addressed it to the
Atalanta, hisshipat Vortsmouth, atd sealed aud
sent it, she felt a littho happier, though her ~on-
scieuce still smote her,  Supposing he were not
to receive the letter, and that he would never
know that she had not meant te be so eold to
him ; amd snpposing he were never to come
back—but oh, he must ! —and then she conld tell
him how sorry, how very sorry she was—unless
he had quite forgotten her, which she hoped
wasn't very likely.

v,

The weehs went by very quickly at Walstead,
but samehow since that afternvon when Harey
Motton had said good-bye to her at the stile in
the plantation, the gayeties and parties had lost
somve of their savour,

There were moments wheu Urue sutfered from
decided home-sickness, nmd a very strong Yearn-
ing came over her for home ; not this gramd
mansion with all its luxuries aml refinemnents
andd mistoeratic inhabitanty, but that real home
where she had spent all her childbood and
eranniv, who, with all her tartness and severity,
was associated with home.  And Prue remem.
bered with remorse that afternoon when gran-
nie bad eried at the coming parting, and how
delighted she herself had been to leave her
Without a regret or o fear had she said gond.
bive to her, and now—how contradictory is hu-
man nature —=she was fonging ts 2o back to the
quiet hum-dram lite.

Her conscience <till smote her, too, with re.
gard to Harry,  Ste bal never reesived an an-
swer to ber little gosd-bive letter, and she often
wondered whether it had ever reached him, She
became very quiet, and Eleanoramd Clars both
remarked the absence of her wsual buoyaney of
spirit.

However, one day grannie said something
in her letter about not being weil, and Heling
louely now that the antumn aud lovg eveniugs
were comiuy on, <o Prae interpreted this inte «
wish that she sheuld go bark home, and she tolid
Lady Riley and the girly that grannie was want-
ing her. They were very loth to et her go
Clara was very fond of her, and Eleanor had for-
given her for her preanmption in attracting Mt
Davenant's attentions.  Fustace declared it to
be un awful bore, and even Sir Witliam relaxed
from his Jdignity suthiciently to remark that he
was sgrry ber visit had come to an end.

[t wis a cold, raw, damp October day when
she returned home.  The evening fog was al-
reoly rising when the train stopped at the listle
Hawden station, and she deacended, rather sur.
prirzed at not seeing grannie or Elizabeth to
meet her,

However, shie left her box for the earrier in
bring, and set out on her howmeward way throagh
the wary lanes and damp fog. The yellow leaves
were {alling from the teees which «he had Jeft
cavered with spring blossors 3 the ferns in the
hedgerows hung limp and brown ;) there wers
no ttowers, no birds singing,
it all looked ! She walkeld as quickly as pos-
sitle along tho old familiar ways, till »be came
out of the lanes intn the straggling village
atreet, past the chureh wnd the viearage, past
the huckstet’s shop ¢ «till au, il wmid the oy
and  gathering darkness  the gable ends of
“ heme” came in view, over which the tall
sycamore siretched ity hare  branch protee:-
wmgly.

How dark the house lonked ! but Prue pustied
open the littie pardea gate and walked up the
panlen.path with a beating hoart, She knacked
at the door which wasseon opened by old Eii-
zabeth. :

“ Miss Prue, are vou eome !
was her exclamation.

“Yes,  Flizabeth, didn't you know [ was
coming ¢ Didu't graunie tell you ™ Proe said
with a feeble attempt at a laugh, and with a
chiddl feeling of disappointurent creeping ove
her. g Pi Creeping over
_ “She expeeted you to morrow.  Wall, cotne
in, my dear.  Lam very glad to see you again,
though I suppose among all them fine foiks
you've quite forgotten all your old friends.
Come in,”

Prae cutered. ‘The hoase looked very small
and  gloomy, and the candle that Elizabeth
carried in her hand gave her a very teable light,
The parlor-door was open, but it was all in
darkness; a sudden tremeor seized Prue.

“Where's grannie 77 she cried.

““She’s goneout to-night to the vicarage; you
see she wasn't expecting vou, but still shie"\ be
home: afore very long, I reckon.  But come into
the kitchen, there's a nice fice there ¢ you'll be
hungry and tired, I know. It isn't the first
time you hiave had tea with old Elizabeth.”

Pru'e sat down Ly the glowing fire ; hungry
and tired she certainly was, and cold and de-
jeeted, too, It <eemed such a tame home-coming
after such a long absence, and graunie being
away wag a grent disappointment. However,
Elizabeth bustled about aud made her some ten
and hot buttered toast, and hoiled her an ey,
which, as she informed her, her own brown hen
had laid. Then there were the kittens to be
examined, which during Prov’sabsence had grown
into fine cats, and kept aloof from her as from o
stranger. It was too late Lo go outside and ses

&

Well, | never

the cocks and hens, but Elizabeth had plenty to |

do in answering all Prue’s manifold questions,

How very dreary
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and in detailing all the wonderful events that
had happened during the girl"s absence,

At last came granuie’s kuock. Pruo lew to
the door, and laughed meitily al grannie’s as-
tonishment at seeing her.

“Come into the lght, and bt me wee thee.
Nay, thou art not changed. And thou art glad
to come back agsin { Thatis well, 1 feared all
the grand ways nnd doings Walstead Abbey
would have cstranged thy heart from thy poor
simple home-folk.” ]

** N, no, grannis,” ceied Prae, kissing her ay
she had never kissed her betore. “They were
very good to me at Walstead, but I wanted 1o
come back to vou. [ was beginuing to weary lor
home."’

“wWell, child, 1am pleased tosee thee hak
I have missed thee very mach, T wish 1 could
have been ut home this evening o weleome
thee, but my stupil ol eyes must have react the
date wrongly. However, it does not matter
now, thow art sale hnre.  Aud how ic thy laly
grandmother 17

S She is very well, graunie, and sends kind
regards to you,” answeored Praes * Have you
been to tea to the Mertons’, graonpie ! Wiy
there a party 1

“ Nay, they are not in oa state of werry.
making. Flas not Elizsbeth told thee the sad
catastrophe that lias happened

ONu, erted Prone 0 what s i f”

¢ wonldn't el the chidd just when she gat
iy, sand old Fliabeth o hadd news thies fase
enouzh without requinng suyv speeding,

“What s it, granuie I oened Prae oagain,
breathlessly.

“ltisa sad tale to tell, ehilld,” prannie an-
swered, stoking hee teads @ The dalioea s
gone down with all oo board ber”

S$Phe Ao 0 eried raes *F Ok, grannie,
there must  be some mwi-tike; it
there inust be sotge saved.”

CNay, may, there isone mstake s woald to
Heaven thers were, Poor ad, pour fad ! wlhie
woubd have thoneht 3t O and poor mwother, oo
she 118 ta break her heartl”

Asaf s aodeeadfub deeam Pras heard granuie's
secount of how tite pews e, il the dregds

o

cannot b

fui grief in which she hed Joand the fnmates of
the vicarere wivn Mreso Morton had went dor

\

her, and when too old Lady bl siad wdi she
coubd, Prue, wath trembiing white dips andd
seared eves, had wished hergosdenight and gonr
tor lrer owan Httle rooqu

Ohy, 1t eenid not be trae t Harry eould not
be dead. Ha dad always beew so full of Tife, w0
Lappy, sa spinted, 10 was not possible that s
wmnrry vatie wis forever stthied, and his blae exes
torever clos-i 1o this worbd's Wonld she
never see bimoagadn, or hear o< step and weli.
Ruawit vaice 3 would  the perodlection of ha,
growing doamer amd Linter as the years wore
ong beoall She waubld bave of b thiragh e
Dfe s wenbd she mover Yo able to tell b b
she repented of ber colduess 1o by, and o hear
him say, ** Never mnnd, Prae, 10asn't warth
troubling vourself about 17 How during the
Pist wonth she had Deen luoking forward o by
return, and Low she would never see himowore,
1t could nat be, there mast by sowe uiistake ;
Hirry vould wot be odead, he wonbd he s
come hack,

Thus she tied 1o areue hersalf ont of her dos.
tress, bt on spier of Ler the Grrbile truth wonld
ree itacit undennbliy upon her convietions,
that Harry was yndeed gone. She bad threwn
berse ) dresced as shee was, ot beer bod, with ber
face buried 1t her ans, The nid clock on the
stairs sirnek the hours aud the lislt hours, the
candle burnt low, tared ap in ber soeket, and
went out, leaving her in darkness save tor the
fatnt Nzl of the moon, which streguehed in from
beneath the window curtain and saveloped the
rocnt and v beivngings with un nnreal shaodowy
tadines,  Stiil she patd no heed @ the remen-
brance of their poatiug was viviily befare Lot
mimd, arownng w her an overwhelming sense of
utter misery. Voor little Prus! The tears
catte at st and  relieved her gnefestiicken
heart, and by.and-by her weary spirit found
Fest in .ﬁl('vlv.

“La, Miss P'rue, have yon never been in
best?  Whit's been the matter t Your grand.
mother's been down this balf loar g at'y P;st
nine o'clock.  What ails vou ! You luek ke w
whost,” ’

These were the firgt words that Bl on I'rue’s
drowsy senses the text mormng when she awoke
with the hright suashine pouring in npon her,
aud old Elizabeth standing by her bud, The old
servant in her own mimd made a shrewd guess at
the cianse of the trouble ; w0 she left the giel to
herself and went down and told old Dame Reid
her idew of the state of thinges,

So when Prue at last came downstairs, pale,
heavy.eyed, and with a dull aching seuwe of
wisery n her heast, instead of the reprimand
she expected, she found grounie all kinduess
and gentleness.

All throngh that long drenry day, and the
wretched time that followed, when her trouble
seemed  more  than she coulid bear, although
granuie never made any allusion to it, yet the
girl knew that the olid lady guessed her secret,
and the quist uuobtrusive sympathy helped her
a little to bear it, i
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These were dreary antumn days in Hawden,
Prue somotimes folt as if the sunshine were gone
~never to return. AU tites she tried to fancy

that Harry was not really dead, and that in a
few monthe’ time he would tbe coming back full
of life and health, but tho sal reality soon dis-




