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1 wonld that I might twine & laurel wreath
To place upan thy brow ;

Rut thon art standing an Pamassus’ heighs,
High o’er thls lagrel bough.

A few are clustered on the mountain-top,
Serevely at thy side: .
Below, a multitude are gazing up
To where our tards adide.

Once 2iadly through a Castle in the Air
Thy fellows walked with thee:

Now, stapding with white locks, they list to hear
Thy graod Hymn to the Sea.

Apd they have mamed the storied Eastern Isnd,
Have heard ita poets sing ;

And they bave listened eaverly to hear
The bells of Felix ring.

At length it rang when Fal'x clutebed the cond ;
The sound disd not away;

Far down the changefu! vista of the years
1 hear its peal 1o-day.

We, too, have monrmed when thou bast sadly sung
The passing of thy yvouth;

Yet wrs there need for anrrow had we asked,
* Can poets die, forscoth 1’

Now, thougch ] cannat weare the lanre! crowo,
I serd on breezes tloet

This sitrple leaf. plucked from the laure! beugh,
To flntter at thy leet.

-

| Written for the NRw<.]

TIM'S LITTLE LASS,

Ry the Autkor of ** Loz Diek,” % Proes and
o Censtance, a Lay of ke Olden
Times," elc.

Poctry,

So a week went over and one afternoon Tim
telle me with a Jook of relief that that cursed
French chap is going away with his tronpe that
night.

It isn’t that the fellow tempted me, vou
know that, Tom,” he finicshed up: ““but f can’t
abide the notion of his hankering after my little
lass "

Twe hours later, just as we were going fo tes,
the oong eounded.

*There's a big fire somewhere,” Tim vells to
me, as he huckles on his helmet and snatehed a
kiss from Lady-hind : a thing he always did be.
fore he went ont, for vou see sir, we carry our
lives in our hand, aud no man knows when he
goes out hesrtv and strong thst he will ever
ceome hack agwin. 1 was up beside Tim in »a
§iffy : and a big fire it was ax we soon found.
Engine efter engine arriced : the whole brigade
turned cut and for some time it was frared the
whaole town wenld go : the wind was that higl,
snd the flames was like starved meuths, swal-
lowing dawn  hungrily evervthing they came
across, The men had a hard time of it. Same of
them were scorched and blistered dreadful,
you woull hardly knnw them. However by
twelve o'clock we got the fire under and home
we went prettv well spent. Before he takes
food or drink Tim goes as usoal into the bed-
chamber to give a glance at the little lass to
satisfv himself she was covered up warm as she
lay sleeping. In 8 minute mare he comes onut
white as a ghost as T «ee in spite of the smoke
and srorch,

**Tom,” he gasps out, ' she’s not there.”

“ Nonsense I 1 snewer sharp, and follow him
back to the room. Sure enongh the bed was
empty, and more than that there wasn't any
sign to show that she had been ta bed at all.

“Come, Tim !" 1 cried, “*it'sall right. M.
McCarthy has come and tsken her home for the
night, thinking she would be all alone, poor
baby.” ’

She had done this once before, so, though
Tim looked uncasy, he followed me out again,
and being hungry and tired we soon made short
wark of supper, and lay down together tosnatch
& wink of sleep, for there was no knowing when
we might he called out again. It seemed no
time at all when 1 opened my eves from the
soundest sleep | saw Tim standing putting on
his coat.

* Bless me ! are we wanted again! It can’t
be morning surely '’ )

“Tt's quite light : past four o'clock, so I'll
just step across for Lady-bird,” he answered.

[ yawned. “*You are as bad a3 an old hen
with one chicken,” 1 said ; thinking him really
this time rather a fool about the child, and |
torned round again. I wae just in the middle
of a queer dream in which I thought myseif the
hose in our new engine, when 1 woke up with
a start at the sound of Tim’s voice. It was loud
snough, but there was something in it that
scared me dreadfully and made me think he was
dying.

“ What'« wrong 1" [ cried, leaping up.

1f 1 live a hundred years | shall never forget
his face.

**She’s not there,”” he screamed, *‘she’s loat
Tom, lost 1"

There was no need to tell me who she was.

*Come, come man!” | cried, though | was
all of a tremble myself, ** there's plenty of places
where she may be; it wauld never do to take
on like that all for nothing. Two are better
than one on the rampage :” and | up and start
the search in gnod earnest.

But all to no purpose. We hunted the city
from end to end, high and low, but never a
trace of her anywhere. No one had seen a sign
of her. Poor Tim went on like one crazy. It
was only at the end of the third day I bethought
me of the foreign chap, and how keen he had
been to get her. Then ! had it at once that he
had stolen the child. Tim was wild at the very

thought;; all the more hecause he waslcertain
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sure my guess was right. For if she had been
lost or killed someway, at least we would have
found some trace of her : but now how we were
to get her again we date not think.  The troupe
had gone to the States we did not know where,
and telegmphs and railroads were only just
beginning in those days. Al that poor men
could do we did, and that cost a heap of money;
but Tim and [ had been steady men and what
better way could our earnings go than in ﬁmliuﬁ
the little lass. We had the steamers searche

in any well-knawn ports and emploved detec.
tives here and in New York. Through them
we learned that the troupe was anything but
respectable, and the manager known to be a
mascal ; but nothing of our Lady-hird. Day
after day, week after week, month after month,
no tidings. After the first week Tim was as
silent as the grave, but the look upon his face
was awful.  Did you ever see a man's heart
breaking, =it} 1t's not a thing you are ever
likely to lorget. Many and many a night 1
have had to hold myself in from praying for a
fire just to set Tim stirring.  Before that he had
always shown plenty of pluck, but was pru-
deut too, knowing as there was no use risking
his life for nothing with no one but him to
provide for a little one at home. Now, the
very devil seemed to possess hing, and he would
dash in among the tlames altogether reckless
and yet was never hurt. As the child ouce said,
vou mind, sir, **1suppose it was because he
wanted to that he couldn’t die.”  Aud indeed
those times were not the worst for Tim, not by
a long chalk. 1t was the idle hours that were
hardest to bear.  How 1 dreaded them for Tim
I canuot tind words tosay.  He would sit look.
ing straight before him hours aud hours with
never a wonl.  There was gray hairs in the curls
as bright and sunny as Ladv.bind’s own, It
was easy to see where the child had got her
hair from.  Then what he lived upon 1 cannat
say for it was rarely ] could get him to eat a
mouthful. 1 believe it was just the burning
hope of tiuding her again that kept him alive,
Sowetimes he would utter under his breath
deep curves sagainst the French chap, bui even
that was better than his awful fits of silence.
Sutler, did vou say, sirf  Goed Lord how that
man did sutfer ! He just *“died daily” as the
Bible savs. If ever a child cames near him he
weuld look the other way, but if he heard one
cry, or saw one hurt, or punished, he would
turn white as death and shiver like with sgue.
The way we all missed that ¢bild T couldn’t
bhegin to tell : no a man ameny us but wouid
have lest a night band to get her back again.

It was in the early spring we lost her, though
the boats wete ranning, for the navigation
epened early that sear. Well the summer went
by and then the autnmn came. It was very
late tao and the very first snow that vear {oll
an Christmas Fve. | kuew what a sad time it
would be for Tim, and though maybe he'd not
speak a word all the evening 1 couldn’t bear 1o
think on him sitting sohitary whilst J, that
loved him hke a brother, was alive to sorrow
with him ; so 1 put my pipe in wy pocket mean:
ing to try and coax a smoke out of him, and
up | go to his rooms. He was sitting before the
tire in the dark, so I lit the lamp and fetched
out the tobacen, tut he put it from him with
1 shak- of the head. It was as much as [ could
do not to break down as 1 looked at him, all
thin and wasted, with the old smile in his blue
2yes changed to haty and despair. Yot when he
zlanced up and saw me he put his hand on my
-houlder in something of the old way :

“Daon’t mind me, Tom,” he says, suddenly,
“for I think my heart’s broken.”

1 put my head on his shenlder and man
though | was, cried like a baby. 1 think it Jid
him good.

*¢ Poor Tom, poor Tom ! he says in the tone
he nsed to pet Lady hind, “den't dear old fel-
low, I'm not worth anyvthing. Nothing i~ worth
anything unless it be death.”

*Oh, Tim ' | cries, sitting up and trying to
get calm, ‘1 would give my soul to see you
happy again.”

He looked at me with a sad, tender, believing
look, which melts the hardness out of his face
that had lain there so long.

¢ 1 know you would, Tom,"” he says.

Just then there came a queer noise at the door;
A faint rattling of the letich as of some one not
tall enoogh to reach np to 11, The very same
sonnd Lady-bird uced 1o muke trying to get in.
1 fell a-+haking all at once, for it strock me it
might be her ghost coming back on this Christ-
mas Eve to have o lonk st her old home ; but
though Tim heard the noise as well he never
stirred, for all hope was dead in him, for even of
her ghost he would not have been afraid.  The
firelight fell on a long shining track straight to
the door and in another moment it opened
wide, and then, covered with snow, not uhie bit
bigger, but with the same shining curls, sweet
eves, and angel fuce, stood the little lnas. 1
still quaked, taking it to be aspirit ; but Tim
turned slowly in his chair, and then like mad
he sprung up with a great cry and clutehed her
in his arms, sobbing his very heart out.

“ Oh, dad, you're 1 ot sony to have back your
littlo lass 3*° ’

Then I knew it was our real, live darling; and
that was how our Lady-bird came home again.

*“Sorry 1" sobs Tim ; “it'll well nigh kill me
for joy. My blessed, blessed little laws., God
forgive me for all my bitter anger againat him.
Sweet heatt, where have you heen 1

That wia a long siory which ahe never could
be got rightly to tell, for she had been in many
strange places and seen s great number of folks,
and being so young and tender she got mixed

up over it all.  But one thing was ccrtain : the
foreigner had stolen her away. It was he who
came that uight when every one was away at
the big fire.  She never would have gone with
him, but ho told her that her Jdad was much
hurt and had sent him for her. So then she
goes with the raseal with all the will in life.
When they walked on a little way (and this part
of her story never altered) he took her into a
house and told her she must take & drink to
make her keep wide nwake for dad would want
her to sit up with him all night he was that
sick ; and she, being always un oberdient child,
does what he tells her. It was ina big plass she
said, amd tasted sweet but rather queer,  After
that she remembered no more tiﬁl she found
herself on boanl a steamer.  None of the troupe
kuew of his stealing the child, and sonn after he
parted with them all except one woman, whom
Lady-bird took to be his wife,  She touk great
pains in teaching the child to sing, and from
what we could put together she had sung in
public many times ; but they hwl to keep a
elose watch on her for all the time she was try-
ing to escape. How she ever found her way
back to ns{ cannot pretend to say. Tt wounid
seem impossible to any one who didn’t think as
Tim and 1 did, that she had been led straight
by the Hand of God.  All we ever knew was
that one duy when they were setting off on a
long stage journey she gave them the slip, and,
remembering the name of the town as plaiu ss
plsin could be, she told avery nue she had been
stolen away from her dad and was going home
again.  That every one belirvad het story and

passed her on I make no doubt, and mayv God !

in Heaven reward them. And, so improbable as
it may seem we had her taek, safe and sound, 1
was going to <ay, but indeed that would be going
too tar.  For the love-hunger that Lad starved

n strong man hke Tim, had been at work too
with the little lass, and who could count either |
the sutferings from terror, of that tiny child.’
She was as thin as a shadow, and her eyes were !
bigeer and sadder than ever, and her cheeks two

spowtlakes, so wan and white,  Then she had a
cough that fairly seemed 1o wear her out it was
that constant, and when you remembnr that her
mother died of cansuinptinn you can faney all
our fears. Al thix, however, wa notteed after,
far that uight Tim was too full of finding her to
be aught but olad, The sight of them twa to-
gether agnin ! That's how the dead ook, I'm
thinking, their first day in Heaven,

Next day thers was such a ersm of neizhbours
it was just as much as 1 could do o get them
all quict away without hurting their {eelings;
they were so bent on seeing the cinld. They
were ail taken aback at ber sick tooks Jike, and
indeed as time went on we all saw as plain as
conld be that we had only found her to lose her
aain. I wanld go biard with Tim,” the men
sald soft-like among themselves 3 but 1 ktnd of
think he knew it .\l along. For after the
first day or two he lost his merry wavs (as if his
heart was laughing cut loud for joy) unless he
was with, the child. He took her toa dostor too,
who had a big consuliation with other doctors,
and then they said ay how the seeds of the
disease her mother died of had always been in
her system and any great shock would have e
veloped them  soddenly 0 but with care she
might Jast a long time.  And that she got, you
may ymess, from such s father as Ton.

Month after month she faded slow, like a
snowdrift melting in spring ; always so soft
and white anid as pretty as pretty ! Folks said
Tim would never hold up his head again, but |
contld see as this seennd Toss would b cased by
the first ; for suspense is fuli of o bigger pain
than  certainty, and having the ehib! again,
though even to die, was not so bad as not know-
ing what had hecome of her. Just as one wanld
rather trust a treasure in the hands of God than
those of man. The hard look had gone out of
Tim's face for all it was so thin and sad, and

when I saw him tending Lady.bird 1 could un- -

dervtand how even a big rough firetnan might
some day turn into an angel maybe.

The child hail grown much older in that one
year than in all the rest of her short life and
the baby stories that used to amuse her, she did

not care for now ; but Tim told her long ones .

with big words in them that pleased her fine,
Stories from the New Testameut she set most
store by, specially that one of the little daughter
that way raised again.  ['"d see the big tears in
Tim's eyes that he woull brush away and never
let her catel o sight on as he toldd it.

* Dad,” she said, ouce after being very still,
‘““1 have been thinking on Munseer that stole

me away.  Not that she rrunuuuuml it my way, ;

(for she spoke the word as pretty as a born
Frenchian.) ¢ He didua't know how bad it was
perhaps, and he was never cross to me. 1 hope
some day you will do him a good turn, dad,”

Tim went red and thew white and did not .
answer ; but as proved afterwards he never for- !

got her words.

We never told her she was dying, for where
was the use of frightening that bleased baby by
putting into her head questions we could not
answer.  Whatever death may mean to us older

fulks it couldn’t be anything but good for such

as her.  She lasted longer than any one expect-
ed, for it was not till next Christinua Eve, just a

year from the day she came home, that she went
away again, but thistime farther off.  All day |

whe had suffered sore Trom wenkness, and Tim
was just spent with walking up and down with
her to try and ease her a bit, for he would suffer
none to tauch the child but him,

** Dad,” she says at last, **1 wish Him that
raised the little girl would come and make wme
rested.”

———

¢ So He will,” Tim answers

““ When 1" ate asks, very feobly.

“’Ta.night, 1 think,” gays Tim, a litte
choked.

At that she seemis quite satirfied and whispers;
¢ Kisa e, dad,” and then dozes off and go(-;
straight from the arms of her father on earth to
those of her Father in Heaven. .

Afterwards when | see her lying on the bed in
her little white nightgown, all the long curly
shining on her breast, and the look of pain gone
out of her dear fuce, and her sad eves glad for.
ever, I think it must be well with the little
lass.  Folks thought Tim took it very quiet be.
canse he made no unige; but what man does
when the light and joy of life is over ! 1t euts
too deep.

He did his work hetter than ever and got get
on religion, but didn't talk about it; only he
was ever fond of resdinug the Bible which he
told me was his best cowsfort.

“I'Il try to make the best of lifs, Tom,” he
says once, “though the sweetness is gone ont
of it; for 1 am thinking it’s not the manly
thing to break down, nor what Jesus Chrict haa
a right to expect of me. 1t's only by making
Him my law of life that 1 may expect to pull
through atall.”

He'd rarely talk of Lady-bird but think of
her all the more. He and 1 were greater chums
than ever ; after she died we lived togetherand
shared the same bed,

* Do you mind the time the S8t. Louis Hotel
was burned ! It was in the dead of night, piteh
Cdark it wax, and & high wind blowing, Three
minutes after the alarm ax Tim and 1 apring up
on the waggon, the driver shouts out that there
i3 more than twenly new arrivals at the hotel
that night. When we reach the sjuare the
; building is all in flames and some of the other
engines are there before us.  Every hand is
needed and we fallto with might sud main, My
}\I:we is at the hose and by and by above «llthe
iubhub and swish of the water 1 heard an awfui
shout. {1 knew what that meant well enoughy,
Aud the rumour spreads in the crowd that there
i a man asleep in the left wing of the hntel. In
another minute the window flies apen and T sen
a dark figure standiog there, and then two of
conr men come up with the Jadders.  They place
them agninst the wall but neither of thewn are
long enough. We hadn’t the *Skinner’ in
those days, sir, more’s the pity. Tim of coure
being guardian is directing it all and ix close by
me. Al of a sudden there comes a great long
tongue of tame round the corner and lights up
the face of the igure in the window, and in that
moment Tun and | koew our man. For it is
net Hkely we would ever forget the foreign chap
that stole Lady-bird ! There he atands veiling
like a2 mad-man a stream of wonls we do nol
understand.  There is no time to lose for the
flames are all arcund that window. Over Tim't
face 1 see flagsh out a strong resolution.  He
seized the shorter ladder. For one moment s
so far forgot myself uas to stop my work and lay
a hand on his arm.

“Not that,” I cried, thinking of the crusl
wrong suffered from that rascal; and now--2to
risk his life for him. Tim’s foor was alrealdy
upon the lower ladder and as he hoists the short.
er he says to we with a queer smile,

**She bid me do him a goed turn,” and up
he gova.

At the top of the first he stopa and plants the
second and bails to the other to come down. It
just reached him and when the crowd ace him
gafv on the ladder they shout for joy. Butto
keep it there tirm and steady was an awful
strain on Tim. Whether the foreigner recog-
nized Tim as he pearrd the bottem and drew
back like the cur e was, I can’t say, hut at all
events the upper lndder tottered, 1 saw Tim's
arms go up like a flash round his cuemy and
grip him firm.  Then the lower ladder, being
old and weak, couldn’t bear the weight of the
two, and there eame a loud erack. The next
minute Tim waa lying scorched and senseless at
y feet with the other man in his arms mers
frightened than hurt, for he was a little skinny
chap and Tim’s big body had covered him from
all Enrm. After that night he was never more
seen of heanl, and the town raged against him
for weeks after becanso he never stayed to see
“how it fared with Tim, though secing how he

bnd treated him 1 don't wonder, Fh, but it's

an awful thing when God punishes a fellow for

ap evil deed in that way!

There was little more to be done after this,

_and being <o thirk with Tim they «ent me home

with him, and 1 sat with his head upon my

knee blubbering like a child ; for he never spoke
Lor movwed,
i All day long he lay like that and the doctors
{ could do nothing for him ; they raid he was just
“living, that was all. But iu the evening he
stirs a little. I leaned over him vory eager.

“Timn," | cried, *“dear old Tim! how &re
Pyou t
He knew my voice though he wns nearly
“gons, for he gave me a wmile that meaunt more
. than words.  The nurse gave him something in
A nronn which he couldn't awallow, But just

as | thought all was over he opena his eyea with
i a strange, solemn brightness shining there and
thongh the words were very low | hear every
one.

*“ Good Lord, now mayn't | have my little
i laga 1" J )

i Back he fell, straight and calm, and cald ;
i but T think by the look on his dead face, God
| had granted him his heatt's denize.

THE END,
! Marur-Lxar,




