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rustle had an indescribable ohartn for her in
3urntnera past, now tossed their bare boughs
toward h<'r in mute coinpiainiug of the deso-
lation whioh surrounded them. The
reckless inililference of tenants has
deservedly grown into a proverb, and
Uere Beulah beheld an exemplifica-
tion of its truth. Of all the choice
:-hrubbery wliich it had been the labour
of years to collect and fo8*;er, not a particle
remaiticil. Hoses, creepers, bulbs—all were
destroyi'i], aiul only the trees aad hedges
were spai il. 'I he very outline of the beds
was ellacoil iu many places, and walking
round the pn ved circle in front of the door,
she paused al)ruptly at the desolation which
greeted her. Here was the marble basin of
the fountain half filled with rubbish, as
though it had been converted into a recep-
tacle for trash, and over the whole front of

the house, the dark glossy leaves of the
creeping ivy clung in thick masses. She
looked around on all sides, but only ruin and
neglec'- confronted her. She remembered
the last time she came there, and recalled
the beautiful Sunday morning when she saw
her guardiau standing by the fountain, feed-
ing his pigeons. Ah, how sadly changed I

She burst into tears, and sat down on the
steps. Charon ran about the yard for some
time ; then came back, lookeil up at the
sombre house, howled, and laid down at her
feet. Where was the old master? Wander-
ing among eastern pagodas, while his home
became a retreat for owls,
" He has forgotten us, Charon I He has

forgotten his two best friends—you and I

—

who love him so well ! Oh, Charon, he has
forgotten us ! " «ried she, almost despairing-
ly. Charon gave a melancholy groan of as-

sent, and nestled closer to her. Five years
had gone since he left his native land, and
for once her faith was faint and wavering.
But after some moments she looked up at
the calm sky arching above her, and wiping
away her tears, added, resignedly :

" Pat he will come 1 God will brinR him
home when he sees fit I I can wait ! I can
vr$it I"

Ohitron'B great, gleaming black eyes met
hers wia^ully ; he seemed dubious of his
master/return. Beulan rose, and he obeyed
the signal.

^Come Charon, it is getting late ; but we
rill come back some day, and live here,"
It was dusk when she entered the library,

and found Mrs. Asbnry discussing the politi-

cal qnestions of the day with her husband.
She nad just finished reading aloud one of
1>«~:-.1.)>- n ; I r_t , I
».-.-g.tisMti o v-vugrcoai«a»i opccuacs, aaa au
ocated it warmly, while the doctor reprobat-
ed some portion of his coarse.

•• You have had a long walk," said Mrs.
Asbury, looking up as the orphan entered.
" And look, for the universe, as if you had

been ghost-seeing," cried the doctor, wiping
hit) spectacles.

" I would rather meet an army of ghosts
than see what I have seen 1 " snswered Beu-
Uh.

" Good Heaven I In the name of wonder,
what have you seen, child T A rattlesnake,
or a screech-owl?"
He put his broad palms on his knees, and

looked mockingly curious and startled.
" I have been out to see the old place, sir;

found the gate broken down, the front yard
full jt c»>ws, and everything going to destruc-
tion except the ^rees and hedges. Sir, it

makes me feel \ try sad. I can't bear to
have things go on this way any longer. It
mi'.dt be reotitiad.

"

"Bless my soul, that is easiernaid than
done 1 The place is a perfect owl-roost,
there is no denying that ; but it is no busi-
ness of ours. If Farley, or his agent, suffers

the property to go to ruin, it is his loss.

"

" But I love the place. 1 want to save it
Won't you buy it, Dr. Asbury ?

"

" Won't I buy it ? Why, what on earth
do you suppose I should do with it ? I don't
want to live in it ; and as for any more in-

vestments in real estate, why, just excuse
me, if you pleasu I Insurance and repairs
eat up all the profits, nnd I am plagued to
death with petitions in the bargain."
"Then I must buy it myself I" said

Beulah, resolutely.
" In the name of co»"

you do with it ?
"

"I don't know ye
until he comes homo again. * How maoli do
you suppose the Parleys ask for it ?

"

" I really cannot conjecture. But, child,

you must not think of this. I will see
the agent about it, and perhaps I may pur-
chase it to oblige you. I will not hear of

your buying it. Guy certainly cannot con-
template heathcnating much longer. There
is that eternal door-bell again I Somebody
that believes I am constructed of wire and
gutta-percha, I dare say."

He leaned back, and watched the door very
uneasily. A servant looked in.

" Mr. Leonard, to see Miss Beulah."
" Thank Heaven it is nobody to see me !

"

The doctor settled himself comfortably, and
laughed at the perturbed expression of Beu-
iah's countenance.

"Ask him to excuse me this evening,"
said she, without rising.

" Nay, ray dear ; he was here this after-

noon, and you had gene to walk. It would
be rude not to see him. Go into the parlour,

n seose^ what will

jp it, I suppose.

ly, rosi

teen ni

face.

see tha

doctor,

"Is
she wo
tin^; AM
society,

"Oh
like Hi
as posil

talent,

know
;

would
won't n
"Jar

and thii

hischai
The A

out don
Graysoi
perious
by Mr.
of her
and de
vanity a

became
those 1

was BUI
^ even in

over bot
and sot

happy u
Ere lon|

her adni
the peop
once ao
habits. Si

ridiculin

thing th(

had neve
Bufficienl

but she 1

latter, w
iouable a

recognizi

allusion 1

personal
a bow.
was d3ep
very wa
hard to
severaj^

>^hl
->wa8 that

heartless
• little sist


