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But now lis " fervent youth " had flown
Where lost tliings go, and hie was grown
As staid and slow-paced as bis own

Old hunter, Sorrel.

Yet stili lie loved the chase, and held
That no composer's score excelled
The merry horn, when Sweetlip swelled

Its jovial riot;
But rnost his measured words of praise
Caressed the angler's easy ways,
His idly meditative days,

lis rustic diet.

Not that bis Ilmeditating " rose
Beyond a sunny summer doze;
lHe neyer troubled his repose

With fruitless prying;
But lield, as law for high and low,
What God witholds no0 man cau know,
And smiled away inquiry so,

Witliout replying.

We read-alas, liow mucli we read,-
Thie jumbled strifes of creed and creed
With endless controversies feed

Our groaning tables;
lis books-and they sufficed him-were
Colton's -Montaigne," IlThe Grave " of Blair,
A IlWalton "-imucli the worse for wear,

And "lEsop's Fables."

One more -"l The Bible." Not tlat lie
Had searclied its page as dcep as we;
No sopliistries could mnake biin see

Its slender credit;
It may be that hoe could not count
The sires and sons to Jesse's fount, -
lie likcd the "Sermon on the Mount,"

And more, he read it.

Once lie had loved, but failed to wed,
A red-cheeked lass who long was dead;

is ways were far too slow, lie said,
To quite forget hier;

And stili wlien tiimue liad turned himi grey,
'Fle earliest hawtliorn buds in May
Would fiud bisj.ingering feet astray,

Where first bie met bier.

1 In ('oeSlo Quies " heads the stone
On Leisure's grave-now littie known,
A tangle of wild.rose bas grown

So thick across it;
The "lBenefactions " still declare
H1e left the clerk an elbow-chair,
And "lTwelve pence yearly to prepare

A Christmas Posset."

Lie softly, Leisure; doubtless you,
With too serene a conscience drew
Your easy breath, and slumbered throughi

The gravest issue;
But we, to wliom our age allows
Scarce space to wipe aur weary brows,
Look down upon your narrow house,

Old friend, and mniss you.
Prom IlOld IPorld idylis," lby Austinl Dobson.
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XIII.
THAT niglit was an almost sleepless one for Pauline, and during the next
morning she was in straits of keen contrition. Tleoretically, she despised
lier aunt, but in reality she despised far more lier own loss of control. lier
self-humiliation was s0 pungent, indeed, that when, at twelve o'clock on
this same day, Oourtlandt's card was handed to ber, she felt a strong desire
to escape seeing him, tlrougli tlie facile little falsehood of a Ilnot at home."
But she concluded, presently, that it would be best to face the situation at
once, since avoidance would be simply postponement. Courtlandt was as
inevitable as death ; lie must be met sooner or later.

She met him. She did not expect that hie would offer lier bis liand, and
she made no sign of offeringhler own. lie was standing near a small table,
as she entered, and bis attention seemed mucli accupied with some exqui-
sitely lavely roses ini a vase of aëirial porcelain. lie somehow contrived
not wholly to disregard the roses whule lie regarded Pauline. It was very

cleverly done, and witli tliat unconscious quiet wliicl stamped ail bis clever
doings.

" These are very nice," lie said, refcrring to the rosei. lie liad a pair
of tawuy gloves grasped in ane biand, and bie made an indolent, wlîippiIlg
gesture toward the vase while Pauline seated lierself. But lie still remained
standing.

" Yes," she replied, as we speak words automatically., "lThey are rare
liere, but I knew that kind of rose in Paris."

Il hd yaur liusbandtbatis-to.be send tbem 1" asked Courtlandt IIOcomposure wvas superb. lie did not look at Pauline, but with apparent
carelessness at the flowers.

IlYes," slie said; and thoen, after a sliglit pause, sIc added: "lMr. Kinde,
Ion sent tliem."

Courtlandt fixed bis eyes upon lier face, thoen. IlWasu't it ratIer suddenl"
lie questioned.

"My engagement V"
"Your engagement."

"Suddenî< Well, I suppose so."
I didn't expect it quite yet. "
She gave a little laugb wbicli sounded thin and paltry to bier owil cars

"ibat means you were prepared for it, then ?"
Oh, I saw it coming."

"And Aunt Cyntbia bas told you, no doubt."
"Yes. Aunt Cynthiia las told me. I felt tbat I ougbt to drap in with

iniy congratulations."
Pauline rose, now; lier lips were trembling, and lier vaice likewise, a

she said:
"I do hope that you give tliem siîîccrely, Court."
Oh, if you put it in that way, I (lau't give thora at alI."

"Then you came here ta mock nie '"
"I dan't knlow why I camne bocre. 1 tliiiuk it would bave been best for

nie not ta corne. I thougbt so when I decided ta carne. Probably you do
net undcrstand tliis. I can't liclp you, in that case, for .1 don't understand
it nîyself."

I clioosc ta draw my own conclusions, and tliey are kiudly and friendlY
amies. Neyer mind liow or wliat I understand. You are bere, and yoU
bave said nothing rude yet. I hope yoîî are not going ta say anytliing
rude, for 1 havei't tlie lieart ta pick a quarrel with you-one of aur old,
funny, soon-healed quarrels, you know. I1 amn too happy, in one way, and
too repentant in anotlier."

"Repentant V'
"Yes. I said frightful tbings yesterday ta Aunt Cynthia. I. dare 0'aY

sIc lias repeated them."
"lOh, ycs, slie repeated cvery anc of thcmi."
"And no doubt wîth a good deal of wratliful emnbellisbment 1" liere

exclaimed Pauline, bristling..
"lDo you tlîink tbcy wauld bear decaration?' Wouldn't it be like putting

a cupola on the apex of the Trinity Clurdli steeple V"
"lNot at aîl !" cried Pauline. IlI might bave said a great deal woroe j

Oceans and continents lie between Aunt Cynthia and myseif ! And I told
lier s0 1"

"Really 'i I thouglit you were at prctty close quarters witli ecd otier,
judging from lier account of the row."

"lThere was no row 1" declared Pauline, drawing lierself up very finely,
"Wlat did sîe accuse me of saying, please 1'

"Oh, I forget. SIc said you abused lier like a pickpocket for not likiflg
thc man you're engaged ta."

Pauline slirugged lier shoulders, in tlie manner af one wbo tbinks botter
of thc angry maod, and handsomely abjures it. Il<Positivcly, Courtlandt,"
slie said, I begin ta thuîk you liad no0 purpose wbatevcr in coming liere
to-day."

Dis sombre brown eyes began ta sparkle, thougli quite faintly, as lie
110W flxed them upon bier. IlI certainly bad ane purpose," lie said. She
saw that bis rigît hand lad thrust itself into the breast of bis coat, "0
thoughi it searclîed there for something. IlI wanted to sbow you this, aS0
I iniagined tbat you don't sec the horrid litt!e sheet called l'ie Mornil
Monitor," lie proceeded.

"lThe Morning Monitor 1"faltercd Pauline, witl a sudden grievYOUS
premonition, as she watclied ber cousin draw forth a folded newspaper.
"No, I neyer beard of it."

IlIt lias evidently leard of you," lie answered. I neyer read thc vilell
personal little affair. But a kind friend showed me this issue af ta-d8ay
Just glance at the second column on the second page-tIc onîe which is
beaded 'îlhe Advcntures of a Widow '-and tell me wlat you think of iet.

Pauline took the newspaper with unsteady baud. SIe sank into ber
chair again, and began ta read tIc columu indicated. Tle journal whil'
she 'now Ield was one of receut origin in New York, and it marked the
lowcst ebli of scandalous newspaper-license. lt bad secured an enorn119u
circulation; it was already tlireatening ta make its editor a Oroesus. l
tradcd, in tIc mast unblushing way, upon the curiosity of its subscrier 0

for a knowledge of tIc peccadilloes, imprudences and general Irý.t
prodded, bored, insinuated. It was utterly lawless, utterly libellous. le
left not even Launcelot brave nor Galaliad pure. It was one of tho'e
detestable opportunities wbicl this nineteentli century, notwithstandiXig9
thousand evidences of progress, tlrusts into the hands of cynies and peSSî'
mists ta rail against the buman nature of whicî. they themselvcs areth
most melancboly product. It lad lad suits brought against it, but the
noble sale of its copies rendered its lçroic continuation possible. Trith',
crushed ta earth, may risc again, but scurrilous slauder, in thie shape Of1


