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IDIUFPTING.G

liT T. BUCHANAN READ.

My spirit te-dayt
la far awav

gallBng tbe Vesuvisu Bay,
My wlnged boat,
A bird afleat.r

Swtme round the purpie peaka remoe.

Round purpie peaku
It alse and seeka

Bline ssasd their erystal arees,
Where bigb rocks tbrew,
Throngb dese beiow,

AÀ'tnplicated golden glew.

Par, vague sud dim,
The munutains swm;

While on Vesuvins' misty bins,
Witb outaretobed bands,
The gray mite stands1

O'erlookiug the vosule lands.

Hors Isebla @ilea;
0'er iiqnid miles ;

Asd youder, blnest of (ho laies,
Cal. (Capri waitt,
lier sapaire gaies

Begntlng te ber brtgbt estames.

1 hesd net, if
My rlppllng skiff

Flosi swift or slow frous cîiff toe elif;
M î 4b dresustul nyes

-My Ppirit lies
Undear lihe walI or Paradis..

tundet tbe walla
Wbere wallsansd faîte

The lpys deep broet utas ttervala,
At poes i 1lie,
mitowu seftty by,

À clousd upon ibis liqntd sky.

Tbe day, se, mlSd,
la ileaven'a owucbiltd,

With Eartb sud Oesau reoncled;
Tbe aira 1 f«]l
Arossnd nue sisal

Are airtuurisig te tbe umurmng keel.

0,cr the rail
My baud I trail

Wiahiu Ibm sbadow of tise sail,
A joy Intense,
The coooilug sens,

Glides down my drowsy Indolence.

Wlîb dreassnul eyss
My apirit îles

Where sommaser mlngs sud neyer dies-
0'erveited wltb vines,
dbe gluws sud abnes

Among sbar futunre oil a-td winss.

Iler obildi-su, bld
Tbe oiifs amld,

Ara gatssbotissg wiib the gambolitsg kid;
Or down the wsita,
Witî tipsy caLa,

A laugb on tbe rocks 1ke waler talla.

The flstsr'i cbiid,
Witb tresses wiid,

Unie tise amocîlu, bright maad boguileui,
Wttb glowing lips
Sings as abos kipai,

Or gaszon autue far off ahipi.

Yen deep bark goee
Wbere Tr-ufle blowa,

Prom landie ofsun te tands or anows,
Thisa bappier tous,
Its course Iruau

Fi- a,.nsde cf snow te lands cf sun.

0 happy siip,
To ritessud dtp,

Witb the bise crystal ut your II'I)
0 hsppy oeew,
My bseut itb yens

Satle sud sails, sunt singe anew 1

Nc Moro, ne Mors
Tb. worlMly sucre

U1pbraids me wMfbIls ted uproar 1
Wiîb droamftii ojes
My spiritles

Ilnaler the wsls of Paradis

THAT LITTLE CUTTY.

BY MIRS. OLIPHANT.

Author of 1' The Chronicls o f Carli?,qford."

ILe

a'Marnieti !" the anothar .said with a cry of
u.ain sand istreoa.

This was at the eud of a moment of sncb wiid
assd ovarwheing joy se lsad scaucely e#ér battu
1eeu butor. inu the sober hous of Ba-unthilelti.
Altegether if iîad beesi au extraordimsaîy day.
T'bat nioring Mr. sud Mru. Pillans, after somo
iitîaafiuenasaut tbe vasat cf lett-rs <frossi their
daughter, wbe was abent on a vitsit, Imd i-e-
cmired <rm the friea aise w 1aso uppesoti te.^bu

carrying them te the depths, tbey did muet know
wbat te tluiik or te say. Seven long d;îys !
and, oh beaveus, wbat migbt have happened in
the meautime ! Mrs. Pilians put ou lier big
bonnet instantly, and ber hoavy veil of Spauisb
lace with large flowers which, hung hooseiy ever
it; but ber husband stepped ber as she was
rnsbiug eut:

IlMargaret, my wernan, you mnust stay at
berne," be said, "lyen must bu bere, wbntever
bappens, te, receive ber, poor baim-if she is lei
corneborne, or if 1 can flnd ber. Our Jeanie MaY
be corning bock ini meeaery," the good mrai
witb a quiver in his roice, "suad wbere shouid
she go, but te ber mether? Margaret, rny wo-
man, iiight or day, tili we get ber again, yen
must net bu away."

à gi-eau of that terrible suspense, whîicb is
tbe wemau's share of mertai. misery, came fromn
the motber's bresat. But sbe agreed. after a mo-
ment, that ber buàband was rigbt. If anytbing
had bappened te Jeanie, sud she came hotme sud
did nom find ber methor, ne deubt she woîild fiy
away again, sud bu seen ne more. Se Mrs. Pil-
hans wesst back again te ber bedroom, snd put
awey the big, oid-fshsioned, leghorn, witb its
great yellow feather sud costly lace veil. She
put tbem away very carafully. but burried bock
te the parlour, eue of the windows of wbich
comnmanmde(] the road. She did net; movaeout
of sigiat of that wiîîdow ail day. She bade the
nurse give hittle William bis dnner, sud ha ave
ber undisturbed, for 8be bsd a soi-e bead. This,
tbougli it was net a graceful expression, was the
Scotch for a beadache in those days. Mrs.
Pihlaus had no beadache, bmut ase had a beart-
ache, sud every rein in ber was tbrobbing witb
excitement sud unspeakable pain. The poor
woman, wriuging ber banda witb a burst cf
suddesi anguish, asked berseif, if the nigbt
csame on without any news, how couid she Imear
it?1 Bnt wbiie this was going throngh ber
mind, at the very bittetest moment, the door
fiew open bebind her,and Jeanie berseif-Jeanie,
fresb andi fair, (,nt of breath, snd with ber bs'at
tbum1 aing wiidly, but as trirn, as useat, as smii-
itig as ever, like a fresh lî fer ont cf the field-
flu)g bei-self mbt ber rnotber's arms.

Tbe exi'larnatiesi recorded above was the tinat
ceheremît word Mu. Pillans raid- the joy badl
taken ahl ber âeuses, as she said alterwsrd, awsy
from ber. She did net s-as question ; she did
nethisîg but lîid ber cbild in ber arnts sud re-
peat ber nanie, sud satiàiy herueir that notbing
had ba1 -peneà that iuvolved trouble or abame.
Hsd .Jeauie corne back like ' shsadow, stealing,
suenut, ansd beart-brokosî, into tbe shelter of ber
borne, wliicb wss wbat she bad faared, she would
have tgatbered up ber daughter into ber ams
with eb silence of intinite pity sud tenderneas.
But the higbt was danîcinîg in Jeauie's eye, ber
cbeek was es fresh sud sweet as ever, ber frock
(sud jt was ber hast frock) as pretty sud neat.
Whstever bad bappeneti, harm bad net happen.
ed. But wbeu the first bur8t cfecstasy %vas
over, Jesuia had dmtacbed herself ain ber
rnotiier's au-ms. She hsd gene a stop backward,
sud phacod berself by -the side of another person,
who wss standig nerrously witbin tba door.
A slirn young man, net very much taller, or
very mucb eider than bei-self, with a dewny
moustache upmu bis uppuer hip, sud a look cf op.
peai sud alarni in bis eyes. Andi then it was
tbat Mr.. Pillan.4 dropped dowu ou the neareat
chair, sud lboKing at thera, witb a shade cf ber
mer creepiug over ber jey, cried, IlMarried 1" in
a toue that n words couhd describe.

Jeanie stood. against the wainscot cf the par-
leur, wbicb. brongbt eut ber littie figure te, per-
fectiomi, ber rosay tinta, ber brigbt ribbons, tii.
pattern of ber dreas, whicb was made ef fine
pninteti linon, gay witb scattered resebuds, wittî
the glose cf the flax upon it, a gowsî abid patti.
ceat of the saine, sua-h as girsk of lier period
wore. Trinnipli was i the uitile beroine's a'yeàa.
She was ne more sfraid cf Mr,. Pîllans sittiug
thero witb the tsars of jey upon ber cheeks, but
frigbt and weîider i-rn ber counitesamîce, thami-
our chilaîren are afraid cf us-sud whaî ceuld I

symore?1
«"Wbllt"' she raid, witlî ber little air of suds-

cieus self-defene. "Yen neyer sent himîîaway.
Yemî saiti we were tee, youmsg; but I'm net se
yeung now as wheti yeu raid ihat, usether, sud
Edwaid is eider, toc'. And thon there was se
rnuch te think of. The reginesît îiigbt bu sent
away-yon migbt say we were nover te ae euoe
anether again whicb yen tasitiyen would-but
yen ney-er did it, mîother."9

"4Oh, Jeanie. Yen littie cutty !-Wemî yen
kuow it wax becaus- 1 bad miot tise beari-"

peal to be .r, in a very boyish way, by softly pat.
ting ber shouider, white the littie wife coaxed
and pleaded. IlGive him a kiss, mother. He
was always fond of you-tbat was what made
nie like bim first-he hau no mother of bis own;
and now bie belougs te xne., and I bulong to
him. "

"11Oh!1rny Jeanie -my wiifui bairni1 do you
think that's a reason?1 Hw can we like the
lad that takes you fromne us1" 1!rs. Pilians cried;
but she feit the àoft appeai of Edward's baud on
ber sbouider all the saute, and ber heart melted.
It was not a very difficult process to make ber
beart meit.

IlWas that wbat grauny said, mother," raid
the boid littie bride, between two kisses, "wben
my ft er came r'

"lOh, yon littie cutty, you littie cntty C' was
ail the peor mother'. reply.

They were so rnucb excited that tbey did not
bear the steady stop coming down the littie
avenue and np the stone steps to the ever open
door as it came every day at the ramne hotir.-
Mr: Pillaus bad come home beart-brokeu. lie
had beau unable te hear anytbing of bis chiid ;
but he wculd flot bu later tban bis usuai bour,
that be aigbt, at teast. comfort his wife, and be
comforted b y ber. "lTwo can bear a thiug bet-
ter than eue," he said to himseif, planning, in
hie disturbud mmnd, wbere he shouhd go after ho
had taken counsel witb bis Margaret.-But
wbat was this souid of weeping, aud taiking
sud kissiug 1 The good in fell a-trembiing
like a cbild. He couid scarceiy open the door ;
but tbey were too mucb occupied to beal-, and
thus be entered softly, and stood lookiug on for
full a minute before bhe was perceived. At sigbt
of bis uaughter the load was iifted froni bis
beart, and it did not want a second look te tel
bim exactiy the state of affaira. He nodded bis
bead to bimseif ifter the first sbock of joyf nI
surprie. To ba sure-to bu sure!1 not desirable,
far fro desirable-but yet-God in beaven bu
praied-tbere was notbing wrong with the
bairu. He beard the last raucy speech, white
he stood du:ub with intense ernotion and relief.
-Hie did not want te burst ont crying like the
woman-be steod on bis dignity -instead, he
broke forth, ail at once, into a long, quavering
langh. "6Was that what grauny raid?1 'deed
wa8 it, and a great deal more."

'IlFathier 1'" cried Jeanie, snddeuiy growing
pale, snd cintching ber mother tightly round
the use k

As for youug Captain Sinclair, it was ow bis
turu to hestir himseif. He g ave up those pats
which were goiug tbrough Mss. Pillans' black
silk straight to ber beart, aud went forward to
meet the new coner.

I b ave notbing te, do, sir, but throw myseif
upon your mercy," he raid, Il but do not blame
ber, for it's me, oniy me, that amn to blame."

"lSir," said the father, Ilit's flue speaking.
You've taken our treasure, and you tbrow your.
self on our mercy. What can we do te you 1
Ani I likeiy te strike you, do you tbiu k, througb
iny bairn 1"

"Father t" said Jeanie, again. She wss
frightened and breathieas, but stili bold. Sbe
weut up te birn with a kind cf :imid daring,
sud put ber baud through bis arm. Her cbeeks
were wet with tears, but ber eyes shiing. She
clssped ber bands upon bis armu, cliiug to
him. "lWas I te, let hîm break bis beart 1"

"4Lads do not break their bearts.-l eau say
notbing for siliy things like yen."

"Then let it bm. like that," said 3 ranie. «gI
arn a silly tbiug. I arn like yen, father. 11lhoe
had gene away I would bave breken may siliy
h.'srt; sud then when yen saw it, and atcbed
me dwisiuig, like poor Mary Scott net se far off,
aniti put nie ini ry dee.p grave with little Effie
a-d the rest. wbat would yon have said theoi 1"

"lYoim are cruel, Jeaitie," said lier father.
"Heait ! thero is no beart in yen yonssg things.

Yen mmid your iuet er of eue bairu she bas bat
te nîake ber lirt soit tilt she ferg.ves the. ladI
tliat lias 8toleu anether."

"Patrick, Patrick!1 She dinuia neasi it
cried bis wifa tbreugb bier tèars.

«6I dinua neau it, f.tber. 1 neyer thougbt
of it. Aad iC's me i sîn askiug yen te torgive, "
said the littie cutty, rubbing baer soft cbeek
agaisist lus aleeve..

"6You 1" lie lsughed *sgsan, aud beld tise
clspued liauda close te, bis aide for a momenit.
IlWeil, yu' ve coiesuhbere. There's grace iu
that. Forgive yen. We're likely folk te make
a quarrel with our owu bai-n. Go away te your
motîmer. V've go: tsonetbing te say te tbis fool
of. 1A s. ouil folloW me, sr, te my "roor0"
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novelty. Perhaps he has kindiy instructed hier
to, trust you, too, Margaret. You wili try yu
best to console hier for the want of him or ten
minutes. I must spek to the Young man."

Jeanie paid little attention to the sting of
wounded feeling in hier father's words. Seven-
teen 15 50 fuli of its own concerne -and it i, so
difficuit to realize those of others at that inex-

preced age-and what in heaven or earth
col eso important as the d tnger of cross or

harm to Edward?1 She followed them to the
door, muteiy communicatiug lher sympathy to,
her partner with hier eyes and hands, which
clasped his as hie passed hier. Edward, for his
part, showed more courage. He held bis head
high as he went out turning back to give a
smile and uod of encouragement to his littie
bride.

"'Oh, if he's hard on my Edward 1" oried
Jeanie. " If be says cruel things to bitu 1 Oh,
if they would have taken me with them!1 Why
should you try to part us and scold us separate ?
We could bear it better together. Oh, if he's
hard on Edward when he gets him ahl alone 1',

" You have very littie confidence in your
father," said Mrs. Pillaus. " Jeanie-Jeanie,
when was your father hard upon lad or las r'

" Oh, mother, bow sbouid you know ? lt's
Edward P'u thinking of," cried the girl. d"1He's
not one to stand up or himself. If it was me,
he would fight for me like alion. Bet for bim-
self-and hie canna manage my father, hie wili
not kuow how to speak to him ; he canna mnan-
age him like me."

" You littie cutty," raid her mother ; I"you
manage your father 1 without thiuking in the
meantime that you have enough ado to beg our
pardon for yonrself."

"I'm no thinking of myseif," wuas al that
Jeanie raid.

But the reader does not need to be toid that
the interview wss mucb less dreadfui than
Jeanie spposed. The Young meau toid bis story
with maniy simplicity. It was wrong, there was
no doubt. But how waslhe te contempiate tke
idea of perhaps being parted from bis Jeanie, if
the parents were to carry ont their threat, or if
the regiment should get marchiug orders, wbich
might corne any dayt

44You think it is a smali maLter, then, that
we should be parted frorn our Jeauie 1" Mr.
Pilians raid with a grin srniic.

"11No, I did not meaut that. Perhaps we rnay
stili stay wbere we are for a year more ; there's
no certainty. And bésides, sir, sàid the Young
man' " it's the course of nature. I suppose you
marr*ed, too, because you could flot live apart,
Mrs. Pillans and you 1"

This b.id a better effect. The father was sub-
dued. He Uave vent te bis feelings in a short
cough. "lYou're a clever lad," he said.

"«No, I am flot a clever lad. I arn ver y fond
of rny Jeanie. But tell me yourself, sir, do you
think I could help it?1 If you wanted us to for.
get each other yon sbuuld have haed no mercy-
yen shouid have sent me away,"

46I shonld have taken yonr advice, that's
clear," said Mr. Pillans, once more with an un-
steady laugh. " If I had te do it a second tirne
I would know better'. It appears l'm but a fool
in comparison with your wisdom. It is the
young, not the old, that k-now best. "

Il esosir," said yonug Sinclair promptly,
wbere love's couocerned."
4 "Love 1 Do you know the meaning of the

wýord, niy ladf Ay, ay, your love's a grand pas.
sion. It wili drag ber into trouble before ber
tinie-it'Il carry ber off at the tail of a regiment,
alud ber so youug-it wiii take bier away out of
hier home. Theres other love that is, not like
that-that; wonld take care of hier against ail its
owu interea, while ye expose her to ail the
angry airts "

":Say what you like te me," said the Youngmuai, witb the air of a. martyr "I deserve it
-I have a rigbt to bear it ; but do not be hard
upon my Jeanie, for she's Young and tender,
and that I could not bear."

Once more Mr.' Pillamas regarded the youth
with that bitter amusement which had already
UaRsd ovr bis face. dol'm not te be biard upon

bi eanie 1 Do you know whose Jeanie se
was a week ago?1 Not yours, but mine 1"

"lNo," cried Young Sinclair, I'she was-mine
ai: the tint». It's long since we spoke of this.
It's been ali settied that we were te du it as
soon as ever the opportitnity came."


