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ON THE NORTH SEA.,

(Frowm the Norveyinn of Peler Jonas Collett,)

BY NED I'C MAH.

‘The watery plain s now quiesennt

Aud the storm 1s Julled $6 rast ;

The pallid moon rears hlgh har croscent
And bailds, with glanionr phosphoreseent,
A stlvery Lridge o'er ocoun’s brenst.

Nawly, #s If Hoaven urraying

Gaaun’s bosom, wildly throbtied

Belore the universe matntuloing

Ita wrongs, with my risd mouthe complaining,
With {mplous rage it ahrieked and aobbed.

FPauat ita bour of wruth fmpaoaing,

Tired apd tumae te saw (s aight ;

The billows in the deap are doztuy,
fiven tha rlpples are roposing,

Nor danoe thelr hiaghing dance to-night.

O bsrrow ot their peaceful sleepiag -
Wake oot ncran from Hta trupee.,

Think ' The nights of wild, innd teupiug
An thougl despuir were vigll Keeping—
Leave it ita fufeequent chunes,

Let it forget it ever washng

In restions flood frnn land to land ;
How from 1he futhomieas deeap 1t dinhies
In crael nport, atorms Inrth, kod crasbes
Tu hideous wreekuge un the ateand

letit nrget awhile the plunder
tHidden in Hts wmystortoue howe ;
How it seethes sad weithes wrunder
A if trawm borrible caveras under,
fin fondest, dearest inemuries cnme.,

Stvadowy torte, iike plimntoms gleawiag,
Floar past in the meonlit night

They nre ocean’s spectmd dresing,
Clon:t ahapes, kind «r hoatile avaiming
Mirrured in the waters beighe,

Our souls conless n weitd attrurtivg ;
The atill deap el 4 placid bnim
Oconn, i idr jerbe and actiun,

Is tikm the apririt’s feree dlatrnetion,
And its buppy rest and caim,

TA BARROW OF PRIMROSES ™

i1l
HOMW THE ROMANGE ENDEDY,

Howoubd be impossibile to deserilae the mnount
of aelf-tormenting which Heron Arelier vigor.
ously inflicted upon hrmself for the next tew davs,
But he was 150 senerous to let his invalisd pro-
tegr Kpow what his eccentrie action had cast
him, and so made it of hiv evening's adven.
tare as he brought laor the sion o which he
had puid so dearly.

Yet the guick eve of the fuithinl venth soou
discoversd there wax sonething amiss with his
benefactor.  Mpubdst his owy pain wml weari.
pesy he saw that there was glooi and shadow on
the noble face bie loved, and iU distressed him,
Heron Archer was wont 1o be as calin and cheer.
ful as ouly frauk, boneat and uatroahded vatures
can be, and e was uet bvperrite esongh to
hide hix aueasiness successtully. '

* kunew vou'd tepeot it T et vertain o it
saisd the invalid, fooking sadlv up ar lis friend’s
farv, fur friend indeal had Heron Archer been
to Bim in the truestsense of that wueh nisased
word,  * Yon saw someone whe knew you, it
bas troubtled vou ooam U vot right =

Heron Atcher lovhed away from the eager
questioning face. O Yes,”" he nd ot last,
dul see sotrone ; but 101 no watter ; there is
nee hiana done that nesl vex yon,™

*What treubles You s my tronble also,” an-
swerrd the voutg wan sadly. “ Thave no othier
frievnd 1o the world save yourself, and it would
Lee strange wndeed iF my heart were not grasefnl
for nl the Lenctite vou have bestowed on we.””

Hevou dovter sileneed him withan tmpatient
gesture.  He bated thanks or outspoken grati-

tude, ad woudd have always avouded them had

it been pousible.

Theet wevering the Jonging hed been in his
benrt througt o1l thes weary davs sinee he had
krown who e ~he tived - the Jonging to go him-
~elf 1o the strevt and tust to chiane for another
shmpsr of her- cume over i o strongly that
he at last resolved to vield to it. He took the
train to Edgware Boad, and trom there walked
wwer to Maida Vale,  He knew nothing of the
weighbourhood, but by dint of scarching and
inquiries he foumd the street e wished at last ;
then ~o strange a reluctance came over him to
traverse 1t that he was very nearly tarning back
withont even setting foot within 1t

While he still steod, looking with longing
eves down the stieet, yet not daring to venture
throush i, the door of one of the villas near
was opened, ¢oslight young tigure came down
the steps, wnd in aunother momeut he was face
to Laee with the object of his thougiits.

He started and coloured futiously.  The girl
gnve him one mpid glanes and then passed on,
It wax & mouent into which the enmations and
experiences of years seetmied crowded.  After a
short indeeision Heron Archer grew desperate,
She was Sl in view, hareving along op the
roud he hind just traversed, aud forthwith he
started off jn pursnit. A few mroments brought
him to by si&«-. She moved olose to the wall,
18 if for him to pass; perhups she guessed to
whot those eager, hurrying feet belonged,

Heron Aicher pesitated, passed, ooaed baek.
Then, with the courage of «ic«lmir. e raired his
hat awd spoke abraptly :

* Pardon me, 1 pray, but I have sought yon
so long. 11 have so much to explain, Do
give e the favour of a few words with you.”

She drew
hauteur.

" Sirt” she said quickly, *you nave spoken
more than a few words already, There cun he
notiing for you to explain which concerns me
Allow me to pass.” ‘

“1 cannot. 1 will not. You must hear
me " he cried pansionately, forgetting all pru-
dence and reason in the fear that she might
leave him now.  “ You think me other than |

am. It was all a mistake, I can explain it
only listen.'*

She grew very pale.

. t hx'n'.c made a mistake,” she said seornfully.

I took you for a gentleman—once. If 1 had
tieed of proof to convince me of tay ereor your
conduct to-night has given it to me. Onee mors
will you allow me to pass, or must 1 return
hame for protection ¥

The bronzed and manly face before her grew
pale as duath —~his ayes looked at her with un-
speakable reproach, but to such words there
could be but one answer,  He took off his hat
and wtepped aside, such shame and agony and
humiliation in his heart as would have tonched
her now with wn infinite compassion eould she
have read itn menning and its cause,

) Bt she |m-st'd on without a ook or wunl, vl
tn her own mind she seemed suddenly to feel
what & poor and pitiful thing her pride wis,

Heron Avcher went home, his heart full of
bitteruess, yeu aching with a fierce unsatistied
longing that bad never been his lot beture,

“1tis no use. 1 can neverset things straight
in her eyes,”™ he thonght to himsclf. 1 must
try and forget her.”  How hard he tried, aud
how equally futile his efforts  were, he alone
kuew.  For love wus never vet conquersd by
trying, it indeed it is love worth calling by the
natue.

He worked hord, and began to find his talents
recognized, and to take 5 more prominent posi-
tion in his protession than had yet been his lot.
Yet even now the man’s inuate conscientious-
sess and fpatience of the petty hypocricies ud
stutulations of a1l hnsdness life begun to threaten
his prounsed suceess.

One evening, at a dinuer-party given by an
eminent metber of the legal profession, he
wide a specch that <o overthrew all conven-
tional rales and doctrines of legal Hife as to array
his collewgues in indiguunt opposition against
his boldly hazarded views.

“Allow solicitons to plead in court £ ex-
chitmed au eminent Q.. ** Why, Archer, you
must be mad £ Such a thing is unheard of ¢ It
woes aainst all the tenets of our profession.
Yeu surely don't mean what vou say 1

Cludeed f e, was the calm rejoinder.
There i a prejudice against the idea, 1 know,
Uit the generabity of peaple who are not barris.
tere, think and agree that it is most Jdesirable.
Roliettors know their own cases much better
than we do, und their information on legal
preints and technicalities is yuite ws eorreet, 1t
ts iy opinion that ere long the present course
of thiurs will e spnite changed.”

“You ate i traitor o your order 17 smiled
the gieat man good-humonredly,

He still thought it a joke. No wember of
the legal profession iy his sanre wind vexcept a
solicitors wonld have put forward such a start-
ling oprnion,

“ You are cutting your own throat by advo-

herelt up with  sudden stately

{ cating such heresy, Archer,” <aid one of his

companions, also a barrister.  * Where would
we be if vour view of the case were taken and
acted upon U Things are bad encugh as it is,
but we shonld be reduced 1o bread and chrese at
thatrate.”

*“No bad fare when we purchase it with clean
hands and  ¢lear consciences,” remarked the
young man.

1 micht st vou 1 besides, vou have other
weans.  Yoa are not solely depeadent on what
you mske.  But as for me--No, thank vou.
Social martyrdom is not in oy line, Human
nature is all more or less <eltish 1 1 lay no elaim
o exemption from that great fault. As for you,
Don Quixote and his windmills are nothing to
the way in wheeh vou persistently fight against
prejudice and hmpossibility.”

Heron Archer L\us:lmi.

** Yoo are wrong,” he said; 1 do not ight
against impossibilities. 1 amin wiser thun that,
But my warfure is very nearly as useless asaf 1
did. There ix nothing so stubborn as estab-
lished ruley, ¥5 unpracticable as prejudice.”

* Why not leave them alone and take life s
it is " asked lis friend. ** Yoo would be much
mare comfortable, and so much pleasanter to
walk along the path of custom blindfolded than
to have the bandage snatched from your eyes
and be told, * See, your path is full of holexaud
pitfalls, and vour way lies beside s hundred pre-
cipices, and all belund you is misery and all be.
fore you dangert” That 1 the sort of thing you
do, Archer.”

*Well, T would rather sutfer any hardship
than know 1 was doing harm ta others, or pur-
sue blinstfold a path that was strewn with vie-
tims to the Juggernaut of false custom,” an-
swered Heron Archer. 1 like to have my eyes
unbanduged, 10 see wy way clear before wme; to
kuow where ench footstep leads, and te what
each motion tends.”

S What a restless, nnhappy being you must be,
then,” laughed the other. ** 1 would not
change eousciences with you for something. old
boy ! But now, a truce 1o these gravesubjects.
1 have something to tell yon. Do you remen-
ber one day, some months ago now, when you
rshed under a horse's hoofs to save & ad who
was selling primroses 1°

*Ven," oxclaimed Heron Archer eagerly, as

he sat down the glass he had been in the act of
raising to hix lips.

“ Well, then, I daresay yon have not forgot-

ten the lady who wad in the han-om 1"
““ What of her?” asked the young man with
well assimed  indifference, though the heart
throbbed wildly at the ere mention of the idol
of his dreams,

“Is 4 curious thing,” said the other, who
was no less » personsge than the renowned
Puffins.  * But to begin at thte beginning, |
was asked out o few nights ago to an ‘At
home” given by Mrs, Trafford. Well, her
rooms were crowded ay nsual, and among the
guests was a young lady who sang divinely, |
begged the favour of an introduction. We
bowed - lookedd ut each other, and hehold ! it way
the heroine of the hansom! Fh--did you
speak 1"

Heron Archer's face was averted, his glass
was lifted to his lips, bat Mr. Puftins certainly
thonght he had caught an exclamation not quite
swintly from his friend’<lips.  However, he pro-
ceeded ¢

“She was as charming s her singing.  We
became grest frisnds, | recallod to her mind
the incident of the primroses,  She remembered
it quite well, but seemed embarrassed at the
wention of the occurrence, so 1 changed the
subject. I was introduc o to her father—queer
oll chap--always going to law ahout somuthing
or other. | received an invitation ta their
house, and am going there to morrow. What
do vou say to that o

Whitt Heron Atcher thought of it was more to
the purpose, but he did not acknowledge that,
and changed the subject with what speed he
could.  Certainly Fate was against him, for here
wias this etnpty-head prattler suldenly put for-
ward into the very place e so caveted and that
without an effurt or desire to foree circumstunces
to his will, whils fir himsell was no hope of
surh good fortune.

As soon as dinner was over he took his leave,
regardless of the faet that by so doing he was
umversally voted mote unsocial and eceentric
than ever.
in solitary musing and bitter regrets, nveigh-
ing ag:inst his luek in a manner the reverse of
philosophical.

Early uext worning, ashe was busily engaged
with his pupers, @ knock vatae at his atfiee door,
awd in an-wer to his permission, in 1ushed
Puttins.

“ Look bere ; never xav 1 don't do you a good
turn,” exclaimed that voluble phader. 1 got
this etter this mornine, and T othought of von
immediately,  See, Pve brought it on at ones,”

 Is 12 another questioned Archer
El)n’rll)'.

“ase t Well, T don’t konow alwout that, It
depends on yourself, | <hould oy, anawersd
little Puthins, Juughing over his joke, ¢ Bead
it for yourself."”

Heron Archier taok the pretty litrle feminine
note held out te hiy and tegan reading it with
careless inditference. At the first Hue, however,
he started and flushed nervousty up w ke very
roots of his hair.  Putlins watched him with na
small amusenent,. His keeneves had  ferecred
something the mgut betore ;. his suspieion e
came certainty now as he observed the young
barrister’s evident agitation.

This was what Heron Archer read :

** Dear Mr. Pattins,—As we intend havisg a
carpet-danece to-night afrer the music, I write ta
ask you if you will kindly bring a friend with
vou. We are rather short of gentlemen,

* With kind regards, very trulv vours,

Dora Morkison.”

N 1

Heron Archer laid down the letter and looked

up st his friemd’s face.

CWell,” he said, with wssumned carelpssuess,

“Well ¥ minneked Putlins. ** And is that
all your grabtude 2 Aren’t vou plewsed at the
ehanee of seeinyg veur handsotie hiersine agaig ¢
Don't you care tocone /7

s 1 should hke tovery mnch,” answered Heran
Archer slowly but—""

* Nowdou't puil auy of your couscientious
seruples in by the foreloch,” liushed Putlins.
“At's wlright. Yeu'ne motually interested 1u
each other- -renewal of v qualntiunee ;) topics of
conversation, primroses sl hansome horsex,
serviees renderad, giatitude, etey, #to. Therd's
the case plainly stated. The concluding points
I teave to you. Good worning: 5 harp 1
shall be here”

Then he was gone, noisy amd valuhle to the
last,  But Heron Archer WJid little work that
dav, only young Stanaten was sstonished by the
teceipt ol a4 five pouad note sent hiw auony-
wously, and posted in the X, E. Distriet of Lou-
don.

It was there that Heron Archer's restlessness
first had taken him, tor his mnd was tow nuset-
tled and perplexed ta allow of his sttting in his
chambers.  *“ Would she be offeuded ' he
thought. She wust hear his explanation now
—-and then '

Well, theu he dured not pursue the subject any
farther.  Fate must settle 1t for him in the tme
to come.

At 8 shurp, even as he had satd, Patlins drove
up to his friend’s chamber in < hausom. Heton
Archer nd been veady stnee 7, but uatueally hoe
did not inform the lively bainister of that tuet.

He was strangely dervous  aud  agitated,
though he strove to hide 1t by an uuusual
amonnt of condness wud fuditferencer § and when
he reached the house, aud was ushered into the
drawing.roem, atd heard his wuwe announced
in conjunetion with that of Pufling, he absolut.
ely trembled at his own temerity.

A moment, and & fuir white-robed figure stood

before hin, and his low bow and appealing look
were met by a half-timid apologetic glance that
tilled his heart with wonder. He heard Puflin’s
introduction, and was conscious of being ex-
tolleld as ** a shining light in 1y own profes.
sion " by that well-intentioned individual, but
her smile and glanee were too nuch for his daz-
zled senses. The whole rcom seemed to swim
round him, and he could find no words in which
to suswer her greeting,

With ready tact the young hostess drew the
talkative Putling away, and tutrodaced hun to a
lady by whose side was 2 vacant chair.  Then,
tor Heron Archer's amazemeut, she ecame to him
again-—wdeepening flush on her cheek, o timid,
shy anxiety 1o the eyes that had looked so proud
and cold at their )ast meeting.

Proud and cold ! —ah, surely not ! —there was
no such look within them now.

* 1 have an old acquaintance of yours to in-
traduce you to, Mr. Archer,” she said bashfully ;
“witl vou come with me 7

Like oue in a dream he followed.  Indeed, it
seemed to him that this wust all be a dream—
that on some desolate to-morrow he would awake
and find himself back in his chambers once more,
feeling in his now throbhing heart the old fierce
gnawing pain of that sudden amd hopeless love
of his.

She paused beside the piano, and there sat
younyg Staunton, a radiant, contented look on
hiis fuce, such as had not rested there for many a
long day !

“There is no aeed to introduce you, 1 see,”
she said smiling, and Heron  Archer, in whom
nasingle grain af false sham -+ ever found rest-
ing-place, shook hands warmly with the young
musician, understanding at last that this was
no drewa.

His eyes turned appealingly to her.
understand—now,” lLe said in low
tonex,

She flashed at him an exquisite look that more
than repaid him torall he had endured, for the

“You
earnest

All that evening he passed Lis tiow |

sake of which he felt he could have endured a
¢ hundved-fold more sutfering.
i ¢ How did it come abuur 7" he asked James
Ntaunton later on, when she had left them, anud
. was gliding to and fro among Yer guests.
i **She heard of e =how 1 do ot know," he
Csatd inoa low voiee that fell in like an acrown-
 paninent to the melody he was playing, *Then
she came 1o = ovealuy, and asked me 1o play
Cto heryand was <o full of praise, and so sweet
“and gracious-—oh, 1 cannot tell you all—She is
an angel "
8he is
cally.

* And she said 1 ought to have better en-
gagewments and ot play dance musie, and she i
going to speak to all her friends, wod to uight
she gives this party that [ way play as | can
play, a~ [ have never hud the chance of playing
yvet.  Aud only vesterliy it all come out sbout
vou. 1 told her ot that eugageutent at the
Mariborough Boones el how 1 should have lost
it but for your kinduoess, and how that, geutle.
Hah s you Were, Yo took uy place, and sat
with the baond, and bronght me the money next
dav @ and, sir, when §told her this her ev s
were ful of tears, she grew strangely agitated,
and she asked your nume, and where von hived,

“and all about you, and itol: me~ how once vou
had done hera great service.  And 1 suw by her
manner to-uight that she w .« glad 10 weet you
again,  And if, indeed, 1 have beeu of wny use
in the matter, or—"

* Use ! Oh, Jim, you have done we the most
inestimable service I have ever received frow
any human being

No wonder Jun Staupton looked up in amaze.
ment st those iwpubive words.  But he saw the
fight in the young mw’s eyes, the glory and
gladness in his tace, he s cued 1o read w mean-
ing bevoud what the words told him, aud his
gratetul heart rejoiced that, for all the beuetits
he hud received at Heton Aircher’s hauds, he had

been able to urake one retirn ot last.
© Ere the eveuing was over Heron Archer had
Uheard from her lips of the regret she had felt for
her ndsjudgement.  Ere the evening was over he
“ had let her see, too, insome degree, the tenacity
and devotion of that switt uuad sudden passion
s which had leaped up like flawe in his heart on
: that spring morning when they had first met.
¢ Andafterward T Welr, afterwand the romance
Cended, as all such romances should end ¢ and in
{ the next spring Heron Archer led to the altar
the yirl he had wooed aud won tor his owu,

Thete was one tuing old about the wedding,
people said ; and that was, that on the brie's
dress wnd in her spowy bouquet, us well ax
along the puth and aisles she wold, were scat-
tered bunches ot primroses.

Only two prople knew waat it meant, but they
were the two for whom that marriage rnte united
liearis as well as hands, and before whom the
future lay, a rosd of sweet und glorious prowmise,
that they should beuceforth tread together ! —
Ailthe Year Ronad.

agreed Heron Archer enthusiasti-

Mu. and Mes, Jo W, Mackay, while ou their
r «eut tour through Notthern Europe stopped
for sotne duys at the Hague, The laudiond of the
hotel at wiiieh they were staying asked Mr
Mackay's servant one day if his master wus not
4 King b his own conntry, Tae man wssured
his questioner in grest atusement that Mr, aud
Mrs, Muckay were sisply sitizens of the United
States, aml that no Kings or queens were known
in America.  The houest Dutenmmiy, however,
persisted in his Lelief, wud the uext day seut to
the papers au account of the arrival at his hotel
of Mr. and Mrs. John W. Mackay, the Kinguani

Queen of the Bouavza Mountaius ot Calitoruts 1




