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1. and then brought him quietly | seemed to darken ag he s ke :
back lln'ﬂl.l?ng merrily at the escapade, as | right. poke ; and
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Atherstone |

ed her father’s side. )
dismounted to rescue her hat, whmp
pad fallen into & bush, and now b.rought it
‘4o ber, fixing his dark eyes steadily, as he

g0, on the fair smiling face that seemed

dhit d him. .
ﬂn:o;::t his look with one of eager in-
¢. She could not resist the temptation |

of seanning attentively the features of the
man whose strange history had so greatly
sxcited her curiosity, and as his image im.
itself on her mind, never more to

o forgotten, the indestructible conviction
fook possession of her, that it was a noble
pul—a soul worthy of all human love and
devotion—which lay behind t}mt proud,
dark countenance, whatever might be the
arvors, or mistakes or trials that had dis-

forted his life.

“He is a king among men, let them say
what they will,” she thou&ht, and when
Colonel Dysart introdused him formally to
her, she returned his salute with the bright-
ot and most winning of smiles, longing,
slmost unconsciously, to show him that she
af least would never share in the injustice
which she felt sure was dealt to him by

“I was just setting out for Vale House
with the intention of paying my respects to
you,” said Atherstone, “and I am very

I bave been saved from missing you
ting you here."”
‘ “%.o ongmya meaning to profit by your
liberal permigsion to strangers to ride
throngh your beautifnl grounds,” said Col-
onel Dysart ; * of course, we had no thought
of inkruding upon you at the house.”

“But I hope you will now do me the
favour of going there,” said Atherstone,
“for there is a good deal that is worth see-
ing in my old place—at least for those who
oare fo examine relies of former days, and
in any case I think you will like to look at

otures—we have rather a fine ocollec-

“1 shall like to look at everything, Mr.
Atherstone,” said Una, with a frank, merry
laugh. “1I think it best to tell you at once,
that I have been wildly anxious to get the
ochance of seeing Atherstone Abbey, ever

since I caught my first glimpse of it from 4o be opening by magie, for you have given

the side of the hill. It looked from thence
88 if it might have been the palace of a
Baxon king, or even, Eerha.pn, the eountry
residence of the hig priest of all the
Druids, in the days when those old gentle-
men still went about with wreaths of mis-
Hlétoe on their heads and golden sickles in
their hands.” )
It is tolerably ancient, certainly,” said
erstone, smiling, *‘ and you shall see it
all, Miss Dysart—from the battlements,
Where the old warders really did keep watoh
for any ible foe, down to the cave in
of the foundations, where it is
they used to put the refractory monks
the days when it was an abbey, though
own impression is that it was simply
the abbot's wine-cellar.”
.1 cannot allow any prosaio explana-
8 while I am here,” said Una; * there
i8 not much romanoe left in this work-a-day
world, and ycu must, at least, let it linger
tound a grand old place such as this is.

“I am not sure that the romantio ele-

World, Miss Dysart, only people do not let
r whole career pass under the gaze of
fellow-creatures as they used to do;

Jou may be sure if you would sift the lives
8cme of those around you, there would
be found in them incidents auite as start-

“He is thinking of himself,” thought

tinual introspeotion, sueh ceaseless brood-
1ng over one tremendoug difficulty, that it
seemed to_ conneot itself with everything,
however insignifieant, and to follow him

night and day like a ghastly spectre which
no exorcism could lay.

| this view, it really is grand,” said Oolonel
Dysart, as a turn in the avenue down whioch
they had been riding brought them right in
front of the Abbey ; and there for the first
time it burst full on her sight—massive,
stately, impoeing, with its dark-grey walls
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she wa
Atherstone lived a life of such con?

‘“ Wait & moment, Una, and let us enjoy

and its frowning battlements, and its back-
ground of sombre pines olothing the steep
hills behind it. Shedooked at it with wide-
open eyes and parted lips, half breathless
with delight; but if in that hour she conld
have known under what eircumstances she
should one day gaze upon that grim old
castle, she would have urged her fleet horse
to his utmost speed, and flown away from
it to some distant spot, where she ocould
never look on it or its master more.

“Oh! Mr. Atherstone, you have indeed
something to be proud of,” said Una at
last. “I should think the possession of
such & place would compensate for many | 4
of the troubles of life.”

‘It has need to do s0,” he muttered to

proper style. This was once the draw-

that we have done well to make it a some-

and their horses’ hoofs clattered noisily |,
over an iron bridge whioh led to a huge
arched doorway. )

“ Yes ; but I am rather bewildered about
the moat—if we are passing over it now ;I
thought it ought to be filled with water.”

“1 am afraid that has long slqoe bgen
drained away ; but I hope you will thm,k’
we have turned it to good account.
Which they certainly had, for the channel,
which had once been deep enough to drown
a man, wag entirely filled with blossoming
plants, so that the stern old fortress seem-
ed to enciroled with a garland of flowers.

¢ I think it has a most charming effeot,
said Una; ** but that ponderous door seems

no summons.”

bridle-rein, lest the grating round of the

the centre of a stone courtyard, where they

Jhud been wont to bring in their brides, and

f
f prowess they had won the lady o
dtl::ii‘l:v'ep, to share with them its graﬁm

i er, and his brows contracted
::i'fh I:adg)l:’huvy frown a8 .ho tho btfof
it, for it would have been impossi hmfr
any man to be more deenly, mo:: e:'to y
resolved than was quphroy A ne;
that no bride of his shonl: ever padh
through the entrance to the Abbey.

’ (To be continued.)
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Una, glancing towards the face which

- : admire, and that would
bridge; but I hope you will agree with me | gnq the whole world better and happier.
, ' | I wish I could be a hero, like Wellington,
what more safe and convenient entrance;” | or & famous niissionary, 1 ke u.ﬂy,’,,. but I

ust in this fashion the Atherstones of old | he though

MAKE ME LOVING.

Baviour who, in love divine,
Came to bless a heart like mine.
Make my spirit now thy shrine—
Make me loving,
Make me mild,
Let me be Thine own dear child.

Very frail and weak am I,
Oft forgetting Thou art nigh;
Hear my prayer, and swift repiy—
Make me loving,
Make me mild,
Let me be Thine own dear ehild.

Ever watch about my home,
Never let its dear ones roam
Where the Tempter's voices come.
Make me loving,
Tender, mild,
Let me be Thine own dear child.

Through the hours of the day,
When I study, work, or play,
Close to Thee I fain would stay.
Make me lovirg,
Tender, mild,
Let me be Thine own dear child.

HEROISM.

“Oh, dear,” said Willie Grey, as he sat
own on the saw-horse, and looked at the

kindling-wood which he ought to have been
. ) ' B splitting for his mother, “I do wish I
himself. ‘' Come, Miss Dysart,” he added { o531 do something for the world. Some
more lightly, “let me de the honours in great

could
e the countiy

action that eve one

an’t do anything, nor be anything,
“Why do you want to be a hero?”

asked his cousin, Jobn Maynard, who,
comifig up just then, happened to over-
hear his soliloquy.

“Oh,” said Willie, coloring, ‘“‘every ome

admires a hero, and talks abont him, and
praises him after he is dead ?"

“That's the idea, is it ?” said John. “You

want to be a hero for the sake of being
talked about.”

Willie did not exactly like this way of

putting it.

“Not only that, but I want to do good to

people—eonvert the heathen—or—or save

a sinking ship, or save the country, or
lomothl';gg liko’ that.”

“That sounds better; but believe me,

“ magic,” said Atherstone, | Willie, the greatest heroes have béen men
lsngm:. a6 the butler has simply seen | that thought least. about themselves s8d
our approsoh through the lmoe a& th’e mo,;l .btou‘ ‘h:li:o m& m.::"‘ I ean
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gide,” and laying his strong b goo‘h. Ohrini:: “::”“ . ””m
ive hi Id startle her horse, he | pe doing the nea: uty,

;:3' .l::: hm;lro‘:he great ontunoo' of mg:“n,t:y And here John took up the axe

Atherstone Abbey, and rode on with her to | and began to

lit the kindling-wood.

Willie jum off the saw-horse, and

i t. Ashe dideo asudden | began to pick up the sticks without say-
::ffnp;f ‘:eg:ﬁluel::il:n came over him, that | ing s word; but though he said nothing,

t the more.
“]'ve wasted lots of time thinking what

i inmph" and joy scross the | great things I mlghtdo,i(lonly had the
m&%&l :Il::t"s‘:::o‘;lrd hgmo, when by | chance,” he thought; “and I've neglested

I could and ought to do, and
2:110 a lot of trouble for mother. I
Ird bottermbqin:gy heroism by )
own g :
m%ﬂll every bo§ adopt Willie's resolu-
tion, and oatry it oul in
life?
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