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made of truth his religion, of charity his
love, of justice his inseparable choice, and
of the unfortunate and the oppressed the
sole objects of his thought and his desires.
This is what is holiest and divinest in his-
tory. The men whose conduct is like this
may suffer in life and in death, but they
suffer because Providence wills that they
shall be like their brother geniuses in the
succession of ages—martyrs and redeemers.

«ON THE CIRCUIT.”

ESIREE pulled her hat down over her
face—a fair round little face, with a
delicate bloom upon it—and leaning farther
over the low gate, looked in a troubled, pa-
thetic sort of way up the white dusty road.
It was a hot summer day, and so the road
looked especially white and dusty. It was
far too hot to be pleasant, Désirée thought.
The roses in the garden seemed to burn upon
the bushes; those climbing upon the arch
over the gate actually flamed and panted
when a faint breath of air touched them:
at least this was Désirée’s fancy about them;
but then the truth was, Désirée waa not quite
herself this afternoon. 8he had been happy
enough this morning when she had risen.
Life had looked a aifferent matter to her
then. She had gone to her small window
and thrown it open with an indrawn breath
of delight. The roses had been heavy and
wet with fragrant dew; the thick long grass
had sparkled with it, the carnations and
sweet old-fashioned clove-pinks had worn
crowns of it, the bluebirds and swallows had
seemed to shake it from their joyous wings.
And Désirée, leaning from her bedroom win-
dow, and drawing in that ecstatic morning
breath, had felt the fine, subtle influence of
dew and sweet air, fragrance and song of
bird, actually tingling in her young veins.

“I will finish my work early,” she had
said softly to herself. “I will have the
churning over and the house tidy in good
time, so that I can dress as soon as dinner is
out of the way. And then,” with a sigh of
innocent anticipation, “I shall have all the
rest of the day to myself if he comes; and
he said he would. Besides, didn’t Bart give
it out in meeting 1”

She had arranged her own room for the
day before going down stairs; it was so ear-
ly that she had time to do it. And after she
had set every thing in order she had gone to
her trunk and taken out the pink gingham
to lay it ready upon the bed. Perhaps, too,
she wanted to take a last look at it. It was
so pretty, so fresh, and, in a way of its own,
8o suggestive of the day’s coming happiness!
8he had never worn it before, and it was so
nice to think of first wearing it on this par-
ticular day, when there would be somebody
to see it who could appreciate its prettiness
——some one who had said a few weeks ago,

¢ Désirée, you are like a blush-rose in its first
bloom.” She had thought of that speech
when she chose the pink dress rather than
& blue one. Would not a pink dress make
her look more like a rose than ever? So
there it lay upon the bed, and Désirée stood
and regarded it with growing pleasure, feel-
ing a little excited in prospective, her little
brown head on one side, like a robin’s, her
brightest bloom upon her soft round cheeks.

But before half the morning had passed
over every thing had changed. She had
got the churning out of the way, and cleared
the kitchen, and was just standing at the
back-door feeding her pet hrood of chickens
—round, plump little downy things, a little
like herself in type—when her grandmother
came out on to the porch and spoke to her.

“Desire,” ghe said, in her plaintive, melan-
choly tone (she never called the child by her
pretty French name—the name her young
mother had chosen out of one of her secretly
read romances : Mrs. Reid was inclined to re-
gard every thing French as dangerous and
worldly)—* Desire,” she said, “ you are try-
ing to tan yourself again.”

“But I might try a long time without
succeeding,” answered Désirée, cheerfully,
her happy mood defying even grandmother
to disturb it. ‘“You know I don’t tan,

nny.”

Mrs. Reid regarded her discontentedly.

“ Bart saye—" she began.

Désirée’s cheeks caught an extra glow of
pink all at once. S8he did not want to hear
about Bart.

“Bart is always saying something,” she
spoke up, a trifle pettishly.

¢ Desire,” returned Mrs. Reid, in a monot-
onous sort of disapproval, “I am afraid you
are growing very worldly and unbridled of
speech. You were not always so uncharita-
bly minded toward Bart. It is not becom-
ing to you either. What he said was noth-
ing concerning you; it was only about the
young man from Hamlinford—that Mr. Ruys-
land.”

Désirée bent lower over her chickens. She
quite felt her heart beat in her throat. Oh
dear, how sharp and bad-tempered she was,
and what a mistake she had made! What
might she not have missed hearing, all
through her own evil tendencies! It would
be a just punishment if granny kept the
rest to herself. She felt almost tearful about
it. She was such a sensitive, childish little
creature that the tears were never very far
from her dark soft eyes.

“ Now, Blackwing, don’t be greedy!” she
faltered, faintly, to fill up the pause, as it
were; ‘“Brighteye and Speckle want some.”

“ Bart only said,” ended Mrs. Reid, ¢ that
he had been called away.”

Désirée forgot her chickens that instant.
She stood up, with her eyes wide open, the
picture of fear and wonder. .
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“That he had,” she said—* Bart himself ”

Luckily Mrs. Reid was not the sort of per-
son to read expression readily.

“You are dropping all your meal, Desire,”
she said. ‘No, not Bart—Mr. Ruysland ; so
Bart will have to preach in his place.”

It was then that the change came. The

sun became too hot, the garden too glaring.

in its profusion of brilliant bloom. The
pink dress lost its charm; it was of no val-
ue. He was not coming. There would be
no long, sweet, warm afternoon for her spent
on the front porch, in the shade of the jas-
mine and honeysuckle, with somebody talk-
ing in a low, gentle, familiar voice ; no long,
sweet, moon-lit evening; no precious Sun-
day, with lingering walk to and from the
meeting-house. It came upon her like a
dreadful shock. And yet it would probably
seem such a trifling disappointment to men
and women who have lived long enough to
forget the bitter-sweets of seventeen years.

“You are giving those chickens too much
to eat,” said Mrs. Reid. “You had better
come into the house and leave them to
themselves.” And she walked in herself as
quietly as she had walked out.

That was how it had happened. Désirée
left her downy brood, and went up stairs to
put the pink dress out of sight. She laid it
in the trunk again, poor little soul! quite
solemnly, as in a sort of tomb, and she shed
divers large, bright tears over it.

“] don’t care about it,” she said, piteous-
ly; “I don’t care about any thing. I couldn’t
bear to put it on.”

And here now she stood at the gate, with
her small linen hat pulled down over her
eyes, partly to hide them, partly because the
long stretch of white dusty road seemed to
glare so. She scarcely knew why she was
looking out. There was no one to look for;
nobody was coming, or, at least, nobody
whose appearance would affect her. Some-
body was coming—a very insignificant some-
body, however—a tall young man on horse-
back, who jogged along toward the house
quietly enough.

“Nobody but Bart,” she said, ¢ thinking
of what he shall say to-morrow, and settling
on the hymns. He never thinks of any
thing else.”

But it was not in her nature to speak
crossly to Bart, or even to look crossly at
him, when at last he reached the gate and
began to dismount. S8he turned her pretty,
dimpled face up to him and smiled under
the shadow of her hat—not much of a smile,
but still a faint attempt at one.

‘ Where have you been to ¥” she said.

“To see one of the Rudd boys,” he an-
swered. ‘‘He is very ill; has been for some
time, too, poor fellow! Isn’t it rather warm
for you out here, Daisy ¥’ (That was his
version of it—* Daisy.” He had a fancy that
she was like a daisy, and he had given her

the name in her childhood, though I doubt
if he had ever told her of the fancy.)

“It is too warm every where,” listlessly.
“I suppose I must have come out here to
cool, though I hardly know. I may as well
go in and see about supper. It is a long
ride to the Rudd place, and I dare say you
are hungry.”

She turned away and walked toward the
house, Bart following her, a queer wistful-
ness in his strong Saxon face. She did not
know that the shadow of her hat was a very
poor pretense at a disguise. She did not
know & great many things about Bart. It
had never occurred to her in her life that
Bart noticed any thing but “awakenings”
in people.

“I am afraid,” Bart said, * that the con-
gregation will be disappointed to-morrow.
Ruysland is so popular, and they are expect-
ing to hear him.”

“Why didn’t he come ¥’ faltered Désirée.
“Granny only said that he had been called
away.”

‘““He sent word to me,” answered Bart,
gravely, ¢ that he was obliged to go to Ham-
linford. There must have been some imper-
ative reason for his going, though he did not
mention it.”

Désirée made no comment. It was quite
enough for her to know that he was not
coming. She did not care about any thing
else. She went into the house to prepare
supper, and as she stood at the table before
the window making up her biscuit she fell
to watching Bart wielding his axe at the
wood pile. It had always seemed an odd
sort of thing to her that Bart should have
taken to preaching as his profession. He
was not her ideal of a minister of the Gos-
pel. He was too big and strong and simple,
and too undignified. How could any one
ever imagine Mr. Ruysland splitting stove
wood, or, indeed, doing any thing but preach-
ing those tender, poetic sermons that people
cried under? Bart’s sermons were so differ-
ent! Good and honest, of course, but Désirée
was 80 used to hearing his doctrine every
day, and to seejng it work itself into his
life, that it had no novelty, and never im-
pressed her much. It was only Bart! Bart
was a distant relative of hers, and as he had
been left an orphan to granny’s care, just as
she herself had been left, they had seen as
much of each other as any brother and sis-
ter, and L am afraid there had always been
a tendency to undervalue the good fellow in
Désirée’s mind. She was always sweet-tem-
pered and gentle with him, and the tenden-
cy was a strictly private one, but still it had
its existence. Granny clung 8o to him, and
was 8o prone to praise his virtues in her
cheerless, plaintive style, that Désirée had a
fancy that he could not need her very mucb,
and so she gave herself up to her chickens
and other pets, and lavishing her extra af-
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fection upon them, lived a quiet, innocent,
happy enough girl’s life.

But when Mr. Ruysland came this was al-
tered. He was ‘“on the circuit” like Bart, but
he was like Bart in nothing else. He was a
member of an old and once wealthy family ;
he had lived a life different from the lives
of his simple farming congregations ; he had
had rare opportunities; he was a fine, hand-
some young fellow, with a graceful, winning
manner, and the very first Sunday morning
that his dark eyes fell upon the pretty child-
ish face, looking like a fresh apple blossom
under the little linen hat, Désirée’s fate was
sealed. He dined with them that day, and
sat opposite Désirée at table; and after din-
ner he followed her out on to the vine-cov-
ered porch, and made friends with her, even
letting her hear something of his personal
history. She was such a pretty creature!
and her bloom and her sweet shy dark eyes
8o appealed to his ruling weakness—a pas-
sionate love for all things beautiful—that he
could not resist the temptatidh of trying to
interest her. Resisting temptation was not
Everard Ruysland’s forte. It was his forte
to be a hero—the eloquent, handsome young
hero who had given up all sorts of easily im-
agined worldly advantages for the sake of
the simple Methodist faith in which he had
been brought up. No one knew very defi-
nitely what it was that he had given up;
but it was quite clear that he must have
made a wondrous sacrifice in consenting to
use his talents in the service of these unso-
phisticated people’s unsophisticated church,
and he was admired accordingly. It was the
most natural thing in the world that he
should stay with Bart’s foster-mother when
he came to preach at the white meeting-
house; so after that first visit he saw Dési-
rée often, and it became an understood thing
that when he had no other engagement he
should spend with her the greater part of the
spare time left to him between services, and
that he should walk with Mrs. Reid and her-
self to the door of the church. He was such
a friend of Bart’s that such friendly familiar-
ity would almost be expected of him.

This had been the beginning of it, and the
end of it was that he drifted farther than he
had intended, and did things which after-
ward caused him frequent twinges of con-
science, and many resolutions for the futare,
which somehow or other were never kept.
There were reasons why he should have
been generous enough to leave poor little
Désirée Reid alone; but then how could he
help himself? he often said, when he was
thinking over the matter. What man, be-
ing in her presence, could resist that pret-
ty, blossom-like face, those soft, timid, ap-
pealing eyes? He could not; and yet he
was quite conscious that he ought to have
doge so, and of course would have been
ready to make any sacrifice for her happi-

ness but this first one of denying himself.
It is so easy to meditate on a far-off hero-
ism, so difficult to cut off a little self-indul-
gence quite near at hand!

So it went on for soveral months, and
Dégirée’s life was full of him—full of her
dreams of him, full of the lingering remem-
brances, full of her innocent hopes and gentle
fears. Surely he must love her, and yet how
could he? Surely he would not say that she
was dear to him in every look and gesture
unless he meant it. So true, so brave, so
grand, so gelf-sacrificing, so heroic, and yet
mean to be cruel to an untaught girl whose
first young love he had won! Her sweet ig-
norance knew of no such falsehood as that;
8o she went on believing in him, and trust-
ing to the coming of the time when he would
be able to speak plainly. There was some-
thing in the way now—that was it. And
when she said her prayers at night and
morning she prayed, half timidly, that the
time might not be long, and that she might
be made worthy of her happiness.

She could not help feeling her disappoint-
ment keenly to-day. She had looked for-
ward to this visit with such a tremulous
longing! The last time some tender influ-
ence had seemed to draw them nearer to
each other than they had ever been before,
and she had felt that surely to-day would
not pass without a gleam of new sunshine for
her. And after all he would not come, and
the Sabbath which was to have been such a
golden one would be like all other Sabbaths,
and there would be nobody but Bart. The
tears rose into her eyes, and she was obliged
to press her trembling lips together to keep
down a little sob. She barely checked it in
time-—so barely that she felt half frighten-
ed. It would never do to let people see.
What if granny should come in and find her
eyelashes wet and her voice unsteady! S8he
must think of something else—of Bart, for
instance, wielding his axe out there in the
sun. So she'began to try very hard to think
only of Bart, and succeeded in so far that
she found out before very long that he look-
ed troubled himself. He was even rather
pale, and he set his lips together as he work-
ed, as if he had something upon his mind
and was pondering it over. What could it
be? Was it possible that he too—but no,
he had never cared for any woman in his
life. He was not like other men in that re-
spect.

Her heart, always a tender one, was ren-
dered so much more tender by her secret
trouble that she thought more of the sad-
ness Bart might feel than she would have
done at any other time, perhaps, and her rec-
ognition of the grave pain in his face clung
to her.

“ I+ must mean something,” she said. “I
never saw him look so before. It seems
strange that Bart should have a trouble.
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Perhaps somebody has fallen from grace.
That would hurt him, I know. He is so
good, and cares so much for people!” And
then all at once a sort of sudden light seem-
ed to dawn upon her, and she looked sorrow-
ful again. ¢ Perhaps,” she said, slowly and
regretfully—* perhaps I have not thought
enough how good he is. I am afraid that
sometimes I have forgotten his goodness,
and only remembered that he seemed rather
dull.”

In her little fit of penitence she was so
sweet and gentle when Bart came in that
he saw the change in a moment, and was
quite touched by it, as well he might be,
knowing what he did. There was more in
kindly, quiet Bart than poor little Désirée
ever suspected, and his eyes were quicker
than she would like to have fancied. He
took bis cue with tender aptness this even-
ing, and submitted to being amused with
generous gratitude. Désirée tried very hard
to amuse him when supper was over. 8he
tied on her hat and followed him about,
talking to him in her pretty, soft way while
he fed and secured the stock for the night,
and when they returned to the house she sat
down upon the steps of the porch quite near
him, bent on being good and showing him
that she liked to be with him.

“T will ask him to tell me what has trou-
bled him,” she said to berself. “Iam almost
as much his sister as if his mother had been
mine.”

So she gathered courage to speak, and
crept up to the subject with as much diplo-
macy as a soft round ball of a three-weeks-
old kitten might have shown.

“ Bart,” she said, after a little silence, ¢ do
you know what I was thinking of when I

was making biscuit at the window before |

supper ¥’

“I don’t believe I could guess, Daisy,” he
answered.

She twisted the strings of her hat for a
minute, and looked at him with innocent
gravity.

“] was {ninking,” she said, “that you
were not quite happy.”

He actually gave a faint start as he turn-
ed toward her. And then, after his swift
glance at her face, she was sure he appeared
relieved ; and then, another expression show-
ing itself as quickly, she was emboldened to
stretch out her kind little hand and put it
into his big brown one. He took it with an
odd petting readiness, almost as if he would
like to protect her from something.

“My pretty Daisy!” he said, in a voice
quite new to her.

It was very queer, she thought, that the
tears should spring to her eyes with such
foolish suddenness. They were there in a
second, and she could not keep them back.
Was it because she was sorry for Bart, or
because she was sorry for herself? Perhaps

she was a bit sorry for herself, and it made
her sorry for Bart too.

“And I thought,” she went on, feeling
glad that he was holding her hand on his
knee, “ that if you had any trouble on your
mind, perhaps—perhaps I might help you, if
you would not mind trusting me with it,
because, you see, I am almost like your ownt
sister.”

“My pretty Daisy!” he said; “my dear,
tender little Daisy!” but not a word more.

“If,” she faltered— if you had ever cared
for any body—”"

“Cared for any body?” he interposed—
‘“cared for any body, Daisy 1”

8he blushed to her very throat—such a
pretty, sensitive, innocent blush !

“Loved any body,” she said—*“loved any
body as—as people love each other when
they would like to spend all their lives to-
gether. But you know you have never loved
like that, Bart.”

His great, grong hand olosed upon hers
with such a force that she turned to look at
him, and the moment she saw his face she
gave a little start and a little frightened
cry.
‘ Bart,” she said, “ dear Bart, is that it ?
Oh, how pale and sad you are! Is it that
you do care for somebody 1"

He was pale and sad, but he managed to
smile in his own kindly way.

“Daisy,” he said, “is this the first time
you have ever thought I might love in that
way ¥—is it the very first time the thought
has ever come to you ?”

“I think,” she faltered, feeling terribly
conscience-stricken—* I am afraid it is.”

¢ Ah, well!” he sighed, still trying to smile.
“ 1 suppose it is because I am not the sort of
man a girl would connect with the thought
of love.”

“Oh no, no!” she protested, holding his
hand tight.

But even the soft grasp did not seem to
comfort him. He looked out into the moon-
light sadly still.

“And you have never guessed once—not
even once—whom I might love ”

“Pm afraid not,” she answered. ‘I must
have been very blind and selfish, but I'm
afraid not.”

There was silence for a few minates, in
which Bart looked out at the moonlight
with what seemed to Désirée a strange,
strange smile.

“Well, well,” he said, “it must be better
as it is.”

“But,” said Désirée, “if I only knew—if
you would only tell me—"

“My dear,” Bart answered, ‘it was not
my own trouble that made me look sad. My
own trouble is 80 old that sometimes I fancy
I have taught myself to bear it patiently.
I was thinking of a trouble which I fear is
coming to some ome else—the some one
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whom I love; and the thought of her pain
was harder for me to bear than any pain of
my own could ever be.”

“Poor fellow "’ whispered Désirée—* poor
fellow! I see now. I won’t ask any more
questions. It is her secret as well as yours.”

They were very quiet for a while after
this; but Désirée did not draw her hand
away from Bart’s, and when they began to
talk again softly, he still held it; indeed, he
did not let it go until she left him to go to
her room. He was holding it when she
bade him good-night, and then it was that
she asked her last question, ber sweet pity
for him filling her upraised eyes.

““Does she know that you love her 1”

[y NO.”

“No 1" wondering at him. “But you will
tell her some day 1"

He shook his head.

“To-night,” he said, *it seems to me that
I never shall.”

“But you are sad to-night,” she said,
““and when one is sad it always seems so.”
And then she stopped, with a startled blush.
“ -night,” she added, hurriedly.

But he held her back.

“Daisy,” he said, as if impelled by some
sudden impulse, “if any pain should come
to you, will you trust me with it—will you
promise that I may help you if I can ¥’

“Yes,” she answered ; “I will promise that,
faithfully.” i

He held her hand a moment to his lips,
and then let her go.

There was a “ big meetin’ ” over at Hamlin-
ford, and the church was crowded. There
were vehicles of all orders standing in the
road, horses tied in lines along the fences,
and the yard itself was full of people—most-

ly men whose “ women-folks” had gone into [*

the house—gathered in groups talking to
each other by way of whiling away the half
hour before service. ’

“Ruysland’ll preach this mornin’, I reck-
on,” the chief talker in one group was say-
ing, “ an’ Reid this afternoon. There’s Reid
now, helpin’ Desire out of the buggy. She’s
as pretty as a pink, that gal is. Look at
her, boys.”

Désirée stood upon the step of the vehicle,
poised like a bright bird ready for flight.
She bad never been so pretty and fresh a
picture in her life. She had put on the pink
dress; her cheeks were tinted with warm,
delicate bloom, her soft dark eyes glowed un-
der their long curling fringes: her childish
loveliness was at its height. She had drift-
ed back into her dreams again; she was so
happy in her little flush of excited trustful-
ness that she scarcely dared look up as she
passed up the aisle, for fear that people
should guess what her happiness meaat.
‘She was glad when Bart left her in her seat,
and she had time to try to control herself.

She wanted to feel calmer before Mr. Ruys-
land came in. It quieted her somewhat to
hear the low whisper of conversation be-
fore and behind her. It was not considered
a breach of decorum to talk to one’s neigh-
bors a little before “ meetin’ took up,” and
the good women of Hamlinford usually
availed themselves of their privileges.

Two good dames in the seat before Dé-
sirée’s were discussing a late marriage, and
Désirée caught occasional snatches of their
conversation.

“They were married on Thursday,” said

one, “and a grand bride she made, they say,

quiet as the wedding was. She’s a hand-
some critter, if she is rather high and no-
tionate. They say they have been promised
to one another for long enough, but it was
sorter onsettied.”

“They say,” put in another, ¢ that she has
money.”

“ They say so,” discreetly. ¢ And they do
say that but for that it might neveg have
come off. The old lady was powerful set on
it.”

There were more murmurs after this, but
Désirée did not hear any thing definite. Her
thoughts began to wander a little, It would
not be so very long before he came, She
wondered if she should know his step, and
if her heart would beat in that strange, hap-
py way. She must pretend to be looking at
her hymn-book. 8She dare not trust her-
self to meet his eye until that first tumult
of feeling was over. She would wait until
she heard his voice, and then she would raise
her eyes. 8o the time passed on, until there
came the sound of an entrance—not one per-
son, but two or three at once,and a little
stir of excitement was visible in the good
women before her.
¢ Here they are!
a minister’s wife.”

‘Who were they? Désirée knew of no min-
ister who was on the point of marriage. She
began to feel curious too. They were com-
ing. There was the rustle of a rich trail-
ing dress; a handsome, proud-looking old
lady passed her. She felt quite dizzy; it
was Mr. Ruysland’s mother. And then came
two other people—a tall girl with a fair,
baughty face, exquisitely dressed in pale
violet, with an exquisite fan in her hand,
and with her walked Everard Ruysland;
and Everard Ruysland, meeting a strange,
sweet, agonized little face turned with a
child-like wonder up to his, lost color sud-
denly, and plainly started.

¢ Sakes alive !” exclaimed one of the wom-
en, forgetting the bride’s bonnet all at once,
“this little gal behind us is faintin’ !

“No, no,” whispered Désirée; but the
next moment a hand was laid upon her
shoulder, and looking up piteously, she met
Bart’s eyes.

“Daisy,” he said, “ it has been too warm

She looks rather fine for
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for you here. You are not well enough to
stay. Come with me.” And scarcely know-
ing any thing but that this was Bart who
had come to relieve her from herself, she let
him lead her away, out into the open air and
the dreadful sunshine, which seemed to strike
her giddy and blind.

Every one who heard about Désirée Reid’s
long after-illness heard that she was stricken
with low fever the very day of the “big
meetin’” at Hamlinford. She was not “a
rugged sort of girl,” for all her roundness
and bloomr, people said; and really it was
no wonder that the long hot ride to meeting
had been too much for her altogether.

She was ill for a long time, and Bart was
very good to her—so good that in her weak-
ness she clang to him almost strangely. His.
presence always seemed a sort of comfort to
her; and on the one night when she was at
the worst, and they were afraid she would
die before morning, she called Bart to her
side and bade him pray for her, and when
he had finished she whispered a strange last
message in his ear.

“If I die,” she said, “ and he should ever
ask about me, tell him that I believed he
did not mean to be cruel; tell him that I
believed it was only because he did not stop
to think.” .

But she did not die. She lingered on,
poor soul, for a long while ; and at last, when
people had almost given her up, began to
mend slowly, and went on mending, until
one bright autumn day she went so far as
to ask Bart to carry her down stairs out into
the sunshine on the porch.

“I want to try to get better,” she said,
‘“and I want to talk to you.”

So he wrapped her up and carried her
down, and bolstered her up in a large home-
1y chair in her old place; and there she lay,
gazing out at the gold and scarlet of the
trees, looking so small and altered, with her
great eyes and her little white woe-begone
face, that Bart’s heart quivered when he be-
held her.

‘ Bart,” she said, after a while, “I want to
ask you a few questions.”

He tried to brighten up and smile, but it
required an effort; and when he heard the
first of these few questions his strength
failed him again.

“Did you know that this was coming ¥”
she said, quite simply, a8 if her trust in him
taught her that she had no need to speak
more definitely.

He could scarcely answer for a moment
or 8o, but at last he managed, to say, “ Yes.”

She was silent for a while, and then held
out her thin, worn little hand to him.

“Come here,” she said ; and when he came
and took it, sitting at her feet, he saw that
she was crying in a tired, weak fashion. “I
want to tell you,” she said—*I want to
ask you to forgive me,” like a child asking

for pardon. “I have not been as kind to
you as I ought to have been, Bart. I think
I did not understand you at all. I thought
you did not see things, and I was not grate-
ful. I am sorry now. There is no one like
you, Bart; there is no one so good and true
a8 you;” and her face went down upon his
arm and rested there. ‘I want to make up
to you for my selfishness,” she went on. “I
want to do something to help you, even ever
so little a thing. And while I was ill I
made up my mind to ask you to tell me who
it is you love,and to let me make friends
with her, and try to show her how faithful
and kind you are. Women can do such
things sometimes without betraying.”

It was more than he could bear.

“Daisy!” he cried out; and she felt him
trembling all over. “ O God!” he said, “ this
is hard ”

She lifted her face and looked at him.

¢ Hard 1” she repeated.

He held her up and looked straight into
her eyes.

“1 will tell you,” he said, almost fiercely.
“1 have hidden it long enough. I will tell
you now, though it can do no good. Do you
remember that I told you the trouble I bore
was not my own ¥’

“Yes,” she answered, trembling.

¢“Well,” he cried out, ‘it was your trou-
ble, yours—the pain I had only that day
found out was coming to you.”

‘‘But,” she faltered—*“but you said—"
And her eyes opened wide upon him in a
new recognition.

“Yes,” he ended for her—* yes, I said it
was the trouble I feared for the woman I
loved, and it is you I have loved, and you
have never guessed it !” and his broken voice
held something like an uncontrollable pas-
sion of reproach. “Oh, Daisy,” he said—*“oh,
Daisy, it is you—it is you!”

When she fell back upon her pillows and
hid her face, he hid his face too in both his
hands.

“You never dreamed that I could love
you,” he said ; “ but I have loved you all my
life. I was nobody but Bart to you, but I
loved the least thing you had ever touched.
It was hard enough for me when he came,
but it was harder when I began to see
how you must suffer, and knew I had no
chance of saving you, because you clung
to your secret so closely. Oh, Daisy, it was
hard 1”

So he had told his secret, and the wrench
was over, and indeed he had borne his load
so long that after the first pain he almost
felt a sense of rest.

It was some time before either spoke.
Désirée, hiding her face, cried softly, and
Bart sat still, wondering wearily how it
could end.

It was Mrs. Reid who broke in upon the
stillness, coming to the door.



THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST.

111

“ Desire,” she said, ¢ you must not sit here
too long.”

“No,” said Bart, ‘ she must not. I forgot
how weak she was. Daisy, will you let me
carry you in again 1’

Yes, Daisy thought she would go. So he
picked her up and carried her in his strong
arms up the staircase, her tired little white
face lying on his shoulder.

When he had put her down upon the
lounge she held his sleeve an instant, rais-
ing her eyes appealingly to his.

‘ Bart,” she said, ‘ kiss me as you used to
do when I was a little girl.”

He bent and kissed her, and that instant
she broke down again, clinging to him child-
ishly in a new burst of sorrow.

¢ Oh, Bart,” she sobbed, “if I had loved
you instead —if I had loved you instead!
Ob, Bart, try to forgive me!”’

A fow years later the Rev. Everard Ruys-
land, whose career had somehow seemed to
be a failure, met in a large city with an old
acquaintance, whose career somehow seemed
to have been a success. He was a simple,
earnest man of kindly creed and genmtle
teachings, and yet when people spoke of the
Rev. Bartholomew Reid they spoke with en-
thusiasm. And with him Ruysland saw his
wife, and seeing her—a little tender creature
whose bloom and beauty were a wonder—
he felt a keen pang. Her love for her hus-
band was a gentle passion; her life seemed
to have grown to his.

‘It almost seems,” said one warm-heart-
ed woman who was wonderfully attached
to the two—* it almost seems to my mind
as if the child felt that she had done him a
wrong at some time, and could not be ten-
derly sweet enough to convince herself that
she had made it up to him. It is something
beautiful, I tell you: in my opinion it is
something so beautiful that we ordinary
mortals can not comprehend it.”

And this wife of Bart’s was Déairée.
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EORGE WASHINGTON, they say, nev-
er entered his carriage until he had
first seen to it that the hoofs of his four
grays had been thoroughly blacked and pol-
ished. And he was right! A blooded horse
is & gentleman. Not a gray of his team but
held his head higher and went the better
for it ; conscious, too, I dare say, of every bit
of plate sparkling upon its harness ; dimly
conscions even, the whole team, of the hero
they drew. I know this, because my chest-
nut, Sir John, is an aristocrat in every drop
of his Morgan blood. You need not envy
me; I am a poor man; my horse was my one
luxury, and he is dead to-day.
“ Good-day, Sir John !’ I said to him that

bright morning, as I was about to mount,
taking him by the nose in lieu of his hand.
Out of consideration for my feelings he en-
dured the familiarity for the moment under
pretense of being interested, with eaxs prick-
ed forward, at what my dog Nero, his poor
relation but intimate friend, was doing just
then across the street. But he shook off my
ungloved palm the next moment, as George
Washington, they also say, did that of Gov-
ernor Morris when, on a bet, it was ventured
upon his shoulder. What would a mule
have cared for the ride? I am satisfied Sir
John enjoyed it only less than I did, when,
with an apology for the rudeness, I took my
seat and we rode off.

This was in the South, and before the war.
And it was in that part of the South where
the mild sky overhead is matched by prai-
rie almost as ample below—a land in which
winter was unknown, except when it came
and went in the northers: not more than a
dozen a year of those bullying braggadocios.
As soon as I got to the outermost edge of
the town, and of the decorum due it, I aban-
doned the limestone road, white and hard,
and launched on Sir John, as on a living
boat, upon the ocean of grass, aiming for a
certain “pilot knob” in the distance. The
air of the early spring morning was oxygen
until it was almost brandy. It may have
been largely owing to my mood of brain
and heart and stomach, although not of
pocket-book, alas! If one could but always
feel as I did that morning! I was in per-
fect health of conscience as well. I had
slept all night out on the veranda of my
house, with an unmbrella up to keep off the
brilliant moonlight, and a Mexican blanket
tucked down over me to keep it from being
blown away in the steady wind from the
ses. How I sailed all night, as before that
wind, into the very abysses of sleep !—sleep
so deep and sweet that I awoke satiated from
it as from a feast. Adam must have waken-
ed 8o in paradise !

And I was in paradise. At least I could
snggest no objection to the ¢ very good,”
which rested in benediction, as from the lips
of its Creator, on the landscape. A botan-
ist would have tired himself out with the
variety of flowers which spangled the prai-
rie; but I had often before tried in vain to
count their varieties, and I now took them
a8 you do the stars. Opticians tell us that
green is the color most restful to the eye,
which accounts, I suppose, for the zestful
pleasure I had, as I rode, in the wealth there-
of to the utmost horizon. I suppose it was
the variety of trees which gave to the glori-
ous .ive-oaks their peculiar charm, grouped
here and there upon the prairie in “knots,”
stretching out their long arms like strong
swimmers about making a plunge into the
sea, their shade giving a sort of velvetness
of verdure to the grass beneath them. What



