OUR NEIGHBOR OPPOSITE.

BY MRS. PRANOCES HODGSON BURNETT.

Tur fact was, that I had said to John, at the § quick-witted, and a trifle wilful, and upon the
very first, when he asked me to marry him, gwhole, rather inclined to surprise me at times,
¢John, would you be willing to marry Molly, §by unexpected inconsistencies. She was desper-
too? For you know that where I go, she must ¢ ately fond of John, however, and the feeling was
go.” ¢ quite mutual ; indeed, if her nature had been 2
I stood, twisting one of the butions on his coat, ¢ shallower one, I have no doubt we should have
when I said it, and feeling rather serious, I must { spoiled ber pretty thoroughly between us.
admit, fearing lest I was asking too much, even § We always kept her with us, and so, when, in
from such love angl goodness, as I knew his to be. 3 her nineteenth year, John’s business took him to
But in one instant, everything was all bright ;| Europe, and I went with bim, of course, Molly
and easy again, for he put a hand on each of my | went, too.
shoulders, and gave me a tender, little shake. So it happened that, after some months of
“Why, Laura,” he said, *little woman, what { rambling, we at last reached Florence, quite
are you talking about? Do you think me capable ; ready for a rest. We had decided to spend the
of propoging to you, and not to Molly, too? { greater part of the winter there, and Molly and
Could I love you so dearly, and at the same time ¢ I went first and settled into our quarters, while
have a thought of separating you from the child { John was to follow us as soon as he found himself
to whom you have devoted your life so unsel- { at liberty.

fishly? Upon the whole, I do not know, that, We arrived so early in the season, that we
without Molly, you would be at all complete. ; found the weather rather warm, énd everything
Marry you, and not Molly? 1t's nonsense!” quiet indeed, so quiet, in fact, that when John

Of course, I laughed, and cried together, and ; came, Molly was young Vandal enough to an-
hid my face a minute on his lapel; and felt { nounce that she was dull, and not at all in the
delightfully happy, and comfortable, and surer { humor to appreciate the rhapsodies of her friends
than ever that there never, never had been, and { on the subject of ¢ Florence, the beautiful,”
never, neyer could be 3 man so generous, and E though 1 will add, to her credit, that she changed
loving, and worthy to be trusted, as this particu- ¢ her mind afterwards.
lar John. Naturally, more than one amiable§ ¢ We have prowled and prowled, until -ex-
person had been kind enough to hint to me, that, { hausted nature protested against the outrage,”
though & man might be in love, and desirous ; she said. ¢ We have roamed about in galleries
of marrying, it was not always probable that he { and churches, and stared at frescoes, until life

" cared to saddle himself with a growing girl, in { has become a burden. There are so many
addition to a wife; and I knew that I could not { statues, and so few people, that one feels as if
desert Molly, whom I had considered my own { half the world had been changed into stone—only
special responsibility, ever since she had been { that one never sees a statue with a guide book.”
born, when I was ten years old. I had nursed “The truth is, John,” I put in, “Molly is
her as s baby, and had taught her her letters, and ¢ pining for her fellow tourist. She wants some-
when our father lay upon his death bed, tossing | body to stand behind ler, when she looks at a
to and fro, and muttening, in unconscious deliri- { work of art, and add to the clearness of her
um, ‘“ What is to be done with the child? Who ; perception of it, by audible quotations from
will care for the child ?”” T had crept up to him, |  Baedecker’ or ¢ Murray.'”
and taken his hot hand, and said, over and over “That is it,”” said Molly. <1 have not seen
again, “1 will take care of her. I will do my {8 person with a guide book, since I reached
best, father—I, Laura.” And somehow, though | Florence. And—and there’s an aching void.
he could not have understood clearly, and I was %As to the cascine, it is a howling wilderness;
only o child myself, it had seemed to quiet him. % and I know every piece of jewelry on the Ponte

Molly was fourteen when John and I were | Vecchio by heart.”
married, and I may as well admit that she was a ¢ I should think,” commenced John, ¢ that you
queer little soul, and that her whims developed : might derive some consolation, from obscrving
as she grew older. She was piquant and pretty, ; the movements of our friends across the way.
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The advantage of residing, within eight feet of ; to my heart—it was such a young face, and sug-
one’s fellow-citizens, is not to be sneered at. It gested so much of youthful fire, and romance, and
arouses in one’s bosom a friendly interest in hu- } fervor. For the rest, they were significant facts,
man nature, and there certainly is a spice of ex- { that the poor, picturesque young fellow’s attire
citement, in learning exactly what one’s neighbor ! was shabby, and yet that he wore it as if it had
opposite has for dinner, and precisely when he { been the garb of a prince.
performs his matutinal toilet.” It did not surprise me, however, that Molly had
Molly laughed, rose from her chair, went to the ; rather appreciated his personal charm. Even at
window, and looked across the narrow street, as 3 seventeen, she was unlike other girls—less prone
if his words had reminded her of something. to romantic fancies, and more apt to be a little
“By the way,” she said, hesitating, slightly, 5 scornful of sentiment. And apart from this, it
«I wonder who he—who they are.” was 8 theory of mine, that dark people rarely ad-
“He?" gaid I. < They ?” mired dark beauty in others. Molly was sup-
1 mean,” she answered, ¢ the old man and— ; posed to derive her complexion from a legendary
and the young one, who live by themselves, in } Spanish ancestress, being a small, vivid brunette,
that big, queer house opposite.” with the blackest possible eyes and hair.
¢« How do you know they live by themselves P’ She was twisting up her hair, before the look-
added John. ¢A house of that size is generally the ¢ ing-glass, when, one night, a week afterwards, I
Palazzo something or other, and condescends to { went into her room, to tell her of a discovery I
accommodate half-a-dozen families, at least. And ; had made. I am not ashamed to say that I had
by the way, there is another advantage in Italian { been asking questions, and that my questions had
life. What right-minded individual would notg concerned our neighbors across the street. The
live in a ¢ Palazzo,” however dirty, rather than—"’ ¢ fact was, I had fallen into the habit of watching
«How can I help knowing all about them ?” ; their incomings and outgoings, and Alexandro
put in DMolly, rather testily. ¢I have been § and his master—the younger man was evidently
staring in on them, in spite of myself, for the last g the master—had grown upon me.
week. My own room is exactly opposite the old} ¢ Molly,” I said, “T have found out who they
man’s kitchen, and ¥ cannot open my window, ; are, and it is really quite interesting.”
without finding myself regarding his skull-eap I was sorry to remember, afterwards, that the
from some new point of view. As to their din-; hardened child scarcely evinced any intercst at
ners, I see them every day. Doesn’t Alexandro; all, and had the depth and audacity to merely

—his name is Alexandro—drag them up by n.: raise her eyebrows, and pick up a hairpin, as she

cord, tied to a hasket, every time they are brought { replied:
from market ?’ “Isit??
I went and took my stand behind her, that I “Quite !"” T regponded, warming with my sub-

might glance across myself. Eject. “The young one is the last one of a noble
“ And the young one?”’ I asked. family, or at least of his branch of it. And he
“Ah !’ with a half shrug. I dont know so ; is as poor as possihle—has nothing to subsist on,
much of him. He is black, and thin, and -tall, ; but a miserable remnant of land, rented as vine-
and—stares.” ¢ yards. Old Alexandro clings to him for mere af-
Young Italians who were black, and thin, and fection’s sake. He has neither friends, nor
tall, and who also stared, were 8o common an oc- z money, and lives utterly out of the world. His
currence, that I cannot say that I was awakened } name is Amalfi.”
at the time to any particular interest in this one. ) And it was, at this moment—absolutely at this
But from this state of indifference 1 was speedilyi identical moment, that a rose made its appear-
aroused. Scarcely an hour elapsed, before I saw / ance. The night being & warm one, the window
the young man himself, and having seen him, ; was open, and through this window, just as I fin-
oddly enough I was indifferent no longer. 3 ished speaking, some ohject made a swift flight,
,And yet T only caught one glimpse of him. 3 falling at my fect, exhaling a breath of perfume,
But as he passed through the biack, arched en-; and causing me to start backward.
trance, whose iron-bound, studded doors might{ Naturally, I bent down to see what it was.
have belonged o a prison, he turned his head, $ And my feelings may be imagined, when I dis-
and cast a lingering, searching glance at our'; covered it to be a rose—a great, lovely, red rose,
window. ¢ with a slip of paper twisted round its stem.
In a general way, Molly’s deseription was cor-; ¢ Molly !’ said I, picking it up, and speaking
rect. Ile was tall, he was thin, he was dark. § in my sternest voice, ¢ What is this?"
But this was not all.  Somehow his face appenled ;  She pretended to be as coolly ocenpicd with her
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hairpins as ever; but she could not hide from me ;

the little, dusky flush, stealing over her cheek,
and the oddest look in her averted eyes.

¢ Seems to be a rose,” she replied.

I unfolded the slip of paper, and finding some-
thing written upon it—a verse of English, written
in & peculiar Italian hand—proceeded to read it
aloud, slowly, because with some difficulty.

“ A rose there bloomed within a garden old,
A glowing rose, whose petals did enfold
A drop of dew, a trembling drop of light,
A star of dew, beneath the stars of night.
And freshened thus, the red rose grew more sweet,
And sweetened thus the clear dew-star, more meet,
To find, within its guardian’s gloomy breast,
A prison 50 perfumed, so fair a rest.
Ab, Love! Ah, Love! thou bloom’st afar—afar—
‘Thyself the rose, thy soul the dew-drop star.
And thy soul's beauty makes thine own more sweet,
Read thus the rose I fling at thy dear feet.”

‘“Molly,” I said, rather unnecessarily, ¢ this
is poetry !” For, though I scarcely knew why,
the fact of its being poetry seemed to render it
doubly slarming. .

1t is nonsecnse,”’ she answered, with the most
reckless composure.

« Of course, it is nonsense,”’ I returned, ¢ and
most impertinent nonsense. And it is written in
English. What Englishman, or American, do you
know, who would dare to take such a dreadful
foreign liberty, as to throw a rose through your
window—a rose, and verses?”’

““There is an English, and American dentist,
or so,” she replied, ‘“and one or two elderly
ministers who know me, and who are in Florence
this early in the season, but they would hardly—""

Her manner convinced me that she was trifling,
and I interrupted her, somewhat sharply.

¢ You know who has done it,”” I said. I can
see it in your face. I never was so astonished
in my life.”

I walked towards the window, with the inten-
tion of throwing both flower and rhyme into the
street ; but before I had taken many steps, she
stopped me, in something of a hurry.

“If—if you will come back,” she said, «“ I will
tell you all abcut it. I said it was nonsense, and
8o it is. He—I really believe—he does not know
any better.”

Perhaps my curiosity got the better of me.
all events I went back to her.

¢ Who is it ?”’ I demanded.

She flushed up, looking half shy, half obstinate,
and also even a little triumphant.

It is—Amalfi,” she confessed.

“ Amalfi "’ I echoed, and sat down in the near-

At

namely : that in dearth of other entertainment,
she had, at first, amused herself by watching old
Alexandro ; and that in time she had noticed that
young Amalfi appeared to take an extraordinary
and rather embarrassing interest in herself; that
he stood at his window, and stared at her with
great melancholy eyes; that he loitered in the
street below at dusk; that he never passed
through the black doorway, without casting a
backward glance at the house we occupied ; that
one warm, moonlight night, she had been guilty
of the indiscretion of falling asleep at the open
casement ; and that when she awakened, she had
found, lying on her knee, a rose, with a slip or
paper twisted about its stem, and upon it written
a few passionate words of rhyme, signed ¢ Guilio ;”’
and that though she vouchsafed not the slightest
notice, and had kept away from the window for
several days, every night or so, a rose had found
its way to the floor of her room.

““ You should have kept the window olosed,” I
said.

1t was too hot,”’ indifferently.
not- think it of enough consequence.
ridiculous.”

But I could.not help feeling convinced that she
was not as indifferent as she professed to be; that
fast locked in her wilful young heart was the
least possible touch of dangerous interest.

It appeared, too, that she knew the whole
family history, though she did not tell me how
she had learned it, merely saying that she had
¢« picked it up.”

It was an old story, the usual story of lost
grandeur, and squandered wealth, of the reckless
folly of generation after generation. But the
last Amalfi, the young man's father, had been
worse than the rest. He had married the daughter
of a weak-headed, scheming, American woman or
wealth, and having wasied her fortune, had broken
her heart. From his mother the boy had learned
English and honesty. Her life had saddened his
own and purified it. .

“He hag lived in that queer desolate way, ever
; since his father’s death,” said Molly. ¢ He is
éproud and romantic, and will not make debts.
People are rather inclined to think him a sim-
pleton—I mean people of his own class. They
say it is possible that he will have money, some
day, from some rich American reclatives of his
nother; and that it would be no harm to spend
part of it beforeband.”

¢ QOh, dear!” I exclaimed. ¢ Poor boy! poor

«“And T did
It is too

NUNDOVOUN

gboy " and I looked at the rose, and its accom-
$ panying verse, quite pityingly.

g Molly gave them a quecr, little, side glance.

i “Ie doesn’t mean any harm by that,” she re-

est chair, to stare at her in blank amazement.
Then she related to me the whole story, the
absurdly romantic facts of which are as follows,
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marked. ¢ Of course he can’t know much of the
world, and—and he has sentimental notions.”

I tried to shake my head disapprovingly, but
when I thought of the poor foolish fellow’s lone-
liness and poverty, my heart failed me. After
ell he could not have meant any harm, and
2iolly’s glowing, dark-eyed young face, and slen-
der figure, seen across the street, might have
proved something of a temptation, even to one
wore fortunate and discreet.

“Though really,” I faltered, ‘“you know,
Molly, it ought not to occur ugain.”

But she only shrugged her shoulders.

“1 will close the windows, if you like,”
said. ¢ J don’t care.”

Perhaps she did not. At least, I discovered,
that, from that time, the windows were left closed

she

¢ half starve themselves. Black bread and thin
! wine do not form the most nourishing diet.”
Carrying this information to Molly, I found it
made a deeper impression upon her than I had
{ expected. She Jooked startled and disturbed, at
 the time, and I observed that she was unusually
silent and absent-minded, all the rest of the day.
1 did not see Amalfi for a couple of weeks, and
when he appearcd at the window again, his face
wore a blanched look, and his beautiful eyes ap-
peared larger and more sombre than ever. He
was so far changed, indeed, that I could not help
being filled with pity, and wished that I might
have dispensed with ceremony, and have run over
to give him a little sensible nursing, as his own
mother might have done, if she had been alive.
1t was the same week that John brought us

rigorously ; and in the course of a day or so, I { news of the f2tes, which were going to take place;
saw, one morning early, that a rose lay dying on { a series of festivities, cclebrating something of
the pavement below—flung across in the dark ! vast importance, which was rather incomprehen-

perhaps, and so having only struck the casement
had fallen.
and the sight of Amalfi’s saddened eyes, the same
day, smote me with a pang of self-reproach.

But Molly kept her own counsel bravely. She
rerined discreetly silent upon the subject, and
25 Florence began to fill for the winter, she found
shundance of amusement, and could afford to ig-
nore Alexandro and his master. But it was very
rlain to my watchful eyes that she herself was
not forgotten. The melancholy young face ap-
ycaled to me every day, and grew in time so much
rore melancholy that I was even weak enough,
now and then, to feel quite angry with Molly, in
secret, for her indifference. From omne source
and another, I heard the story she had told me

corroborated. The poor fellow was the soul of

honor; and innocent and chivalrous to Quixotism.
His handsome face, and old name, might have
won him questionable good fortune, by securing a
wealthy bride, if he had chosen to use them; but
the idea secemed never to have occurred to him.

“He might make a good marriage,” said an
excellent worldling to me once. ¢ There are
English and Americans enough, heaven knows,
who would be willing to give him their money for
his title. They don’t often make such harmless
exchanges. Some of them will take anybody. ¢
But he lives like a young recluse, which is
scarcely wisdom.”

It was the same excellent worldling, who men-
tioned to me, suhsequently, that Amalfi was ill.

“My man, Guiseppe,” she said, “heard it

3sible to ourselves, and yet quite satisfactory, as
It disappeared shortly afterwards, { the climax was to be a great illumination, won-

drous to behold.

I shall not easily forget Molly, as she appeared,
when she came into my room, the night upon
which this illumination took place.

She wore an untrimmed dress of black, but
she had heen geized with a whim for copying an
Italian fashion, and had added silver ornaments,
and pins, high silver comb, and a long veil of soft
black lace.

She was in a queer mood, too, and made a queer
remark, as she stood before the mirror, clasping

1 feel as if something was going to happen,”
she said, and she even shivered a little, though
the next minute she laughed, and added, ¢ Though
I think I am scarcely the kind of person things
generally happen to.”

She was so abstracted, that I remember she did
not utter another word, until the sight of the
tower of the palazzo Vecchio, suddenly dazzling
our eyes with the brilliant tremor of its hundreds
of tiny, star-like lamps, forced an exclamation of

5 delight from her. It had become a tower of ala-
g baster, set with jewels, glittering and glimmering
§h1gh in the dark, blue vault above. The steady
! glare of modern gas became unmeaning and
cnmmonpln.ce by contrast with these fairy points
{ of light, The streets from which the illuminations
could best be seen were crowded to excess. Pass-
ing through the Loggin, we found the Lung Arno
8 positive ¢ jam’’ of festive Italians, and ecstatic

g oue of the silver pins, which looped her veil.

from Luigi, next door, who had it from old { foreigners, exclaiming, laughing, and elbowing
Alexandro, in the market, as he was buying a ¢ f good naturedly. The indiscreet few, who had
small piece of kid to make hroth of. The fact évenmred forth in carriages, were at a completo
is,” with o pitying shrug, it is my belief they : standstill, end progress upon foot was so slow

~
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that, after half an hour’s crowding with the rest, ; received permission to. absent themselves, and

John stopped short.

« It is useless to waste time, while the lamps
are at their best,”’ he said. ¢ Let us turn back,
and go to the Piazzale Michael Angelo. From
there we can see everything to perfeotion. We
might have thought of that at the outset.”

Accordingly we made our way back, as best
we could, and until we reached the Piazzale,
breathed freely emough. Once there, however,
we found a crowd again, though a stationary
one, which had reached its destination, and was
enjoying itself.

And there it was that, in the height of our
pleasure, we arrived at the catastrophe of the
evening, or what appeared at the time so like
one. There, in short, we suddenly, unaccount-

that there would remain no refuge for her, but
the black staircase, or entrance.

But she did not reach even these refuges as
readily as she had hoped. As she entered the
narrow, passage-like thoroughfare, leading to ti.c
street upon which we lived, she ran almost into the
arms of a group of roysterers, whose drunken
songs had startled her before she saw them ; and
in a second found herself imprisoned, in the rough
grasp of the most boisterous of the group.

«“Ha!” he shouted. < What pretty night bird
have we here? One does not often find birds of
this feather far from the nest alone. Pestilenza!
not so fiercely, my beauty! All this lace hides
your face.”

Spirited and daring as Molly was, she must

ably, and in the most extraordinary manner, ; have been terribly frightened, as she stood in

lost Molly. How it occurred, none of us could
tell, not even Molly herself. At one moment we
seemed to be standing together, looking out
towards Fiesole, at the lights flickering on the
hills; and then there was a movemsent of the
crowd about us, and Molly was gone !

The trouble was that John and myself did

their midst, o helpless girl, utterly alone, with
the dark faces made fierce, or foolish, by wine.
But she lifted her head, and met their glances,
with flashing eyes, speaking passionately in
Italian.

“Let me go!
Releage me!”

You shall repent touching me,
And then she raised her voice,

not make the discovery till after & moment or: in an indignant, desperate ery of ¢ Help! help !”

two. We had even unconsciously moved a few
yards, before we found that the child was not

Who her preserver was, she had no shadow of
an idea at the time. She only knew that a slight

with us; and by that time the mischief was done. } figure darted round the corner, and sprang upon

“When I turned away from the lights to speak ;

”

to you,
peared, and of course I looked everywhere, but
in the right direction; amd darted after half a
dozen people I fancied like you, only to find my-
gelf mistaken, when I reached them. Afraid?”’
in reply to my query. «I felt too ridiculous to
be afraid—rambling about in the lace mantilla,
and so plainly belonging to nobody.” :

Certainly she had been the least alarmed of the
party. Finding herself really adrift, she simply
turned to go home. )

She had a long walk before her, but she seemed
to have had no thought of encountering any more
unpleasant experience, than that of being stared
at by the people she passed, to whom her pretty
face and costume must naturally have looked odd,
as she traversed the crowded thoroughfare alone.
It was when she left the crowd behind, and
found herself in the narrow, desolated streets,
that her first sensation of actual fear seized upon
her; for, as she turned into one of them, she
discovered that she was followed, though at some
distance, by the figure of & man. Then she con-
fessed she began to feel some qualms of uneasi-
ness, the more especially as she remembered that,
if we had not reached home before her, she had
no means of ingress, that even-the servants had

her tormentors, creating such a panic among

she said, afterwards, “ you had disap- them, that they scattered themselves instanta-

neously, not waiting to discover the source of
their alarm.

“Then—"" as she told us in her description of
the night’s experience, ‘“then, I suppose I fainted.
At least, something happened to me, which never
happened before. T began to feel dizzy, and sick,
all at onoce—and that was the end of it.”

When she recovered, she was lying upon a
couch, in a strange, lofty room, dimly lighted
by a solitary, antique lamp, and over her bent—
Amalfi.

¢ Signorina,”’ he said, ¢ do not move, I entreat
you.”

But she sat up nevertheless, looking, I am con-
vinced, like a little ghost, and feeling more awk-
ward than she had ever felt in her life before.
Certainly, it was embarrassing, to be brought
thus face to face with an adorer, who had had the
simplicity to write impassioned rhymes, and
make sentimental offerings, without having first
earned the conventional sanction of society.

And having moved back a pace or two, there
he stood, gazing at her, with pathetic, appealing
eyes, and looking as pale as she did herself.

“Why did you bring me here '’ she asked, at
length. ¢ Where am I?”
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¢ There was no one at home, in the Signorinn's i “Ah!” he cned “ lou know ! you know!
apartments,” he answered, gently, ‘‘at least, I | You know why 1 have suffered, why I have been
could make no one hear; and I was alarmed for ! content to be your shadow—unecen, unthought
her safety.” of—consoled but to be near you. The rose

Then Miss Molly blushed impatiently. ffell into the darkness of the street, and dicd;

“The idea,”” was her subsequent comment, (but you eould not shut out my heart. It lily
“of his having dragged me up two flights of |  beneuth your feet. I had no hope, but Love can-
stairs. It was enough to make any one uncom- {not die !’

fortanle.” ; Heaven knows what followed! But here it

But at the time she assumed a most stately de- | must surely have been, that Molly, who was but
meanor. i child after all, was stirred by the innocent fire
“1 have a great deal to thank you for,"” she { of his words, to the emotion which was in the
said, *“and so have my friends. You rescued me ! end to seal her fate. At this juncture of her
from a very unpleasant position.” § story, it has been her habit to pause, and draw a
His iuce gained color and light from his emo- { little breath, quivering and soft, and then for a

tion. { moment to sit silent. And inquisitive though I

“Tt is I who must thank fate, who bestowed % may be, it is not I who have ever yet broken in
upon me such happiness—"" he began, and then { upon her tender memories by a questjon.
stopped short, as if remembering that he must { It must all have happened very suddenly, or
control himself. have been over very soon, for it cannot have
I have nover been quite sure that Miss Molly { been many minutes later, that I rushed up
has recounted to me the events of this interview ‘t.he dark staircase, followed by Alexandro and
fairly, and with exactness; in fact I have fancied | J ohn, and broke in upon them, breathless and
that I have discovered in her a disposition to ¢ alarmed.
touch lightly upon some points, as being scarcely ¢ Molly! Molly, child !’ I cried.
worthy of mention, and to enlarge upon such as 5 But she turned towards me, almost as if she
tended to prove that she herself had retained her { had forgotten all cause for fenr—her face pale,
presence of mind, and held her own most incred- | and yet glowing in an odd fashion, fairly trans-
ibly throughout. figured. As for Amalfi, he was pale also, anl
In what manner she explained her adventures E looked like a man walking in 8 wondreus dream.
to her companion, I do not know, or how the next { It scarcely seemed a time for explanations. Their
quarter of an hour sped—during which time it { very looks startled us into a recognition of the
appeared old Alexandro was stationed at the % existence of some amazing facts. As we parted
door-way, awaiting the appearance of John and ; at the door, Amalfi said to John.
myself. Assuredly, however, wonderful progress ¢ To-morrow, Signor, I will come to you.”
must have been made, when one considers, that, In ten minutes I had Molly shut up in her
before twenty-five minutes had elapsed, the noble { room, and my excitement burst forth.
writer of tender sonnets had reached a point of § ¢ What have you done?”’ I exclaimed. ¢ What
actual confession, %stnnge thing has happened? Child, what ails
¢ Signorina,” he faltered, ‘‘the figure which { you?”
followed you was—was mine, I had been near % She answered me falteringly. She was trem-
%
.

you from the first. I have been thus guilty before. ¢ bling still, and her eyes were wet, but she did
I—at times it has been my consolation to be near { not seem in the least frightened or ashamed.
you, when I have been unhappy and—hopeless.” «T don't know what I have done, quite,”” she
In their soft moods, the eyes, with which we ! answered. ¢ It—it was he who did it, I think.
credited the Spanish ancestress, were very liquid | I have only—only said that I would not—send
and ensnaring indeed ; when Molly raised them | him away.”
suddenly and a little timidly, I have seen them And surely enough, the next morning he pre-
quite indescribable. And I have an idea that, at ¢ sented himself to John, and made the most naive,
this moment, she must have been startled into ; clean breast of everything, from first to last, and
looking at young Amalfi, as I have seen her look ¢ really appeared even to advantage, notwithstand-
Jjust once or twice in her life. For he made no | ing the unprecedented state of affairs. But it was
further attempt at calmness and discretion; he { not until he had driven John and myself nearly
came to her, and flung himself upon his knee at ; to our wit’s ends, in our character of practical
her side, and took—not her hand, but a corner é people, that it occurred to him to mention, as an
of the mantilla she wore, and raised it to his e unimportant fact, that he had something to offer,
passionate lips. { and depend upon, apart from the grand guileless
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passion, which so absorbed him, and overshad-
owed all else.

« Happiness and fortune are both bestowed
upon me at once,” he said, in his soft, grave
voice. ‘1 have been poor and desolate, but of
late—only within the last week have 1 known it
—I am a rich man. From a relative of my
mother it has come, and it is wealth enough to
restore to my house all the ancient splendor, of

which I have known nothing. But without the
gift for which I plead—ah, Signor—"’

And so the end was that, in course of time,
our Molly became a noble lady, positively an
Ilustrissima. Even John and I gained a little
flavor of stately grandeur, from our relationship
to the bappy, and always adored young person,
who united her fortunes with those of *“Our
Nrzigasor OPPoSITE.”

THE FAIRY’'S WORK.

BY BEBRIC JAYNE.

THE stars shone pale at even,
At moonlight’s silvery dawn,

And in the midnight watches,
The fairies filled the lawn,

Up in a Indy’s window,
There was a gleam of light;
A white face vainly gazing
Into the dusky night.

She leaned against the casement,
With mutely praying lips;

The fairies, sorrow-stricken,
They left their honey sipe.

Forgot the pansy's wine cap,
The rose's nectar sweet ;

Nor danced more in the shadows,
But stopped their tiny foet.

She listless leaned unmoving,
Her yollow waves of hair

Swept to the pensive vi'lets,
Lowly up-gazing there.

Then rose the queen of fairies,
With prince and duke and earl,
Stole to the wall and softly,
She kissed a pendant curl.

She kissed {t deftly, lightly,
And straight a pliant stair

‘Was woven by swift magic,
Of the strands of silky hair.

She called hér 161, the elf-king;
He helped her up to climbh,

And as she kissed the watcher,
He hummed a tender rhyme.

As soft the languid eye-lids
She touched—tho maiden smiled,
Her fair head drooped ; and slumber
The doubts of day beguiled.

Dreams soothed her jealous angufsh,
Tho morn brought light and bliss;
Her lover proved him worthy,
And sealed it with a kiss.

8o wedding bells rang gaily,
A bride both true and fair;
The years have found no tangle,
‘Where rose the fairy stair.

The stars oft pale at even,
Yet bright may glow the dawn;
Though alt the laughing elf-folk
Have fled from grove and lawn!

OH!

DOUBTING HEARTS.

BY NINA LEIGH KENT.

On, weary, doubting hearts, bowed down with care,
‘Whose burden seemeth more than life can bear,
‘Whose feet along life’s dusty, rough highway,
Aching and weary, still must journey on,
Q’er the sharp rocks that lay
Scattered along the way,
Through the dark night, and in the misty morn!

Oh, toilers by the way!
Oh, gleaners in the harvest ficld of life,
Whose hearts are weary with the tofl and strife,

The heat and conflict of each passing day;
‘Who glean like Ruth, from dewy morn till eve,
While hot tears fall upon each golden sheave,
Mourning like her, o’er loved ones early dend ;

‘While in strange lands and ways,

Far from the joys and griefs of early days,
Fax from the loved one’s tomb, thy weary feet are led.

Oh, weary hearts, hearts weary of the world,
And all its empty pageantry and show,
For whom the brightaess of the morn unfurled;
The glare of noonday, and the bright, warm glow
Of summer evenings and of sunny skies,
Bring only vain regrets, consuming sighs.

Oh, sad hearts, all look up!

Above the darkest clouds the warm sun shines,
And deepest hidden in tho dark, cold earth,

‘Are richest mines.
Low at-His mercy-seat thy wounded spirit bring,
Close to His cross, in faith and trust still cling.

80 shall thy soul have sweetesat rest at last,
Nor longer sigh o'er all the bitter pasi,

Nor longer for Lethean waters sigh,

With passions maddened and despairing cry;
But still content to do His holy will,

Bid thy wild longing cease, thy heart be still.



