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Raturday, May 19, 1000

A REGENT

.

At tive o'clock of an afrerucon in May
the ol house Hung its shadow across
the routl 10 the meadow heyond.

There wns the picturesqueness of
vokt propariion, deeay and delapida-
tion about the place.-.

Treen of heaven thruast their bran-
echen Aagainst the windows and ander
ihe enven. The strip of gruss lost its
green in the highway, 'Uhere was no
fenee, hut a short puved walk horder-
el with hox bushes terminated in a
gate, 'Those an either sitle were of
unusual height ; un are I\ had been cut
thrangh ‘them.

Two yonng women an o buckboard
stopped in the shadow,

*“OnL, ol '™ snid one, “the denr old

pl 1 I don’t Delieve there is a
square ineh of paiant en it. 1t is an
enchanted spot.”

“Wickedly  enchanted.  Took at

these puthyildings,

wonkl level the lot”
Lur they arve such an exquisite
gray. You might paint them all with
a wiush of lampblack, a Jittle blue in
the half-tones aad just a truce of yel-
lyw where the lights are strongest.”

4 shouliin't paint them : hut Toean
thing with satic{action of a cvoat of
whitewash outside amd jn"

“Have the mark !”

“And those fields. They waon't get
¢nough off them to keep a swooden
borse through the winter. They won't
get anything but broomsedpge,”’

“There isn’t anything in the world
a5 lovely an broomsedpe, eapecially in
tictoher, when it begins to burst out
alf up the stalks Itke muke-believe
thisties. DBefore sunset 1've seen the
brown blades turn to a tawny pink
and the down plisten like silver, It
is Weuntiful”

“A enmi stobhle of a recond growth
of cluver would be much more grati-
fying. Shall we po on 7 .

“WWait a little while. 1I'm going to
et Juwn anst Jook through the arch.”

“Why ¥ When yon ean see under
amf over and all aronnd it from here,”

Elten sprang te the ground.

“Call for e as you come back,”
Ehie waied,
© 8he searerly expectind the buckhoarnd
1o go on. What if there should be
dops or cows ?

There wan the seound of n key in
the loek and the door swung back.
A stream ol yellow light run over the
shudaw nmd a woman eame out with
3 wiatering-can in her hand, She was
small amd ol i her keen eyes were
sunken bencath the prowinent arch
of heér brow.

UWouTt you come in U shie eallel.

Ellen helil out ber hands and struelk
A= she seklom failed to do with
stradrers, the Kevhote of favour.

“Maur house js Beantiful, T wanted
to see it vloser, You Jde not mind, da
you

A puff of wind

e sure T odon't,”t said the mis-
tress o “eome in amd look arouud as
mucrh s vou like,™

Eillem  followerd her inta the hnll.
She saw through the door at the fur
el oo rard and the inevitalie
vuthuildings poing ro decay.

Mps. Rinil upened the windows in
one af The darkensd roams,

it flown, You must be tieed, I
reckon vou didn't walk  frowm mo-
whe

A | nve ant from tewn, B T
never been wa this roml before. Ay

nune iy Klen Cheritree,™
Any rvelation ta  the
acraxs the country about

“I'monfraid noed™

She was vegurding the
eritically,’ Not  antique,
viﬂn!l\ ufl! Tashioned,

-y il My Ruil "this is a gool
ull pluee. T think so; a bordly owrhl
{0 whweut ‘her home,  But it ain’t what
it ance wiad, [ eome here g brifs,
fertysseven years next Christonw, sn’
owas twenty-three on iny woedding-
day. Before (e war”- her  cheek
Hoxhied and her eyes brightened with
the proml  recotlection—*child, yoau
aupht o n-seen 1hin place then, My
huslonil awmed theee thomsand acres
right around here, o’ we had ninety.
weven eolowred prople, 1 bardl ten my-
self when we were warried. The
ploee s prone down, It tukes money
1o keep it upe 'The Luud's poor, too,
anel  fertiliver'™s denr.  Cropw  dan't
ampunt to nothiog, thouph T den's
meun Lo eaxt refleciions on Franein,
Frivvie mabes consblerable truckin’,

Choritrees
teg miley™

Turnivmes
bt sufli.

ks d

IN ARCADY.

By 8. LElgar lenct,

bt Franeis'll never be the furwer bis
futher wax before him.”

A voive from without called loudly:

“Annt Kitty! Aunt Kitty! LDan’t
you think that ealf’s gone an’ got out
again

Mrs Rail ran down the hall.

“1 da think in my heart,” she sail
by way of apology.

Ellen followed. Over one of the
sunny meadows, onkie-deen with itn
straguling grass, a black calf darted,
purstued Ly a girl. Rshe and Mrs Hail
Hung thei s Above thelr heads
and shoutell unintellgible things ta
the caif. Ellen caught her frock over
her arm and ran with the others.
I'he calf, having perhaps a poor epin-
joun of her ability, kepi neatr her. She
geived the rope anild held him fast. |

A man with 8 hoe over his vhoulder
eame down the stable road and
yonsed in surprire. Jle leaped the
ftence when he beenme aware of the
two women hurrying over the fieid.

Ellen heid out her smarting hands.
Aerors the palns the rope:had drawn
a faini line of blood. Her eyes filled
with tears.

“Confound the calf!™ Mld the man.

" He would probabiy have taughed if
Turah had been so babyish.

‘Mrs Habl came up with Turah..

“La! Frawcis,” she said, “that caif'l]
be the death o' me. If this is what
comes o havin' blooded stock .career-
in' over the fields three an'. four
fimes a day, the old red an’ white
Kind's good enough for me. At my
age, too! My son Francis, Miss Ellen
Lleribree—she ain't mo kin to the
Cheritrees acr the country. Fran-
eis—an' Iarah. : e

Tinruh looked at Ellen and wisher
the hurt wmight have been across her
own bropd palms. SHe and Francis,
with thejr fine, strong: hodies, thanght
the frail, pale atuve With - the
expressiol of tragic psin upou’ her
fuce  beesnse  she had  chafed  her
hands, a pitiful sight.

“(Come in the house an’ T'H put
some lily an’ whisky on i1, sabd Ales
Rail; “lily an' whisky's granfd  for
hurts. You won't know anything's
wrong with your poor little hands
to-tnorrow,”

When the buckboard stapped at the
gate evervhody was sorry to see it.
Turah had hastened tea, and they had
heen mery over curds and eream aml
Biscuir and feait, and Ellen Had eon-
eluded nn arrangement whereby she
was to see more of her new acquaini-
ances, :

-"l won't he the lenst tronble in the
world,” she said. "I can pger up very
early, 1 don't mind naving breakfast
ut seven, only L shadl have io be ealled
at six, Al 1 ean live on bread and
milk. It is so good of you to let me
come,”

They tollowed her
noarch  and

Nl

down .tg the
watched: her  drive

l'lh-nx mild elivited
slight response.

"I wish yon had come, Henrietta
’Tho_\' re the slmp]ewr best creatures;
s Lilmd, s ——=

“Aprecuble ™’ :

“More, 1t was like living in an-
othey age. They made me feel arti-
tivial, T felt ashamed of everything
I had done to place me 80 far away
from nature.”

ruapsadics

“They sutd all  sorls of  pretty
things2"
“Ouly Kind thing= that came di-

veelly feom - the heart”

"llu\\ maany of these porigons are
there

o ]ll.'r-l-."

Al women?™

*A won, The girl has rthe strongess,
Best. fave, Not beaatiful, but gowl.
I think it weuid be a lweneit to share
their hoine for a while. One vould
not help bhut have wider sy mpuﬂlle'
aned w Jarger vnmpwhunmuu of Jife"

Henrietta Inoked down  from
Fuperior height. Lo

"Whnt nonseuxe now, Ellen? This
I an old foe with n oew Tace. T bave
heanl something like 1t hefore.'

her

Three weeks  later Henvietta st
Dew) received n hulky mail,

"My own dearest Henvietta,” wrote
Ellen, 1 om in  Arcadin, Altruria,
Utopia., Leitera nre never written
from these pliees, My own is  the
firel on record. T oo livingr nt that

exquisite old house ou the Franklin
Howtbt. You remember the evewing
we went ont an the boekbonrd?
muy G well eonfesd 1 am n summer

‘queen?
Jfond of it.

cthat we pighe
_Franvis asked me please not to. I
.huve "tucked up the

brayi

on ‘the violin.
_'unfortlll\d!e ‘seientist!
_ter hos spoiled andl erippled his inter-
© pretation of patheho Legro melodies

bcmrdel;, but they do not allow- this
PoLwne. 0 wbbreie itswl! upos gne. |
am oiwe of them—a friend aml sister

tu Fruueis and Turab, avd o8 much a - |

nivee to Aunt Kitty us 'l'urab pepgelf.
1o not be shoeked, These are not
LODUBGH  Pe0Dle, bot pimple-minded,
-plutn in che sweelest, best sensg of
the wond. 1 have learned to do
things evounected with housckeeping,
and love my tasks, There is poetry
ubout thew if one bas vision L0 per-
erive it, upon tiwe principle ol sune
bymn 1 huve seen somewhere, “\ho
sweeDs a room as for Thy laws, Makes
thot nnd the action fine,” Maybe the
quotation s not eorrect, but you have
my meaning. I take entire churge
ot the dairy—the coolest, dimmest
place, with roses blooming over the
windows and a atream of water run-
ning all ronmd three sides and gray
milk crocke with blue clover leaves
on them in it. 1 make butter every
day in a tall ehurn, and print it in
little puts with acorns nnd wheat,

-and Francis says my buotter always

bLrings five ¢enis more than any other
buttexr i the market. I really am
of nse to them. 1 should be satiefied
to make butter all ‘my life. It re-
minds me of the poor French queea
and her dairy. Wasn't it the French
I am not surprised she was
1 wanted to have mome
calico frocks made like Turah's, so
look more alike, but

skirt of those
three Chamhrays, and taken the lace
and ribbon off the walsts, And T have
some little frilled aprons with bibs
that fasten behind and some frilled
cuffs to turn back over my elbows
\.\hene\er it is uecessory to roll up
and it always is in mak-
ing’ lmttpr—xm that T think the Cham-
are more beconung than they
first. We breakfast at six

were at

.o'clock on a poreh that is covered with

a cimbing rose und a4 jasmine., We

 have tea sﬂ\ed "down by the spung

Life svems one delightful pmmc—-lr
it were not for its sweet seriousness.
We have sie, too. Fraucis plays
Notl to snit you, poor
No music mas-

and old-fashioned airs. I " thanght
Iast mght I bad never “heard any-
thing ®o beantiful. 'lhe - moonlight

seemed gathered in the ‘tops of ‘The
trees.  All-was breathlessly still, ‘aml
the only living thing in_tlre world
wat the voive of the violln. Was it liv-
ing after al!? I have a theory that the
violin enshrines a soul which speaks
at the vielinixt's will. AJl violinists
hare oceult powers. We fre euntively
aloue.  There are no neighbours (o
distm‘b us. . Sometimes we go in 8
farm cart to a litile meeting house
in the Woods. The men sit on one
sirle wd the women on the other, and
the women kiss each other nfter the
service,, 1t's very futeresting. . 1 want
io tell suu abont—ubut, oh, dear ! it's
milking time. The cows—seven of
1lheny, counting the heifers—have cole
up to the bars. I hear them. 1 huve
lenrnen to ik, and have lhe cutest
little 1hree-legged milking stoel. Who
wils the writer who suid no one lived
trnly unless he Hyed near, to Nature’ i
Deart ? Is the dear mother better 7
L.(nlu.w me, alwuys your own devoted
: ELLEN.

P.8,—You know kew I hate post-
seripts, my denr Henvietta, but I have
just come upstairs and want to ndd a
few lines to tell you ahout Franeis.
Francis and Turah are engaged to be
married, aml are very devoted to
eaell other. Turah is, I'm sure, E

_have the confilence of both. Francis

Thas n hivh stundard which he wishes
Tarah to reach, aud be tells me just
where she fails to realisé his expee-
tations. ¥Francvis is ‘Corah’s standard,
Rlhe does mot want him  changed,
whicih is an it should Le. You kunow
1 hiave always held a wife should re-
verence her husband, and, above all
things, nvoid a ceritical spirit. Have
heard nethisg from Nriaw. Huve you 7
No doubt he ik as J wmu, in some
chnriied kpot where letters are un-
known or forgotten. Yours, E™

MHenrietta's presence, when she stop-
eat 01 Honey Path on her way (o the
White Hutphur, was like a shower of
rain upon a merry-making.

Ter positive individuntity, which she
never took the trouble to soften, made
an wmfavournble impression. Tureh
war awkwnrd, Francin no Florizel,
and the printe mover in the protrocted
furve n ruther mature youmng womnli
in shnrt wkirta nud  frilled aprons,
striking nlﬂhulﬂl over an old- fmq?uml-
el churn.

Three doye of Arendia were rufvient
for ev. Hy the light of a candle she
packed her travelling bag,

_don’t

Fllen rat 'hv the window and lookul
ant into” the night.

it had rained awd the leaves were
dripping. The ruys from the edndle
made & nimbus 0 the heavy air,

Now and then the wind shook (déwn
a shower of raindropa.  ¥len thought
how well she had heard the sound
Imitated by Senard’s orchestra.

Bhe looked like A creature from
opera boufle, or a model for o Wattean
fun. She leaned her head upon: bér
arm aud sighed. Henrietia was mak-
ing berself disagreeavle— a rink ovedy
one ran wha stated faoets to Mas
Cheritree.

“You arve very unkind, llpnrw’lm *r
slie waid,

“I wish I might be unkind to some
purpose. 1t is you who are unkind.
You are amusing rourself at the “ex-
pense of thepe goond peo:)h' for they
are good people, ko unsuspicious they
have no idea you ure playing wnh
them, and a

"I like thewm heartily. Tt is no‘ex-
apreration to say T love them."

“For how long 7" AR

“1 shall never forget them.” "' -}

“Tiy Christmas yon will have for
gotien their names. Tlesides. you can=
not help hut see the girl is miserabie,”

“Turah sn’t freating me properiy,’”
said Ellen plaintively. “She no longer
shows me the confidence I have a
right to expect. I have not chonged
toward Turah”

“Aud Francis >—though T think AMr,
Rail would be more appropriate”

“I have done my best to be a hmtel‘
to Francis"

*oAand wrah objects
reasonable girl. Twrah”

Eilen crimped the fold of ]u-r ]\Ql‘-
chief,

You must know how h\nmll. ing it
is for nie 1o wmake suceh an admission 3

Very i

but, Tural is, or faucies she s,
Jjealans.™ . .

“I should say she has abundant
cause. I myzelf saw Franeis with

his arm aveuud your waist.,”

“He looks upon me as o sister.”

“Aand it was probably in an excess
of brotberiy affection that he kissed
the palm of your hands yesterday.
My dear ¥len, you, fmget 1 lm\e
brothers of my own.'

“You ]‘eep your luutl:en at su(h a
tlistance,”

. Hearietta tightened the straps of
her hag.

“We get on preity well. No doubt
¥ou have told this dear new brmher
alout Brian 7

“They are not interested in my pri=
vate aff"urs auad I never bLove people
by tnlkmp; about myseif. You wish
to insinuate rthat I have been guilty
of a vulgar flirtation.”

“Is 1here any other sort »” : '

“Yon koo, tag, my opinioh of a
flirtatious woman, The Liver Jordun
could et wash  her clean. Ugh}
when you thinlk of them, those women
are absolutely nasty.”
¥ou have net told him of

“¥ou bave actedl vilely 10 him and
his doting old mother, and "treach-
erously to the girl™ .

Ellen erept into bed and cried. Onea
she rajsed her head from ller pi]low
to sax :

“ I hope you will noat atentlon Thése
absurd suxpicions to Brian.”

Henrietta replied at ‘some length
with the uneouscigus wse of o glamg
exprossion g

*VWhat do you ftake me for ?
wouldn™t believe the iruth
it. I Jiaven't
muaster episode.,”

Turall war gulhering l)(-\'m! in the
garden. Tt was o misty morning in
September. Dew lav over the vines
and marked the sp? [h-'rs w n-bs .mmm.:
the weeds,

It was u veliet to Turah tu be \\'heru
she need not straggle to hide her
wretehed fevlivgu—where she way not
compellsl o’ listen to Eliens light
waords and lunglhiter,

YWhat wnx she in (muparlsuu with
Ellen ? dhe waid: “I don't cave; I
want Bim if lhe wauls Ililen,
Let him take Ellen.”

®he fell to thfnking whn? <he wou'h]
do when they were married. She sup-
posed  Bllen would  tuke her place
entively. wonld look after the poultry
and the housckeeping, except whab
Anut Kitty still elung to.

‘There wauld e po room for

“Turuh ! O, Turah!™
ed. " Where are you ?
to Lelp youl

Taral hurtied down the row mmd
poured the Leanx inle a hasket,

"1 rechion 1 got enongh,” =he aaid §
“teskien it'n nll wet In there. Look
at my skirts" .

Brian
if he maw
forgoiten the mnsic

hev,
Kllen calls
T Linve come



