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beire careful

be careful ye whose wedded heartsohearts
aroarc loviniovinlovinglyklykiy united f

dobo heedful lest an enemy
steal on you uninvited M

A little wily serpent form
luring poses

or coming inm a different guise
A thorn among the roses

dobe careful yo whose marriage bellsbella
now merrily aroare ringing r

debe heedful of thothe bitter word
the answer keenheen and stinging

the sharp retort the angry eyeeyes

its vivid lightning flashing
the rock on which soBO many hopes

aroare dallydaliy hourly shingi
bearbean and forbear the only way
to tread lifes path together

then come and welcome shining sunsud
or come dark cloudy weather

two loving hearts dissolved in oneoney

that cannot live asunder
have put loves golden armor on

oh world look on and wonder

let it pass
bobe nonott swift to take defenseoffensejoffenseenbe

letlot it passi
anger is a foe to sense

1 let it nassi
f let it passi

brood not darkly oer a wrongwrongs
which will disappear ere long

this cheery song
let it passi
let iiit passipasal

IT for good youve taken illiii
let it pass

ohl be kind and gentle still
let it passi

time at last makes all things straight
let us not resentresents but wait
and our triumph shall bobe great

let it fasslpass
let it pass

nommancommas

BASHbashfulrijkFIJI

tell me bashful boots iiifil said how
far is it to whitby

aleathPleath thir my name ithna
booth answered the child ithmary 11

I1 waswag just eighteen and after havinhaving9
taken my degree in the time honored
university of pennsylvania was mak-
ing a pedestrian tour through the
eastern counties of my native state
for several hours I1 had been traversing
a wild wooden region that the inhabitinhabit-
ants called the forest and which
stretches for nearly thirty miles from
the northeastnortheast to the southwest back to the
blue ridgebidge between whitby and hei-
delberg it was a primitive picturesque
district with small farms scattered
through the valleys while the hills on
either side were densely clothed with
the original forest trees there werewore so
many little lateral valleys and so many
crossroadscross roads that at last I1 began to fear I1
had lost my way

suddenly there rose before me over
the crest of a low hill the chimney and
roof of a timeworntime worn stone farmhousefarm house
the fences were moss grown the
woods around were bushy and wild
rush grasses grew inin theithe meadows anand
the whole air was fragano with the scent
of water flowers that bloomed in the
little brook near bby A scientifictiel tifl
aagriculturist would kavehave turned from
thotee seaneseenescene in disgust but a poet or
painterpaintenainger wouldwould have been charmed by itRthee tangled luxuriant growth carried
the imagination back for a century to
the landscapes that fielding described
and Ganesborough paintedaisted

crossing the nixfixfiefe between me and
the house and advancing inin my direc-
tion was a little girl she wore an old
sun bonnet and loose sack and carried
an earthenware pitcher in her hand
yet in spite of these comparatively
coarse accessories there was a bright
intelligent look in her eyes and an air al-
most of refinement in her face obser-
vingvin a stranstrangerer she stopped shyly with
herer finger ingherin her mouth it was then I1
addressed her

we soon managed to get quite well
acquainted whitby she told me was
just over the mountain not more than

an hours walk she lived with her
maternal uncle who owned the farm-
house which had been her grandfathers
and her great grandgrandfathersfathers before
appapaapa was minister she said we

lived in the city till he and mamma
died

I1 was about to walk on when she
asked me slyly if I1 like
a drink of milk she was going to the
springhousespring house she added I1 assented
most gladly and shelutlubttrippedped gaily before
me flitting along likeilke a free happy
bird

have you ever my dear reader seen
a real old fashioned pennsylvania
spyingspringhousehouse A one storied one
roomed stone edifice bulibuilbull t over a natural
spring generally shaded by a keepinweeping
willow or some ancient forest tree aniand
floored with brick and stone my little
hostess kneeling down dipped some
milk up from a pan that floated in the
ever running stream which made the
circuit of the springhousespring house inside never
before or sincebincesince have I1 had a draught so
delicious

afterward I1 sat down on the low
f bankhank outside and chatted with mylittlelittle friend

do you know she said artlessly 1I
like country better than town you
hear the birds at daybreak you can hunt
for wild flowers oiloh such violets and
blue bells and quaker ladlesladies as we have
here 11

alandigiandiand uttercups too I1 hope
gryyeses yes butterbuttercupbuttercupscucupss do you know

how to tell if you ilkopikelikeilko butter she
asked gleefully

DondontcontiltIl11 you hold the buttercup to
your chinchim

she clapped her hands and
laughingly said 19 how do you know
that

ohl I1 know more than you think
I1 answered coolly but feeling a young
mans pride nevertheless in her aamir
tion can you tell me for instance
what is this

I1 had been as my habit was I1 pok-
ing with mynay stick into the turf
and now I1 had loosened a beavheavy rusty
looking bit of stone that rolleyrolled at my
feet i

no if she said with some contempt
I1 dontdontdonl care for dirty rocks I1 care for
flowers and trees

but this dirty bit of ro k 11 I1 answer-
ed is ore lf quite willing to
show off my geological knowledge and
forgetting that she would bobe wholly
ignorant of the matter if theres a
vein of it on your uncles farm it will
make his fortune I1 wonder
if there was I1 added thisdoreThthisisoreore is
always found in just such localities
where the trapdykes and I1 waved my
stick in the direction of
edged hills that rose in front break
through the sandstones why its as
good as a gold mine my dear

A gold mine her eyes were big-
ger than ever now

egyyeses as good as a gold mine if the
farm was mine id sink shafts at once
laIs your uncle at home

atnono he has gone to whitby 11

well then mind you tell him when
he comes home tonightto night it will do no
harm at any rate As I1 spoke I1 rose
to go

she looked down and put her finger
to her mouth again at last with a shy
blush she said

would you mind writing it down
the big word I1 mean 11

ohiohohl the name of the ore certainly
not I1 said laughing I1 tore a leaf
from my memorandum book as I1 spoke
and wrote the word as she requested

idodo you often come this way she
asked bashfully asaa I1 offereded my hand
and said goodbyegood bye

1I was never here before little one
and dont know that I1 shall ever come
again

her faceoace fell
but I1 should like to comeconic I1 will

tryt next summerssummerbummer I1 added
shehe bbrightenedI1

1 up againisooh do come she cried do
you know I1 like you ever so
much

when I1 reached the turn of the wood
at the top of the hill above I1 stopped to
look baekback my little acquaintance stood
justust where I1 had left her gazing wist-
fully afterarter me I1 took off my hat she
courcourtesiescourtesiedsled and then I1 plunged into the
forest

that night at whitby I1 had oc-
casion for my pencil case a thin golden
one with my name engraved on it I1
could not find it anywhere where
have I1 left it I1 had quite forgotten
that I1 had used it in the spring-
house and might have dropped it
there

I1 never returned to the old farmhouse
the next winter I1 went abroad for I1
had a competent fortune and I1 wished
t finish at a german university after-
ward I1 became an and subse-
quently traveled excessively ten
years in europe had only made me love
the institutions of my country the more
but before I1 returned to Americaamerica I1
went to rome on a farewell visit to
me as to many others that wonderful
city was the one city of the world to
which to go back again and again with
ever increasing afaffection

ane morning after I1 arrived I1 walked
to st peters to hear in the canons
chapel the music of estrinapalestrinaPl while
listening to the chanting I1 happened to

glance up at one of the private galleries
on the left and saw there a womanscomans
face so wrape so exalted that for thothe
time she looked like one of fra angellangeli-
cas angels

it wont do saldsaidsaldsaid my
hargravehalhaigrave putting his arm into mine
when the congregation was dispersing
1 I saw whom you were looking at but
sheb above even your reach ashes been
the belle of the season my dear fellow
and has had lots of earls and counts
disputing her smiles stop here
she comes and prince borgia is
with her to whom they say she is en-
gaged

we had by this time reached the aisle
outside As the lady passed she looked
up as if some instinct had told her she
was the subject of our conversation
for one moment our eyes met A thrill
went through me never before had I1
known what love was but from that
moment I1 was hopelessly lost

11 who is she I1 stammered when
she and her escort passed out of hear-
ing1 ng

miss a great heiress
german
no american though of german

descent as tilethe name shows the gossip
of the last week that she hashns finally
made her choice must be true for that
was prince borgia as I1 said before and
only some influential person one of thepopes guard as he is for example could
have got a permit to that gallery the
stately old dame with them too was his
mother the other was missbliss Von bergs
chaperon for she is an orporphanlianllan
have known all this if you had been
here through the winter as I1 have been
why the young english swells used to
crowd to tiletiie table d holchote at missbliss von
bergs hotel in the corso just to catch a
sight of her at dinner at last she had
to move to private apartments in the
palazza goldanaGoldona to avoid being stared
out of countenance

whyvily was it that notwithstanding
this friendly warning I1 went back to
my hotel to think of missbliss 2
was I1 mistaken in fancying that in
passing she had looked at me with
evident interest all that day her im-
age

in
was before me A t night I1 dreamed

of her dreamed that she had made me
happy and woke to find out my delu-
sion and to wish I1 could have slept on
forever with dreams so blissful

but sleep would not come again be-
side I1 had an engagement with an old
diplomatic friend to accompany him
hlahis wife and his cifes mother on a
drive out on the Campcampagnaagnaagua there had
been some remarkable excavations
made lately at which he wished
me to see so I1 dressed breakfasted
and joined my friend

we had finished our investigations
and were about to re enter our barouche
when I1 heard shrieks and tilethe rush of
wheels and glancing up tilethe road saw a
carriage approaching at full gallop in
vain the coachman tugged at the
frightened steeds on on theyahey torethe
barouche bounding from side to side
behind them threatening the lives orof
the two ladies who seemed to be the
only occupants orof the carriage and from
one of whom came the shrieks

it was but the work of an instant for
me to rush forward seize thetho nigh
horse twist the bit until I1 threw him
against his fellow and stop the carriage
with a lurch that snapped the polopole and
sent the coachman reeling from his seat
in another instant my friend had come
to my aid the traces had been cut and
all danger was over

I1 stepped to the door hat in hand to
assist tilethe ladies to alight thothe one
nearest me an elderly woman whose
shrieks had rent tthehe aairr fairly tumbled
into my arms it took both my friend
and myself she was so helpless to carry
her to the bank by the roadsideroadside where
deputwe put her down then leaving my
companion and the ladies of the party
to attend to her I1 hurried back to the
barouche

but before I1 could reach it the other
occupant springing lightly out hadllad
met me half way apparently she was
as cool and composed as if in her draw-
ing room at home As I1 began to apolo-
gize for my delay she threw back lierher
veil and smiled revealing the face of
miss

I1 deltasfeitfelt as if I1 walked on kirairair
how can we thank you sufficiently

she said in the softest and most musi-
cal of voices 1 I had given ourselves up
for lost when you rushed forward so
bravelbravely

never shailI forget the emphasis on
these last words or her looks as she
spoke them it was nothing yet
my heart beat high and proud no-
thing more than any other would have
done

pardon me 11 she answered 1I do
not think so it was an even chance

that the horse would trample youon to
death I1 and only heroes take sucksuehsuch risks
as that her great juno like eyes
blazed as she uttered these words

shebhe had stopped in her enthusiasm
but now as if senbensensiblesipie she had been
too frank she colored violently and
moved quickly forward saying ex-
cuse me but aunt I1 perceive isis calling
me

how shall wowe ever getgot back to
rome cried the poor old lady who
had recovered from her faint 1I never
never can trust myself behind those
horses again

I1 if you will accept them the seats of
my frienfrienddandand myself are at your ser-
vice I1 said

but youou will have to walk back to
rome

that is a trifle 11 1I replied
the distance must be four or five

miles but for my aunt I1 could not
think of accepting she hesitated 1I
suppose there is no other alternative
how can we ever repay you she
gaveave me her hand in parting smilingbewitchinglyfebewitchwitchinglyi angly

the long miles back to thetile lavearn
gate seemed but a few steps I1 was so in-
toxicated with happiness

intoxicated with happiness and with
dreams that I1 soon found to be alasaias
hopeless ones for calling the next day
at the palazza goldanaGoldona the first person
I1 saw in the saloon was prince borgia
to whom miss introduced me
he had heard of the event of the day
before and he scowled at me as if I1 had
interfered with him miss
herself was ill at ease she watched
the prince anxiously so anxiously that
in a little while I1 rose to go

I1 think I1 never was so angry miss
was evidently engaedgaengagedcd to the

prince and moreover was afraid orof
him she was as different in his presence
from the bright frank enthusiastic girl
of the campagna as it was possible to
be another sacrifice to ranksrank I1 said
wrathfully what fools our american
girls make of themselves you see I1
had gone there expecting a warm wel-
come dreaming impossible dreams and
this was my revenge

now came days and weeks of in-
tolerable misery angry as I1 was I1
could not get rid of missbliss Vonbergs
image her blushing eager face as she
thanked me on the campagnaJam was
rising up before me constantly and at
every recurrence of that seductive vision
I1 was more madly in love than ever
more than this whenever I1 happened
to find her alone she was graciousness
itself natural frank sympathetic and
charming beyond words but if the
prince happened to come in she froze
toward me abonceat once was she a flirt
everything contradicted this idea no
she was pledged to the prince and was
afraid of awakening hisbis jealousy yet I1
loved her in spite of all

the reader will say it was insanity
perhaps it was perhaps all love at
first sight is again and again had I1laughed at such a passion had called it
boyish and said it was impossible for a
man orof sense yet here I1 was at eight
and twenty as much a slave to love at
first sight asaithothetho lad of seventeen
night and day I1 thought only of missmisvonVou berg I1 haunted every place I1thought I1 might meet her the
hill the bergene gardens the ville
Pamphilia the opera thetile corso her
sweet low voice her enceneenchantinghantingbanting smile
her divine face and figure were alwaysalwayswass in
vision before me

at last came a crisis the princesprincess
originally cold hauteur deepened into al-
most surly insolence once or twice
miss I1 thought feared an ex-
plosion I1 shall never forget thothe implom
ininglug look she gave me at a ball when the
prince finding me at her side quite for-
got he was a gentleman that look was
the last drop in my cup of bitterness

she is grateful to me for that day on
thetilo campagna 11 I1 said to myself

and has nanot the heart to refuse me ailan
occasional dance but she throws herself
on my mereymercy she begs me by her looks
not to incense the prince why do I1stay herohere to complicate matters I1 can-
not trust myself much longer if the
prince continues to be rude there will
be an affray and a scandal for hernaneher namo
will be dragged into public gossip had
I1 not better leave romehome and so relieve
her from anxiety

I1 lay awake all night revolving this
sacrifice and fell asleep in the early
bornimorningg havhavinging resolved upon it
there was a train at midnight by the
way of civita vecchia I1 would take
chaththat and put the atlantic as soon as
anigmightt be between menie anday hopeless
love

one last glimpse I1 said is all I1
ask I1 cannot even trust myselfysela to a
farewell mrs townsend toldtold me they
were going to a concert at the barbariniBarbcrini


