
CHAPTER XXII.
HORATIO LENJHTON TAKES A STEP FORWARD"

ButPrimusstumbles," persistedLeighton,"and yourfatherhasridden away onMeg," he added, holding the bridleof thepony,
andgiving her his hand tomount.

"What matter if he does stumble," she saidj "over thesehorrid flatroads there is no danger." f
"But we will go through the timber,andover thebluff if youVj

like,andgetaway fromthese flatroads/ Marionpoutedandheldback. "Iwoulddoany thing topleaseyou," hesaid ina whisper""any thing butput youin danger." As he spoke, Dr. Nelsonappeared,leading the censuredhorse, for at the first intimationofthe young girl's wishes hehadleft the companyfor this purpose."Thank you,Dr.Nelson,youareverykind," she said,beaminguponhim withoneof hersweetest smiles; "wont youhelp me tomount?
"

Shekissedher handto himinparting, andthe twodrove downtheroad,onequiet crest-fallen. Thephysician watched the pathwitheager interest long after they were outof sight, tillrecalledby Sobriety, who came flashing by the verandahwhere he stood."
Tharagoodpieceaway,nighoutofsightIreckon," she remarked.

He wentinto the house insome confusion. "PoorDoctor," solilo-quizedthe girl,"nowhe's powerful took with Miss Marion, but
there aintnokinder use,she'd wear thelifeout onhim, Ireckon."The object of her solicitude did not entirely agree with her,
butcame suddenly to the conclusion that he would confide thismatter tohis friend,Mr.Benton. Itcould donoharm,andhe wastoohonorable and too conscientious to take one step toward thedaughter, without the sanction of the father. Itwas a grief toMr.Benton tohearthis manly,straightforward,humbleconfessionoflove, from the lipsof nman whomhe, feltwas worthy tobe thehusbandof any woman; and when the Doctor regretted thathecould offer nothingbutanhonestheart, andadesire to work athisprofessionwithall hismight, till he couldmake Mariona home,
the father at once assured him that neither he nor Mrs.Bentonvouldseek wealthorpositionfor their child,and thathehad theirunqualified respect and esteem, but they could not urge her to
accept any manas ahusband, withoutthe first requisite—affection.Of that he could not speak with certainty; as matters were,he
thought a few quiet days of waitingwould,in the end,spareDr.
Nelson's feelings; and with this the youngman was obliged to be
satisfied.

The silence with whichMarionandLeightoncommenced theirride, so unlike their usual gay chattering, seemed to the young
man's heart ominous of evil. Itwas a.delightful Junemorning,the tender verdureof the forest,the softhazy clouds floatingacrossthe serenesky, were suggestive only of peace: but theperfectionof inwardpeace restednot onMarion's brow, she looked and feltiexceedinglyunamiable. Thehorseonwhichshe rode had,accord-ng toLeighton's prophecy, twice tripped,but she heldthe bridle
rein very tight, andassured herself therewas nodanger."Youare offendedwithme, Miss Marion?

"
ventured youngLeighton, weariedwith theshort answers andunconcerned toneof

his companion.
"No,"she replied,carelessly; "nothing soseriousas that;but

youought toknow by this time that I;|don't like to be crossed in
littlematters.""PerhapsIam foolishly careful,"he said,as if toexcusehim-self, atthe same time reininghishorse tokeepnearher side; '* butyouknowIwouldnot cross you,exceptthere weredanger,andyoumust letme leadyourhorse down this steepbluff."

As hesaid this,hedismountedandtook Primusby the bridle."Indeed, Mr. Leighton," she exclaimed,"Iam quite com-
petent todriveover this bluff, and must is awordIbear fromno-body but myparents; it is quite provoking to bo treated like a
child." She drew herself uphaughtily,while hedroppedthe rein
at onceandreturnedtohis seat inthe saddle.

The road grewroughand somewhat precipitous; deep inden-
tures marked the whole length of its course, where the carefuldrivers of heavy teams had chained their wheels in descending.From thebrow ofthehill,farawayatthe baseof thebluff,stretchedtherich fruitfulmiasmatic bottom landsof the river,nowcovereSjf
withthe vivid greenof the young crops,and the roughcabinsofthe inhabitants, scatterdwithoutregularity over thisfertileregion,
poisonedby its excess of vitality. The beautiful Illinois,withitsclear limestonebed and its aparkilng waters, now subsiding afterthe spring rains, rolled through these teeming plains, separated
from the prairiesland andoak openings whereour friends resided,
by the steep bluff which our travellers were slowly descending.
Abouthalf waydownthebluffMariondiscovered,amongthe young
green of a maple, a young honeysuckle, wreathing its golden
coloredflowersaround the trunk andamong the branches. Itat-tractedher attention, for she wanted the flower a little, butshe
wantedlikewise to restore amore amicable state of feeling;she
was somewhatsorry for her proud speechj itwould be difficult tosay whichmotive influencedher themore,butshe exclaimed,as if
toherself, in a tone of disappointment,pointing to thebranch,
"O,how beautiful! Isaw onelike it last summer, andthis is out
of reach, as that was/

Without a reply, quick as "thought Leighton was under thetree,it wasstill out of reach;huthe stoodupon his saddleat the
imminent risk of his neck,andbrought away a long wreathofthe
sunny flowers withhis riding-whip. The cloudwasbrokenupby
this act of gallantry, and Marion smiled sweetly, hanging the
festoon gracefullyover her hat."Scentless, likeall theprairie flowersIhave seen,butquitebrilliant,"she said, forgettingthe tight reinwhile arranging thewreath. Down went Primus, ploughing with his kneesandneckquite a furrow inthe descent,throwing Marion entirely overhishead. Her foot was loosened from the stirrup, hut her dress
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IPSARA.

(Free Translation from BCratiger'sFrench.)
There isnoGodbut God! All praisetothe Prophet,
Allpraiseto the Prophet, the triumph is ours!Our standardsunfurled o'er these shores beuplifted:Their defenderslie slainmidst the wreck oftheir tow'rs.
The triumphis ours. With the sabre of slaughter
Right fiercely we'llquell the revoltof theCross.We'llsweep fromearth's surface aracee'erunconquered.
Thekings of theChristiansavenge not itsloss.
What! Hast thounot,Chios,onechild c'en delivered,
That here hadrecountedthy storyof woe?Then, trembling,Ipsarahad crouched'neathher masters,
Ere flooded withgore she'd, like thee,beenlaid low.When the corpses, thickpiledinthine isleof rebellion,
Thro' the camp ofour soldiers breathedplague's dreadedbreath,
Thy dying onesmurmured, "Inthisbe ourhelp foundThe kings they callChristianavengenot our death."
Butof Chios the orgiesshallherebe repeated.
Ipsarasuccumbs j see her hope atour feet,
When Christendomsends to Stamboul salutation,Its envoysourcrowded seraglios shallgreet.Thenpillage,andglut all yourpassionsunbridled:Thevictims ofoutrage aregiv'n to your will.Fromthe stains we inflictin theirblood will wecleanse them.Thekings of theChristiansavenge themnotstill.
In thedepthsofher heartenslavedEuropehad uttered,Letapeopleappear thatno fetters restrain.""Peace,"suddenly cried,inavoicehoarse withanger,
Her chiefs thatby heavenhave giv'n indisdain.A dangerousleaderwasseeninLordByron.He died, andtheir smilesdid their pleasurebespeak.Advance then,and foul we theChrist's very temple.No revengeinHis cause will the Christiankingswreak.
lo the rage that inspires usno obstacle'soffered.Ipsara's castdown:Heav'nhath whelmedher innight,On her ruins the victor, frombloodshedreposing,O'er bloodstill toshed dothindreaming delight,
Come the day whenStamboulshall, half madwithrejoicing,See the lastoftheGreeks from ourmasts hangonhigh.In_ the tomb that longheldher beGreece re-imprison'dWhile thekings of the Christiansunheeding pass by.

VERY SMALL.
(Prom the 'Saturday Advertiser.'

Sabbathbells are tolling, tolling,"
Come and worship,come andpray,"

Ocean'smighty voiceis rolling
Solemn chants from far away.

Killsand brooks andbirds are singing
Nature'spsalms and hymns andglees,And themorningbreezeis swinging
Censers on the orchard trees.

Little churches, littlesteeples,
Little souls andlittlehearts,
Littlenations, littlepeoples,
Actors playing littleparts.
After all we're verylittle,
Very littleafter all,
In the TempleofCreation,
Brothers, wearevery small.

Inthe Templeof Creation,
Soaring to the specklessdome,

Seek our souls theirdestination,
Dreamingof a futurehome.'Mongst thebright, thepure, the stainless,
In the realms of bliss andmirth,

Ah!our spirits arenot chainless,
They arefetteredstill toearth.

Little tricksand littletreasons,
Littlehatesand littlespites,
Littlemonths andlittleseasons,
Little days andlittlenights.
After allwe'revery little,
Very little afterall,
Inthe Templeof Creation,
Brothers, we arevery small.

Soul andmind, and senseand feeling,
Watch uponthemountain's brow,

Nature, inher prime,revealing
Allher vernaltreasuresnow.

Fromhis throne,oldSol, thegilder,
Greets us with a warm caress.Worshipping the Temple'sBuilderWe can feelour nothingness.

Little sorrows, littletroubles,
Little griefsandlittle joys,
Littlecastles, littlebubbles,
Little towersandlittletoys.
Afterall we're verylittle,
Verylittle after all.
Inthe Templeof Creation,Brothers, we arc verysmall.

Thomas Bbacken.
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