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MRS. RYLAND'S NIECE.

“ for your attention and kindnoss to the lit-
tle girl Desivres. 1am an invalid and she
is o rostloss, selfowillod child.—No nurse or

| servant of nny kind oan get any control |

| over her."

| “Indeed ?

|:=u" M. Dunraven replied,—* She soems
to me o vory doeile and  loving little cren-
turo. It was such a pleasure to me to have
your littho danghtor with ns during  the
voyage |’

“Thank you, 1
Desireo is not my danghter ;sheis tho ahild
of my byother,
orphun.”

Mps, Dunraven sighed, and looked at her
little boy.

“8She calls me mamma,'" the other Indy

am mueh obliged, —

Ho s degd. —Desiree s an

N]‘::\"ll Y twenly years ago an H“H‘"‘""" | continued ; ¢ but she has neithor fother |

lindly anid hor little Loy wore crossing
the Atlantio in one of the Conasd steamers,

The lady was going o Cannday shere her | well ehred for,

rother Vved,  Bhe was a widow. Sho had

lost NWer lusbiand a yvery few yeurs nftor | pes.*

their marringe. Her namo was Helon
Dunriiven, apd slic had o sweet, gentls,
somewhat melancholy fuce, s T think »

woman naumed Helen oneht to hinve,  Hot
little boy wasa bright haired, blue-eyed,
oreature.  His fale hale elostored nbont his
forchead and foll upon his shouldess,  This
was about the tinte when Kolokerbookers

noe mothier. I take care of lier so fur as I
onn Tam her guardinn.—Desiree  will
will muke muny

friends il she lives, for she will e an heir-

nid sho

There was somotling cold nnd Gi'-.r_:u L=
blo in her tont—a cortain grating cynicism,
implied in  her manner more the
words, M, felt inclined to
shrink from her.

W Bhe lookan fine, ]Il':l”l#}' little
she salld in ordor to say something,

“ Healthy !'Oh

than in
Duanraven

il

no ! the other replied,

first becamo the garb of small boys in En- | coldly ; Yfar from healthy ! 1 should sny

little Hustace Dunraven wore

llll Ihl'lII

rope; and
black velvet
like o tiny privee,

It was summer wenther, The sea was
vonlly for once “like pglass' One could
hinvdly be sick, oven if ho tvied.—Mrs.
Dunmven wns sitting on deek, one day,
with hior boy, when she heard the patter of
little feet, and a child cime st pering up
to her knee and csught her hand, The
new comer was & little maild some eight
years olid, with a pretty head covered with
jet-black bair, and a pair of deep black
oyes, lustrons and lambent. The little
girl's eomplexion was of almost topieal
darvkness, Shoe was o lovely little creature,
indeod, wlio might have stood as an
infantile impersonation of Night, while the
sunny-haired boy near her would have
passed for the living symbel of Day.

“And what s your name, my little
dear ?' asked M. Dunraven, who did not
remember to havo seen the child hefore.

“ My namo is Desiree,” litlle Night re-
plied, prompily and clearly, and then went

Kuickerbockers and

on: 1 saw yon on the deck, and I ran to |

vou beeause I love you."

‘Do you, my sweet little crepture? 1 am
sure I shall love you," said Helen, kissing
the child tenderly.

“0h you, T love you ; and T love your lit-
tle boy."

The little boy was holding oY rather
sheopishly, after the manner of his race.
In very early life the girls make all the ad-
vances, if any are made. This litele girl
stood fearlessly before thie: boy, aud gased
at him in tender innoeent frankmness, while
he was somewhat shy, and looked at her
timidly out of his great blue eyes. At his
mother's bidding be went near the child,
and gavo ber his band ; but she put bor
a1ms ground his neck and kissed bim,

Before the day was half over they were
flrm friends. They ran all over the deck
together, and tried to play that game (what
in It called ?) which people play on bosrd
ship with round pieces of wood and a thing
like n emtely, and & pumber of squires and
and figurea chalked on the deck planks—
They ran into all manner of Loles and
corners § they sat aide by side nt meals, and
shared the oranges aud apples  éaptured at
desserts,

Mrs, Dunraven saw uothing of Desives's
mammi.  An eldorly mulatto womsn came
and Jooked afver thie child now and then;
but the mother did not appear, and seemed
quite content that Desiree should Lo left
ontirely to Mes. Dunraven’s care.  Prctl
cally this wus so,  The little givl clung to
Helen snd her boy all through the voyage
as if sho belonged to them ; aud indeed,
people often wondored ot the English lady's
two children—tho one so fair and the othey
s0 duvle,

Only on the last day of the voyuge did
the Indy whom Desbree called her msunns
make an appenmnos on deck. Bhe was an
invalid, apparently ; she walked with dim-
culty. Bho was wrapped in shawls, though
the weather was wii,

Her faee was indeod somewhat like thai
of Desiree, but was sallow and yellow, It
wad promaturely wosted snd old, 1t was

lighted by the cold fire of two storn and
dark eyes that burned with o pevotrating
painful keenness.—The mulatto woman, on
whom sho leaned, brought this lady up to
M. Dunraven,

“1am deeply grateful,’” (he lady said,

| have done my name—itle letteis of it—on |

she had the sceds of consumption
Her father and mother hoth

young.

in herl |

died v ory

The little boy and girl were playing on I
tho deck at somo distance while the elders |
wore thus talkiog.  Mrs. Dunraven looked l
with wonder and greatly increasing dislike
it the woman who thus so coldly cast the
horoseope of this loving and lovely child,
and songht to tind for her the house of |
death,

Poor Desires came in for misfortune that
day.  She and little Evstace
for a long time.

were missing
Two hours and more

pussed away without their making thelr ap- [ which the boy’s gestures and movements | 90 o tombstone

pearance. At last thoy came runing up |
togother hand in hand and with an air of
immense trinmph  and  excitement, to |
whoere the elder Indies were sitting.
#Look hete, mamma ! the boy exclaim- ‘
ed hall out of breath, “See what we have |
beon doing | Desires is to be my wife, you
know, when we grow.big ; and so that we
mny bo sure to know each other again, 1

her arm, asnd bers on mine. Tom, the
steward's boy, got us the gun powder, and
it didn’t hurt a bit—at least not muceh, you [
know. 1 liked it, and Desiree stood it
like a brick ! Bee ! there it is—*E. D. on
her arm, for Eustage Dumraven, bocause
alie belongs to ma ; aod ' 1.’ on my srm for
Desiree—only * I)." beeauso Desiree doesn’t
quite remember her other name, and 1
don't koow it. But ‘D) will do well|
enough ; won't it mamma?"'

And the boy pulled up first Desiree's
sleeve, and then his own, and showed the
work of his hand in trinmplh,  He actually
had tattooed the identifying mark in his
rude litele lotters on their arms, Ho had
seem nnd been immensely delighted with
the tattooing porformances of the sailors,
and he thought the finest thing in the world
was to omploy the process us a love mark
for Desivee and himself,

“Desirec’s “mamma’’ positively fAamed
with flerce, sudden and unintelligible an-
gor, Hhe londed the poor little girl with
harsh and bitter words, and struck hier two
or three sharp blows on the face. Little
Eustace's eyes burnod with anger and his
fat round fist clenched. Desiree never
orfed, nor even winced. The punisbment
over, her guardian rose from the sest with. |
out & word to Mrs, Dunraven, and despite
Ler invalid condition, hurried down stairs.

The parting of little Desiree from Eus-
taoo wis a dismal piece of  business.—The
poor children clasped each othor and eried.
Mrs. Dunriven found her own eyes wel as |
hio looked at thom, Bl made an offort to
obtaiu tho address of the little girl's so-
enlled “mamma "' and when the *“mam-
ma'' herself appeared on deck for the last
time, the stoamer being actually in the
dovk, Mra, Duniaven went over to her,
made an effort to be warm and frendly, ex-
proésed a hope that they shonld meot
again, and tendered her oard, The other
lady was cold and  constrained.. Bhe said :
“ We wre going Bouth ; we seldom  come
North ; the climpte doss nol suit me or my
husband and childron—aor Desires.””  Bui
she gave » card which bove the name of
" Mrs. Angelo Ryland, New Orleans.”

Abwry ashors, a rush for luggage, a
curringe, & final dash of Dosiree's sad eyos,
and the parting was over,

Mws. Dunraven and ber boy went to
Cnnadn,  Bhe wae to keop howse for her

{ love with a girl of eight—to fall in love with
I should nover have thought |

| titioned no wmore s bitt he thought of Desi-

| to et
{ pened Lo see un old copy of & New Orleans

| earringo '

brother, whio was n widowor, as she was a |
widow, and had young childron,

I will not venture to say  whether it is |
possible for a lttle boy of twelve to fill in
her so that the feeling kurvives long  separ !
ation, and nbides with » tonacity of vital
power which seems unconguerable, Duat |
it is o cortain that lttle Desiree had o |
deeply nopressed  FEustace Dunraven that I
the momory of her was always with  him, |
For a yoar or two  ho kopt inccasantly hia-
rassing  his mother with petitions  and
prayers to be taken to Desires.  Then, s |
hie began to have o clearer intelligenee, and
to understand that thousands of miles can
separate loving hearts, he implored and po-

rie oll the same, Mrs, Dunraven listened to
his oceasional talle of Desiree with o keen
pain and fu TIuud  Tearned
something which she would not tell as yol

sadness she

son.  LL wing this ; one day she hap-
paper at thoe house of o fricud, and turning
slie was shocked |
widd grieved to see in e dist of deaths the

nam of Desiree Constunty aged nine yoears

and three months, alb the hovse of her un-
eley, Angelo Ityland, Faq.
Ho she was  demd, then, and the ok,

slinrp funeed aunt was right, aftor all,
Mis, Dunraven vesolved that she wounld |

not yot tell her Loy of the death of lis

quondam little play-mate,—When tho dis-

| tinetness of his memory of her ahould have

worny itsell away then she wonld tell
not Ll then,

Two years after their wrrival in Canada,
Mes, Dunraven and Eustace paid o visit L
some friends in New York.

Him ;

One day as

Mrs. Dunraven wos coming out of a hook fratdd sadly tothink llf,"liku the recollection

store in Brondway, Fuastace clutohed her |

| diess, ana cried, * Ol mamma, look, look

—Desiree " Then le ran two or thiee
paces on aud crled out, ** Desivee I |
Mrs, Dunraven looked'in the divection
indicated, and she saw o carriage dr't\-'iug:
on and there wis u child's Mee seen for o
moment at the window, which did certain.

[ 1y seem to hior to resemble thist of pooy lost | Orleans ho had made inguiries about the

Desiree. At least it was the faco of na
dirk-eyed child, with clustering dark hair ;
aud the child did seom to be looking vager-
ly buck, Dut that fact was easily to bie
explained. The child, who probably bore
some lttle resemblance to Desires, was
doubtless attracted by Eustace's sudden
cries aud gestures, The whole incident was
piteous and pathetio. Mes. Dunravon's
heart was keenly touched by the mournful
expreasion in the face of hor boy, as, disap-
pointed, he came back to her,

“Well, doar,” she said, ' you were mis-
taken

“ Mistaken ! Oh,
Desiree.

no, mpmma; it wis
I wonder she did not stop the

“But, Bustace, my child,
hnve boen Desives,”

“ Mamma, don't you you thivk I should
know Desirco? Bosides, she snw me and
knew me."”’

Mrs. Dovraven shook her head sadly, Bhe
saw no use in pursuing tho discusslon any
farther. Poor Eustace wus quite perploxed
and miserable all that day. Indeed, tho
boliday in New York was spoiled for Lim,
There was something wonderfal in the hold
which the recollestion of the dark-eyod
child had on the boy. You might have
thought he wos o full grown lover, yearn.
ing for a mistress. At lasl, his mother
thought it right to tell him what she knew,
The certatoty of the worst seemed to her
less likely to be wasting and injurious than
the pressure and excitement of barren hope.
2o she gently but firmly broke the news to
him that Dosiree was dead. He flushed all
vod with horror at first, and his lips and
hands trembled ; but then he broke out with
the words :

S Mammn, it isn't true. T6 wias o mis.
tuke of the paper, or it was somebody olse
of *ho same name. Dut it was not Desiree,
I saw her that day in Broadway, and she
saw me. Desives in alive, and I'll find her
yet "

Mrs. Dunraven wrole a letter Lo Mrs, An.
gelo Iyland, New Orvleans, reminding ber
of their slight acqupintance on the voyage
from Europe, and of the nifection Eustace
bhad formed for Desiree; and asked if it
wan true that the dear little cresture was
dead, Aftor the lapse of some weeks slie
received the follewing anawer :

My Dean Mapamw—I woll vemember
our too short and alight u«l]unlntanmhlp.
which might have ripened into somoetlin
closer but for my invalld condition, 1 nhn
nevor forget your kindness to the beloved
ohild who is now an angel in heayen, Itis
too true that Desiree Constant has boen
long since removed to that better land

it conld not

where those whom her loss has bereaved |
miy yet hopo to find her. To me, who
loved her as dearly as if sho wore my own |
danghter, there can be no earthly consola-
tion for the decree which earvied her out
but to which, howover, as in Clristian duty
bound, Tendeavor unropiningly to bow.—
I romain, dear madam, with warm regards,
Yyourm ever, Cromuoa Ryuaxn,

Mrs, Dunmven thought thero was some-
thing singularly repelling about the tone |
of thisletter. *Bho never loved the doar |

little ehild ; sho was glad of Ler doatly,
hecause probably she got some money by |
1" whs hot exelamation: but thon tho |
good woman ohecleed horsolf, and said, 1|
Aftor all,

have no right to judge her thus,

L it wonld be oruel to suppose that n woman |

did not love a child or mopurn for its death, |
mercly becausa sho was sometimes linesh i

]

to it in ita lifetime,' |

She told her son of the letler, and even |
vond it to him, Tlo burst into & passion of |
tonry, bt even amidst the tears he exelaim-
ed, YO, mammag 1T don’t enre; T don't
belleve i, T saw Desires in Broadway that
day, and she iz not dead !

Nine or tan yoars went over, anud Eustaco |
Dunraven was o risging young physicinn set-
tled in New York, his mother living with |

him,  He had been attached to the army,

| hindd served throngh the war, and had Dbeen
| i New Orleans,

and had stood by
greive which o marble monument  deseribed
as the last vesting place of Desivea Con-
stant, aged nine years and three montlis, I
He hindd Tooked af the grave with tendernass

the |

It cannoly, 1 now know, bnve been
namoe,’"

my

“Why—do please forgive my strange
questiony, and belleve that T have a reason
ablo purpose in them—why cannot your
name have beon Desiree Coastant 9"

Becanse," said she, somewhat hesitating
Iy, “ beciause, nmong other reasons, the ind
tials of my name are marked on my arm ;
And T ean faintly rememboer my litule broth

| er—1suppose it must have boen ho—mark-

ing them one day on bourd a ship, and
somebody — I suppose my mothor —was
there and was angry."

Eustace Dunraven broke into an excln
mation that was almost a cry.  * Desires,”
he exolnimed, 16 was T who made the
mark upon your arm! The initlals were
mine, not yours., My conviction—my fuith
was vight.  Desivee Constant was not dead
~=she lives, and you are she ?”

It was Desive Constant, Desires wis
once attacked by fever, nnd Mre. Ryland
announced hor denth. A slave ehild, nearly
white, died just then ; her corpse was bu
ried in a oflin which bore the name of T
sivee Constant ; and Desiree was sont to thoe
far Wenl, when shie haud seapoely yot recoy
ered feom her fover, and kept there for
awhile by some people who wecoived an an
naal sum for her, sl were given to andor-
stand that she was an illegitimate ehild.
The letters marked on her arm suggested
to Mrs. Hyland a new baptism for the girk
anid she smiled to hersell’ Lo think how ad
mirably the supposed means of identifica-

nnd saduess, remembering the fervor of his | tion could be made so serve the purpose of

childish Tove. OF course, the davk-eyed
ohild hind faded from him long since into a
mere memory, o clond.shape, n dieam;
.:-i-rn'lhin_;; which jmpressed him sweolly

ol exquisite niusic, ot of some melancholy
moonlight seéne,  Bat o had never loved
mny girl sivee, He thonght with curious
wonder over his boyish conviction that he
hul seen Desiveo plive Jong aflter the date
;ﬁluf,\thuugh ho now as-
sumed that hio was mistaken, it was strange
how elenrly on his mind remained the im-
pression of his having seen her. In New

Ryland family.,  Fate had dealt heavily
with them. Clotilda Ryland, the aunt of
poor little Dosiree, lind died at any early’
period of the war, her death having heen
hastened by the nows thit her son, whom
she passionately loved, had been killed i n
battle by a Federal bullet. Angelo Ryland,
her husband, who was represonted as hav-
ing been wholly under her influence during
her lifetimo, was living in Parls with his
danghter, now his only child, They had
lost nearly all their property—most of it
inberited on the death of little Desiree—
during the war, and were living in o poor
and parrow way. The mulatie woman
whom Eustace remembored ns Desireo's
nurse had been devoled to Mis. Ryland,
rofused to neeept hor freedom during the
war,and died soon after her mistress’ death.
The family was, if such an expression may
b used, effnced from Now Orleans.

And now Eustace Dunraven is settled fn
New York. One day he is sent for to at-
tend an English lady who, with her family,
had just arrived at the Clarendon Hotel.—
He finds that the lady is very weak and
nervous from the effects of the voyage part-
ly, butthat there is nothing serious the
matter. The lndy's husband is an English-
man of wealth, They had been in Ameri.
ci soveral years before ; they bhad come
ngain to see how it looks after the war.—
He hoars the Indy nsk one of her servants
** where Miss Donnis is, and be hears that
Miss Dennis has gone out with Miss Emmi-
ly and hiaw not yet come back. Dr. Dunraven
tnkes Lia leave, to visit the lady next day ;
and on leaving ber apartients, and hurry-
Ing through the hall,bo almost runs against
a young lady and & little girl who are
voming in, He takes off his hat—begins
to make an apology, whon he suddenly
broaks off, fushos, stammers, and at last
exclaims, *““Do let me ask of you your

name | Tell me—are you not Desiree Con-
stant "

For there before him stands o woman, |
—not & child ; but the woman lias the face, :
the oyes, the hair of the child Desiree.— |
The resemblance is wonderful, bowildering,
overpowering, 1t is Dealree.

And the young Iady turna pale, aud says
I & tremulons tone

“Rir, my pame s Elizabeth Dennis ; but
the name Desireo startles me in a4 man-
per 1 cannot oxplaln,  T'do believe T once
mukt have known you then,"

“ How did you get the unme of Elizabetl
Dennis '

“Idon't know ; I hardly remember my
parents. 1 cannot undorstand why the
name of Deslree secms so farilinr to me,—

deception and frand.  She'gave to Desires
Constant the name of Elizabeth Dennis
and the child waking fvom the delivium of
hor fever to hear hersolf addressed only by
this name; soon ylelded to it in bewilder
ment, and at last forgot that shie had ever
bueen called by any other.

It was not long after this that the Eng

lish family with whom she was now living
saw the ehild, were charmed with hor, and
wore anxions to resous her from the rough,
uncongeninl, and mercenery hands in which
she was ploced.  They paid off her keepors,
got possession of the child edncated and
broughit her up,and had her now as o teach
er and companion of their ehildven,
{ :”Iiﬂ was the story so far ns ever bocame
kpnown. 1t was not clear thut Augelo Ry-
land, the broken old man now pining in
Paris, ever was a party to it. No steps
were taken to crush the broken reed by any
legul prosecution.

Eustaco Dunraven becamo o close friend
of the English family, and of course Desi-
ree, The memory of his affection soon
changed into the reality of manly love.—
And thoe girl loved him, and they were fin-
ally married, aud are happy, Desiree found
a mother and abusband at once in Mrs
Dunraven and Eustace, and the future
let us hope, will repay her for the past,

A

An Orange Orchard.

CORRESPONDENT of Hearth and
Home writing from California, thus
describes an orchard of that county :

A few days ago 1 visited Wolfakill's
orange orchard. It is probably the largest
orchard in California, if not in the world,
and is known to many in the States from
reading about it in The New West, by C.
L. Bruce. At the time of my visit the blow-
soms were just heginning to appear,  Por
mission is freely given visitors to walk
through the grounds of this princely estate.
T do not eare to say how many orangos 1
picked up and ste. T take it for granted
that any one who can walk about under
such glorious trees, with theluscious fruit
on overy hand, and not “take and eat,'
must be either more or less than human.—
Apples, it may have been that Eve ate, but
I think not, as that would argue that there
were no oranges in Eden, olse the sorpent
would have chosen thow instosd of apples,
Practically, oranges arc a staple article of
export hence. The tree is & vory slow
growar for tho first six or elght yoars from
the seed, and only begins Lo bear about the
tenth year after planting, even with the
Lk of care, and it thenoe continues to in.
orease in sizo and profitableness for a il
timg, It is & hardy plant and bears trans.
pliiting well—better, T believe, than apple
or pear trees—and quite large treos ave of-
ten successfully moved by severe pruning,
though the generality of trees are Lanis
planted from the nserles at three or fowr
years of age, belog then about thres foot
high. At fiftesn years old, the tree bears
two thousand ornnges each year, without
any alternate or resting years, and ot the

loeal ruling price of threo dollars per Luu-
dred, form » profitable crop ; wo p’rzl‘lmblo.
In fuect, that the owner of a purie of less
caliber than that of an arny coptractor
need not enter into negotistiony for the
purpose of an orchard in bearing,




