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|b£]med bnq'l-\q ha:] henr«'l 1|er stop-
* I mother’s accusation, and the  feacher’s
ldugking reply. Neither of the speak-
ers “had been aware of her ' presence,
and she did not make it manifest by
word, or look, or sign. But when they
were gone she ¢! anhed her little white
hand,vowed pns&.mnatd}' to herself that
ghe would surprice them hoth and
make her atcp-\nmtht.r appear to others

TERMS: the harsh, censorious, and unjust wo-

# COpy OBE YPAr. .o s e S‘;Z 22 man she herself, in her own secret

P l’r'.?a'.’.";'.i'.',::':{.;.'.'.'.‘_‘.'J.‘.‘.‘?i.'.'.'{ 75 | heart, had always been willing to be-
-G L UBS: lieve her.

Qe Ten or mors nate wit ';f;}’f:;md Accordingly, when informed “of the

—.__—- existing arrangement, she uttered no

g_]adm

word of opposition, much to the aston-
ishment of Mrs. Gray, who could scarce-
Iy believe her own eyes when she saw

= - The Sollt h.

(]

1Y MEV. FATHER RYAN.

Yes, pive me the land
' Where the 'Tuins are spread,
) And the- livin~ tread light
t ~ On the hearts of the dead;
Yes, give me the land
That is blest by the.dust,
‘And'bricht with the deeds
{in the down trodden just, #

: Yes, give me Lhe Iaurl '
- W here the battle's red blast
1las flasbed on the future,
3 The form of the past ;
~ Yes, give me the land
That hath legeais ard lays,
That tell of the memoriea
0f Wne yanishad days,

Yeu, give mo the land
: Thnt hath story and-song,
To tell of the strife

()f thie right with the wrong.
Yex, wive me the land

- With a grave in each apot,
i Autl names i the grave

"I.'lmt shall not be forgot.

Yes, givame the hud '

0)f tlie wrecked and thé tomb—
There's grandenrin the grave—
There's glory in the g‘loom 3
For out of the gloom
] Future btig hﬁwsa is' biprn,
A8 nfter the night
ﬂ Luoms the sunrise of morn.

A-n-} the graves of the dead
With the crass overgrown,
May yet form the fuutstool
Of Lilwrts's throne;
| - And each single wreek
| y In the war-path of night,
Sha!l yet be 4 rock
1n thesbemple of the nght.

Margaret obedienily leave the ‘house
each morning with her satehel of schovl
books swinging from her arm. Mr.
-|8trong was also puzzled. His deep
blue eyes often met those brown ones
with a Jook of wondering inqguiry that
made Margaret long to laugh. Bgt
the one asked no questions; the
other answered none. And so the
days went on, and Margaret passed her
first cxamination triumphantly, and
was proclaimed the -best and most
promising scholar in the school.
: She ought, therefore, to bave been
happy.
face that she went up into the familiar
hall, just at dusk, on the - evening of
‘[ the great cxamination day, to eollect
her books, and take one last -secret

- Hook at a place which she would never

again see tenanted as it had been ten-
anted of late—the master’s ehgir.
There if stood npon the raised  plat-
| form, empty and desolate. The state-
ly figure that ﬁllu.l it like a throne was
absent; and yet, to her dreaming eye,
pleasant and plainly as ever she saw
the high, white brow, and the curls of
sunny brown linir, and the deep blue
eyes and the beautifully chiseled lips
that closed so firmly in spite of - their
beanty. She heard the deep, sweet
tones of that beloved - voice—beloved !
She started at the thought.

¢ Oh, my daar'mfrstex"tshe said alond

g’ﬂvrtrd Qfarg

In ’.Ewen’sy 'Ions.

' And so you rea.lly think ‘there is
nothing serious in Margaret's naughti-|

l ness, my dear sir, said a fashionably
dressed lady of five and forty summers

I to f‘n. gentleman fifteen years herj ]umor

» stood behind the open library win-
regirding her with an. amused

>

*Nothing at "all serious, my  dear
s, Grayy' said the gentleman quiet-

As

el =

o with her 7

Serid her to me if you like,’ was the

pgligent answer.

?l!ha lady’s anxious face cleared -and

yrightened at once.
 Wonld you really take her ¥

- I it will give you pleastte I will be

bappy to do so.”
* Oh, it will be such a

i -

- ‘_l;r-vn.

ch of

"‘ o Wﬁd——pomhvely wild, Mr. Strong.

ave not the slightest eon,trol over
. In fact she sets every one at de-

funge, and whit——'
‘lus. my dear madam,’ said Mr.

Strong, bowing politely,as if he thonght
¢
But send

r to we and we will see what can be
“ ue, I bave had some wild na-
Good afternoon

. ad completed her sentence.
can easily understand it all.

8in my time,

\ ﬂaﬂ;&ae words a human destiny was
o (Sl g

| The next dey saw Margaret, the

on] daughter end heiress of the late

¢udgs Gray, sitting quietly at & desk

e village acadeny among a group

Of girls, who eyed her over $heir sochool

books as stealthily and iously as

i she had been a newly imported kan-

| I'u-&t, because with her clear, bnght
irinette complexion, her large, dark,
58, and her ecurling, brown hair,” she
iz by far the handsomest girl in the
wkolo. sehool.
Secondly, because she was an heir-
* Thirdly and lastly, because they had
Sl many a tale of her hanghty dand

Sipricions tempter, and were in  daily
- B Sl bourly expeetation of a strife for
‘ (148 tastery  between her and their
tive and handsome teacher, whose
milhonty no one within those walls

. ild ever dream of disputing, unless,
| ‘lll'laeﬂ it -would be her.

~ Dt much to the wonder, and very
N&ilbl) to the disappointment of the

| Mihaol girls, no such cutbreak had ec-
¢2, Margayet,perched in the libra-
Hgallery ot home, among her well-

S e

“¢And what do you think T had better

eight off my
wind, Mr. Strong. T cannot tell you
hnt I have suffered frorh the gigl’s pe-
paliar ways since I came into thisg house
Fond as I was o Judge Gray,
bt if T ever could have made up
nind to take him had I known as
: is only. child as I know now.
" ul, since her father's death, she has

and burying her head in her hands,
she sank down upon the empt3 chair
and wept.
A step crossed tha hall hastily, an
arm was thrown around her waist;
that voice, all hurried and agitated,
was speaking in her very ear.
“ My pupil! Oh, if T were younger or
you older; if I were richer or you poor-
er, I would dare to say ‘my Margaret,
and do my best to turn this girlish lik-
ing into a woman's love! But I am a
poor man, and I am fifteen years older
than you.. Remember’'me, when you
remember me'in after days, - and say
to yourself that these were the barriers
that rose between wus. My darling,
nothing else should keep me from you
if I were your equal in these two things.
{ Heaven bless you, dear. I dare not
kiss your lips. You will keep them for
the man you love and marry one
day when I am far away. But your
hand-——'

He raised it to hislips, and a hot

tear fell with the long lingering kiss,
and seemed to burn in the soft, white
flesh.
Before she conld speak or stop him,
he hurried from the room. The pleas-
ant ‘summer term’ was over, and the
handsome, stately ‘master’ was gone to
return no more.

* * * + L% *
And twenty years passed by.

To Margaret they seem&d to bring
Little of trial or change.
She still dwelt in her oid ' home,
though her fashiomnble mother had
long since left it to share the man-
sion of a merchant prince upon Fifth
avenue.
Margaret felt no deau'e to share the
splendor of which the late widow was
inordinately proud. The dear old
homestead was grand and good
enough for her, and all the dearer, if
the truth must be told, since that jar-
ring presence was removed. So she
dwelt there quielly, with a maiden
annt for chaperon and companion;
and all her schovlmates were married,
and she alone remained a4 ever, Mar-
t Gray.
ga;: W a:ﬂgat liowever, for lack of offers
|that she lived this single, solitary life.
Many a lover had come to woo; fer
brown eurls and soft, dark eyes, and
rosy cheeks and Grecian features, and
perfect Iips do not often go begging
for a purchaser when backed by such
a fortune as Margavet possessed. She
had snitors by the score, until it came
publicly to be understood, that she |
would rather see the suitors at a dis-

that no one ventured to try  his Juck
with Judge Gray’s heiress, and the re-
jected lovers consoled themselyves - as
speedily as possible by marrying  the
t prettiest of her friends.

Margaret went cheerfully to ‘each
wedding, wished the briderrroom ]03':
and gave fo the brides some beautiful |
and valuable gx#a, -Evidently.shie was
then ‘ wearing the willow”’ for no ‘one.
‘What could the meaning of celibacy so
determined be ?

i

5.

But it was with a  very sad

tance, or wooing some one else. = After |

And the days and yedrs went on.—
And n birth-day eamé at Iast, which
showed how the school girl 61 fifteen
was now the won a1 of ‘thirty-five.

On that day, Margaret, arranging
her abundaut tresses before the glass,
saw the first gray hair,

She stopped to look at it with a mel-
ancholy smile.

¢Ah, he would not say I was too
young now,’ she exclaimed.

And just then a tap came af the
door, and the servant entered and
brought her a card.

‘The gentleman is below, Miss Mar-
garet, and would like to speak with
you, if convenient,’ said the girl.

Margaret looked at the card.

« ELpisoN STrONG.

'The room reeled round and round,
and she turned s> pale that the girl
was then frightened.

¢ Sure, Miss Margaret, it is ill that
yo are, and I'l go dcwn and send the
gentleman away.

‘No, no! said Margaret, recovering
ber composure with an effort. ‘Help
me to finish dressing Kate; I must
seo him.’ ‘ _

Kate -with a woman’s quickness
guessed something of the truth, and
did her best to make her mistress look
as pretty ss possible.

With the old color in her cheek, and
the old happy light in her soft, brown
eyes, Margaret stole down the staira

startled and checked her.

‘I am thirty-five years old to-day,
and he is now a man of fifty. He has
been away for twenty years. Howcan
I hope or farcy that he has remember-
ed me all this time as I have thought
of him ?’

A little sobered by this mmagrnng
she opened the door.

She looked for a man almost a stran-
ger; o man bent and bowed with the
cares of twenty years; a man whose
brow was furrawed, and whose statn-
esque beauty gone as if it had never
been.

And she saw before her Ellison
Strong as she had seen him the very
day of their parting twenty years be-
fore. Stately and as erect as ever,
with a brilliant color on his cheek, and
his blue eyes flashing with all the fire
of early youth, and not a trace of care
or sorrow to mar the beauty whichshe
remembered so well. He sprang to
meet her, and took her by the hand,
and looked down imto her eyes
with a searching, almost imperious
glance.

‘ Margaret, said the deep swe st voiaa,
whose music was unchaoged, ‘I nave
staid away, from you a whole life-iime;
aud at last,the craving {0 sceor hear of
you grew so strong to be .denied, I
came here expecting to find you a hap-
py wife, with your children at your
knee, and here you are solitary and
alone, though young and beautiful as
ever. How is that ¥’

She could not answer with those
deep blue eyes searching her drooping
face so intently But a deep crimson
blush rose slowly to her cheek side,and
spoke for her far more eloquently than
even words could do.

‘I left you twenty years ago, my
darling, because I was a poor man and
fifteen years your senior. I am rich
now, but" what about the years, Marga-
ret ? They have made me no young-
er, I am fifty years old to-day.’

‘But I am thirty-five,’ she said in a
low voice,

¢ I see no gray hairs in your brown
curls, but they Dbegin to come in
mine.’

’ F,:Ity years old to-day? You look
not an hour older than when we part-
ed in the hall.’

He bent his face down upon hers.
‘Margaret, you liked me then—oan
you love me now—will you be my
wife 7’

For an answer ‘she lifted her lips to
his.

"I‘wenty years ago you would not
kiss me; you bade me keep that first
kiss for the man I was to love and
marry, I have kept it for you twenty
years, Will you take it now ¥’

He held her closely to his heart in
silence.

Thirty-five and fiity yaar}of age 1—
Does it seem absurd to you, young lady
of sixteen? Ah me! I sometimes
wonder if people ever really  know to
love before gray hairs begin tocome to
teach them. :

[From the New Orleans Times.]
JULIE.

BY BLE.

* A few years ago, concluding to take
a summer vacation, I accepted the in-
vitation of a- friend residing in St
Landry parish to pay him a visit. I
found the trip up the Mississippi, on
Red River, and then into the winding
bayous pleasant enough ; but, being

{ neither Dickens nor Thackeray, I wmf4
ungble fo appreciaté the ride in al

stage coach from the steamboat land-
ing many miles into the interior tomy

friend's home,

But at the parlor doora sudden thought-

I')

it

]R

-  NO.28. -

Arriv Ld tln.m I felt somewhat fa-
tigued, and wishing to join my friend
in a hunting expedition at sunrise the
next morning, I retired early, kissing
as I rose bis little fair-haired girl good
night. Why did Isigh? Not at my
friend’'s happiness in possessing so iu-
telligent a wife and so sweet a child!
No, only at an old bachelor's thoughts
of * what might have been.” To dispel
unpleasant fancies, I drew out a cigar
and threw myself into a chair at the|
open window, while I looked moodily
out on the quiet prairie with its ssar-
ry vault overhead, and the dark woods
enclosing it.

Turning from the window after a
time, visions of the past were soon
forgotten in the contemplation of =
beautiful portrait suspended over the
mantel: - It was the head and ‘shoul-
ders of a lovély ludy, © on" whose " fair
face, the untired smile of youth, did
light outward its own sighs.’

The artist had succeeded in depict-
ing, in the half shy, earnest violst
eyes, a glance of the tenderest love.—
Tha perfect lips seemed about to ex-
press the thought that looked from
those wondrous eyes. Dark hair fell
in curis over a‘fair brow, ‘and white
dimpled shoulders. Sometime longer
I gazed at the bewitehing face, so life-!
like in its Joveliness, then tarming to
my pillow, was haunted by 'it in
dreams.

The next day I asked my friend the
name of the original of the portrait,
and also the name of the artist who
could paint so divinely. |

¢ The artist is the same,” replied he,
‘who painted the portrait of my little
girl Minnie, which you thought so
good. His name is James Harvey.—
What Kttle I know of him, and of the
portrait that has nttructed your }a.t~
tention, I will tell you.”

‘About a year ago, in the month of
May, Mr. Harvey came into the neigh-
borhood in feeble health. He board-
ed at the hotel in the village for the
first five weeks, until I, hearing he
was an artist, engaged him to take
Minnie’s portrait, after which he 'took
up lis abode with us. He was not
more than twenty-five or six years of
age, tall and slender, with wavy gol-
den hair and long silky moustache
drooping over a moath like a girl’s.—
Although so young, he was already in
a decline, plainly indicated by a cough
and a peculiar brightness of the blue-
gray eye. ’ '

He was sad and even moross in dis-
position, and seldom smiled, except at
the prattle of little Minnie. The child
became very much attached to him,
and still cherishes fondly a number of
little drawings he made for her,

After Minnie’s portrait was finished,
Mr. Harvey asked us to board him a
month lcnger,/as he liked the quiet of
the wood and prairie.

We sydipathized much with the
handsome young artist, and invited
him to spend the rest of the summer
with us if he liked. He accepted glad-
ly, saying with a faint smile, ‘I have
not long to live, and if death seizes me
while here he will be robbed of haif
his horrors.’ )

‘Is your mother living? my wife
asked.

“No,” he answered, ‘I have no rela-
tives in the world, no one to regret
my death.”

“Mr. Harvey seldom conversed, but
lived within "himself, spending the
greater portion of his time in wander~
ing aimlessly over the wood and prai-
rie ; gazing at sunsefs, or now and
then making a sketch of a spot that
pleased his fancy. When in-doors, he
sat in & small hall fixed up as a stadio,
where he painted for hours on the
picture of a lady. We thought it a
creation of his fancy, as each day we
beheld it growing into perféet beauty
beneath the touthes of his pencil,.—
Even when the ploture seemed com-
plete, Mr. Harvey continued to spend
hours gasing upon it, now and then
touching up an eyebrow, or adding a
deeper shadow to the dark wavy hair.
Sometimes, with a muttered impreca-
tion, he would riss from the contem-

the wall, would not look at it for sev-
eral days, '

I happened to enter his study one
day when he sat engrossed with the
portrait, g modern Pygnialion, utterly
oblivious to all elge except the eyes of |
his pictured idol.

I asked him if it were a portrait of
a lady-love.

¢TI loved her,” he answered, ‘and she
told me that she returned my passion.
Could & woman look like that, and
lie? Yet because I was poor she
broke the engagement and married a
richer suitor. You. doubtless think
me a fool, but I love her still’

He was fiow very weak, and the last
agrtatron brought on a violent fit of
coughing I changed the subject to
relieve Him, and he never referred to
it again.

Late™ ofi@ “ afternoon he returned
Ffrr.u:u:l a walk, and showed meé a sketch
he had made, of 4 spot in the wood

where the shadows were deepest, and

plation of it, and turning the face to|

the bayou WOund like B thread rouucl |

the roots o{ ta]l magnohas, lma ou.L
and cypress trees. At the ioot of gne
of the magnolias was to be seen o
grave, upon_ tha head«-preca of which
Was mscnbed the name, ‘ James er-
Vey

" ‘Bury mg there m}' fnepd for
death is very near me ; I shall rgst in
that qmet place,’

As Ilogked at “him J c.ould not
doubt that he would _soon, die. A
restless brooding expression looked
forth from his sunken, glittering eyes.
His cheeks and lips were bright . with |
the hectic flush which some passing,
emotion had called up, He leaned on
a slender walking cane, and gazed to-
ward the setting sun. I felt deep pity
for the young man about to be cut off
i the glorious heyday of youth, and I
wondered if he had given up, without
a struggle, the aspirations of early
manhood ; the. hopes of becoming
something above the common herd.—
I think not, for his talent as an artist
was sufficient to make him desirous of
winning renown.  Whatever had been.
his hopes, they were flown ; and now,
with the calmness, it seemed of de-
spair, he talked of dying. - He avoid-
¢d religion, and in death seemed to
expect SUmMply Iepose. ; 1. wo i

Time wore, on., - Septewber x:ame,
with the golden haze of Indian sum-
mer. Mr Harvey was unable to- per-
ceive the beauties of this.most lovely
season, for he had been . confined to
his bed for sonte time. I, feared he
would never rise, and.asked if there
was any friend .with whom he would
like to communicate.. He replied in
the negative. He seemed to be with-
out friends as well as relatives, for he
neyer received letters. or eommunica-
tions of aay -kind. -

One morning he appeared $0 be en-
tirely free from pain, for the first time
in many days. He requested to see
Minnie. Sha eame in, bringing some
flowers fresh with the merning dew.—A
He took them in his hand and held
them to his parched lips, asking Min-
nie one or two questions about her va-
rious pets. After a few . minutes he
said, in a low, faltering tome :

‘Little one, I am dying., Will you
say a prayer forme?'

With a frightened look, ay little
girl commenced; ¢ Our Father who art
in Heaven.’

For a few moments his thoughts
seemeéd to follow the prayer, but while
the tender voiee of the child still con-
tinued, he turned his eyes with & look
of unutterable love on the- beautiful
portrait, which, daring his illness, he
had caused to be placed near his
couch. He raised his arms toward
the speaking face, and calling with his
latest breath, ‘Julie,’ died:

Among his papers I found no eclue

a8 to his former place of residence, or|

former friends. He is interred in the
spot he indicated, where moss banners
lave in the turbrd water, and the owls
hoot and scream.’

® * ® * * *

Some years have passed since I
heard the above. Last night at the
theatre & fair face reealledit all. In a
prominent box, riehly attired, glowing
with beauty and health, was the orig-
inal of the portrait I had seen ‘at my
friend’s quiet home. ¢‘Who is the la-
dy ?’ I asked of an nequsintance, ~

‘That,” he replied, leveling hisopera
glass, ¢ is one of our belles, the beau-
tiful Mrs. Bome years ago
she jilted & young artist, marrying in
his absenes an old man for his wealth.
When the former lover returned, a
few months later, in a frenzy, he kill-
ed the old man, succeeded in escaping
the authorities, and has never been
heard from/ since. ‘Rumor says the
fair lady is to marry the 'gentleman
now besids her) -

I looked with a feeling of pity at the
man who intended trasting his happi-
ness to the fair, radiant syren. Had I
found the slightest trace of remorse in

ber oountenance, I should feel much

happier ; bus I searched those lovely
features in vain. . I saw only a beau-
tiful and apparently a happy woman,

But what can we know of a woman's
feelings when the eyes of the world
are upon her? Perhaps I judged her
barshly ; and in vthe depths of her
heart, she, mayhap, mourns constant-

kIy the murdered cld man, and him

who sleeps in the lone grave with the
tall magnolia tree for a monument,

AN INCIDERT [fl'OUB' HONEYMOOK.

I do not know if any one else will
think the story I am going to write
down as interesting as we—that is,
John and I—did. I will try to tell it
in the simple words in which it was
told to us. But, first, I must say that
we heard it during our honeymoon,
which we were spending at the cottage
in the beautifal park of Lord —
I shall call- him Dimdale. The cot-
t,a.ge was sitnated in a wild and ]onely
part of it ; and the deer used to come

-

lwp close fo the door, and lie under the

fine old oaks, through whose branches
the sun glimmered on the soft, warm

1 of perfect happiness an@ peace.

4+ Ellen.

turf and clamps of yonng fern. And
how the birds sang! for it was the be-
gmmnﬂr of May, and fine, hot weather.
"But to come at once to the story.

In one of our walks, we had made
acquaintance with the clergyman, Mr.
Morton, an old man, - with & plaeid,
sweet smile, and long, smow-white
hair, who somehow gave one thé idea
He
asked us to drink tea with him in his
vicarage, to which we gladly agreed ;
and be led us through paths in the
forest, all bordered with primroses
L and bluebells, to a small house cover-
ed with creepers, and in fromt Maving
a garden as neat as yon can imagine a
garden to be, and full of old fashioned
flowers, sueh as crown imperials,
starch hyacinths, and polyanthus, and
sweet with southernwood, ete. On
entering the house, I perceived that
the parlor was full of children’s toys
and work-baskets, and I expected ev-
ery moment that a whole flock of
grand-children “would come rushing
in ; but none appeared.

I suppose Mr. Mprton observed my
surprise, for while we were at tea, be-
fore the open window, he said : “Mrs.
Fairfield, I'see you looking at the
toys, and wondering what little chil-
«ren come here toenliven an old man’s
loneliness ; but no child comes here.
The little girl whose busy fingers last
dressed that wooden baby, would have
been an old woman now, and the mer-
ry boys who langhed and shouted at
play with those horses, would have,
been elderly, careworn men. Yes,
they were mine; and in one week
they all left me.’ '

I uttered some exclamation of . pity,
and he went on in a dreamy . voice, as
if more to himself than to us, looking
-from the window all the time :

Yes, thank you, my dear young la-
dy. In one week, wife and children
were taken, and I became the solitary
man I have been ever since. * * *
It was in a fever,” he continued, after
a panse—‘a fever brought here by
some wanderers, who came one night
to a barn near the village, where one
died, and from whom the infection
spread. The weather was very bad
for it—burning hot and very dry;
there was no rain or dew, so that the
flowers drooped and the leaves with-
ered with the summer sun beating
down all day long. There were deaths
around me every day, and the bell
was always tolling for the passing of a
soul or a funeral. They brought the
coffins that way,” and he pointed to a
green path out of the forest, ‘in the
evening, when one could hardly see
them and their attendants against the
dark green foliage in the dusk.

‘I went to the sick as much as pos-
gible ; but I took every possible pre-
eaution against infection to my wife
and children. We would have sent
our darlings away, but we had no one
to send them to, and we were a mile
and a half from any infected house.—
We had three children : Ellen, about
eight years old, a thoughtful, quiet,
loving little thing, older than her
years. How she used to trot about
the house after her mother, trying to
help her, and looking up at her, with
calm, deep blue eyes. Then there
were Hugh and Harry, rosy, boister-
ous boys, and their mother—Ellen,
All that your bride can be to
you, Mr. Fairfield, my wife was to
me.’

He was silent, and looked from the
lattice window into the sweet, spring
evening, at the swallows darting about
in- the sunshine, the young, green
leaves and the ﬂowers, whose scent

tfloated through the open window,

thinking of the dear companion who
had once walked by his side in that
suhshine, and bendpd those flowers
with bi

‘One evening,’ he went on, ‘I was

out, letting the breeze, what there was
of it, blow from us to the village,—

'We went to 'a hill, from whence we

oould see the silent village afar off. —
The boys ran about and shouted in
their glee, but little Ellen came and
laid her golden head on my knee, and
looked in my face, with her deep,
sweet eyes. She said: ‘Papa, there
must be a great many people sorrow-
ful down there in the village. I wonld
like to help them. I wish we could
comfort them. I should like so much.
I told her how we could help them,
by asking Him who sends us all our
troubles to help us to bear them pa-
tiently, knowing that they are sent in
love and pity. Then we walked home,
for the sun was setting like a red ball
of fire. The children gathered nose-

| gays of roses and honeysuekles, which

they put in water when we got home.
The smell of a honeysuckle always
brings that evening again before me.

‘My darling laid her ‘doll to sleep
.just as it lies now, and wished it and
myself good night ; the boys.arrang-
ed pll their playthings, and then their

jmother teok them to bed, and I sat

here, where I am now, looking into

the darkening night. I heard them
sing the evening bymn—Ellen and her

at liberty, and we took the children|

mother, m-i’ljv and claml)- —thu boys
l with loud, eager, joyous voices—and
my heart was vory thankiul for the
very many blessings | vouchsafed to
nie.

“That night there wds a great ery
m our house, as w yypt of old, for
our first-born was to die. The fever
had begun. Oux Irighted servants
{ran from the honse at midnight, and
we were loft alone with our stricken
child. The morning | dawned. The|to
boys awdke, and we bid them dress
themselves, and go and play in the
forest.. Meanwhile I went to DMars-

and a nurse, resolved, on their arrival
that I wounld take the|boys away to
the woodman's wife, Annice ; I knew
she wonid take care of thom. DBut
neither nurse or doctor eould be spar-
ed from Marston ; and| all that burn-
ing July day we watched by our dar-
ling's bed, listening to the distant
sound of the boys at play in the forest,
commingled with her ravings. Hard-
ly ravings, neither, for there was noth-
ing frightful ; all was happiness| and

She talked of Henry and Hugh, of hor
birds and flowers, and of appeuring in
"the presence of her dear Savionr,

¢ At last the long, dreadful day was
wearing away. The sun was lower-
ing, and we saw the struggle was near-
ly over. Those whu had that fever
rarely lived more than twenty-four
hours, even the strong, much less one
like our darling. About sunset I heard
a voice under the window. It was
Annice, who had heard of our ftronb-
le, and had come tohelp us. I went
down to speak to her, and she told
me we were to part with our merry,
healthy boys. I had not dared to go

their voices within an hour. But An-
nice had found them, and recognized
the ghastly signs too' well. I knew,
too, ns soon as I saw them. I went
back to tell their mother, and we sent
Annice to be with them, and stayed
with the one from whom we were first
to part.

‘It was dark now, and the stars
came out, and a red glow on the hori-

rise by-and-by. Ellen w ing of
walking a8 we had done last night.—
‘Papa, I am very tired; do carry me
homej; we are coming very near home
now,aren’t we very near home ? Then
we were in church. You have seen how’
the sunset light shines on the monu-
ment to the Lady Dimdale, lighting up
the sweet pure face that is raised to
Heaven ? She thonght she saw it. ‘It
is growing dark; I want to see the
glory on the monument. Ah! there it
is; the head is bright and shining. Tt
is locking at me. I am coming. Such
a glory is all around. I am coming.—
‘Wait till the hymn is sung, or papa
and mamma will be vexed. And she
raised herself, and stretched out her
arms; and, as loud and sweet as last
night she had sung in health and rea-
gon, she now sung the evening hymn :
 Glory to thee, my God this night,

For all the blessings of the light ;
Keep me, oh! keep ma

And so singing, the angel of Death,
that had come so gently to her, t.odL
her iome. We stood by her grave
ttlual.i:. night under the solemn stars, and,
grief-stricken, thanked the chastening
Father for the child he had given and
taken away.

¢ But a great horror fell on me when
we went back to our remaining: dear
ones. It wasin bitter
our little Harry 1left us. He was
go strong and healthy, that he strug-
gled hard to live. Hewanted to be

the fresh air, and to cool his - burning
vision of glory calmed his last hour,
and we were thankful when the end
had come.

ly stupor in which he had lain,
took him on her lap, he said in hisown

now; I'll be Letter soon, mamma,’

and be happy for evermore.
‘I'll rest, too, till morning, mamma ;'

her neck, he went to his eternal rest;
and we were childless |

on that seat in the twilight.

ness!

ton, the nearest town;~for-the-destor]

peace, as her young life had been.—{

near them all day ; but we had heard

zon showed where the moon wgaf‘f‘ii‘

anguish that

out ir the forest at play, he said to feel

hands in the sparkling brook. No

*Then Hugh woke up from the dead-
He
saw his brother He still ‘and quiet in
his little crib; and when his mother

sweet lisping voice: * Harry is better

¢ His mother told him Harry would
never be ill any more, and never sorry;
but, taken to his Saviour, would rest|’

and 8o, elasping his little hands round

¢ After the little coflins had been laid
by the first we had followed there, El-
len, my only Ellen, and I sat. together
Well' do
I remember the night. The air was
Leavy with the scent of hay and flow-|:
ering bean-ficlds; bats wheeled round
our heads, and great white moths and
cack-chaffers flitted pastus, We talk-
ed of our darlings, and how perhaps
even then their angel spirits were near
us; and we felt that it was well. We
had laid them in the dark bosom of
the earth for a time; but it would seon
pass away—oh! very, very soon, and
then how light the present bitter-

‘And,dauheart, Ismd to my be-

loved one, *we have still each other;
we will not be desolate.’ And we felt

God, that the world ca

the pestilence that walketh in darkness
bad not yet done its mission.
‘My dearest,” my wife said to me
one day, ‘I am going to leave you, too;
you will then e alone, but'do not Iet
your heart break. A littla while—ga
few years—and then we shall all meet
together before the throne' of the
Lamb !’

‘I watched one da} b) m) mff. 8 dy=
ing bed, with _Annice, and Iremember
w0 more., A long frightfal: dream, &
deep stnpor suceseded. When I'awoke
it was evening, and the golden gunshing

could seo in the forest; I saw that rain
had fallaz and the grass and leaves
were green again. The larid mist had
cleared away, and the sky was soff
and blue. All lgpked joyous and glad;
but I knew there was no earthly glad-
ness for me; the blessed rain had fal-
len on the graves of all I lovéd,
[and  the grass grew green upon
them.

‘Ineed not tell of all T suffered; it
has long gone by. When I first came
down,hare from iy chauber; all was
as I had left it the night that sorrow
first fell upon us. “Ph& very flowers,
gathered by the httle Rands €hat were
stilled forever, were there, but dry and
dead. Twould not let Anything be
moved. So they have been for fifty
years, and so they will be #ill T jom
those who left them there.” And in the
quiet evenicg I can see them unalier~
ed before me.. Ellen; my wife, with
her quiet eyet and fmile, in the wick«
er-work chair; and Kttle Ellen deftly
working by her side, with a sedate woe
manly look on her swoct face; and the
boys at noisy play around them. And
then T feel that I am alone. But ‘Ha
who tompem the wind to the shorm
lamb, has helped me through all' my
lonely daya.

“ And now, all I Imve to tell iz  told,
Perhaps you wonder at my telling it,ee
I could not have done it - fwenty, ngk.
even ten years.ago; but I'am' now an
ty-five years of age; and’
it c mnot be long ere the changes and
chanees of this mortal life are over for
me. Alonglife have I had,and rest]xill be
sweet after the burden and heat of the
duy. I never see the suuset light on
the Lady Dimdale’s sweet face, withe
out thinking of the shining glory round
that angelic head, that seemed to cal]
my little Ellen home, and longing for
the time when I too, shall go home ta
her, and her gentle mother, and hn-
two happy brothers.’

And when Mr. Morton was silent, we
rose up gently, and bade him goods=
night, and walked howme through the
quiet forest.

calm, resigned spirit séemed to us fo

prayed that when our_ dsy, dmk or
sunshiny as it may be, is over, and the
golden avamngfa.lls that the wondrous
peace which is his, may be ours also,

John and I, 45 we walked along, talk-
ed seriously of our future life, and of
the vast importance of Possessing that,
faith in God, and trust in the Savmur
which alone would fit us to eudpra
with calmness the shooka of  earthly
sorrow and trial. And the twilight
fell gently around us as we came to
the cottage-door.

————l-
The Bible Grows With One.

If you come to Holy Scnptures with

for yet higher attainments, ,the book
grows with you, grows wpon yoa. It
is ever beyond youw, and cheerily criess
“Higher yet: = Excalswor!” Many

with oonndarabln pleasure; . I have

read them since with dznppomtmmt;
I shall never read them again, fur they

good in their way once, and 8o were
the clothes I wore when 1 was ten
years old; but I have outgrown them
—I know more than these books kuow,
and know wherein théy ate “tanity—
Nobody outgrows Soripturs; the beok
widens and deepens with ot years,—
Lt is truey it eannot really, for it is per-

fect; but it does 8o to* our apprehen-
sion.

The doepur you dig ito” Soripture,

four or five points of orthordoxy, and
says: I understand the ospel Ihg

grasped all the Bible,” Waita bit, nnd
when bLis soul grows and knows " more
of Christ, he will confess* “Phy eom-
mandmentis exceeding ' broad—I haye
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A demure-locking ¢
charcoal peddlerwi'th tggnerjih;?ﬁv:
you got charcoal in yolir wagon # yes,
sir,” said the expectant driver, stop-
ping his horses. “Thai’s right,” ob-
served the demure chap, with an ap-
proving nod; “ always tell the

hurried on; ngich 1o the
wagon to look for & bri

e e —
Bubscribe for the Frrexp, Qaly $2,

e

peace in our hearts, even the peage of -
[ ) v Uy i

was in my room. From the window I .

The inflnencs of hig .

pervade all things; and I earnestly

growth in grace, and witk aspirations '

books in my libraty are now bghind
and beneath me; I read them years 8go,

are of no service to me. They were

the 1nore you find that it is u great -
abyss of truth. ‘The beginner learng -

only begun to tlm]emtand *t-"“-‘-&mr- .

and people witl réspect yo." and “ho '

regret ofthe’
peddler, who was gettin cﬁ out of ' the »
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