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AN OLD SONG.
* God hath chosen the weak things of tha world.™

1t was an old and once familiar steain,
A distant eoho from the years gone by :
Aund now we heand its melody again
Beneath a foreigun sky.

A company of atrangers, met to part,
Spesding an evening in the stame hotel,
Aund soft a¢ dew upon ench weary haart
The tweet notes fell,

She was a fair and gentle maid who sung,
Who summers seventeen had soareely told,
And deftly from ber practised hand and tongue

The wmusie rolled,

We hushed our bisy ialk to hear her sing,
The earnest student iald his baok aside,
While memory bors s on her noiseless wing

O er ocesn wide,

To that far dietant land beyond the sea,
Whicl we had left on firrwign shores t0 roam,
The music bore us on ity pinioos Yree
Back to our bome;

Back to the laod which we had left bahind,
The Jand of love, and hope, and faith, and prayer,
And showed the fauthiul bear!s and faces kind
That loved us there,

Aot one there was who heard that soothiog song,
Whose beart was beavy with its weight of care,
Kwbitterad by a sense of cruel wrong
No friend might share.

Silently, proudiy, had be borge his pais,
Crushed from his wouaded heart each saftening
thoughs ;
Bar the sweet tones of that forgutten atraio
New feelings brought.

Strange Inaglngs rose once more (G see the place
Which in bis bovbood he had beld so dear
Tuser apce mare his sared father's face,
His voice tohear:

To meet acain hid gantis a7ater s smile—
Ul was sbie who used to sinyr this self-same song!,
Would pat herlove i< thoughts from sarrow wite,
An{southe his wrong ¢

How would their Rithful hearts reioice to greet
Their pro-iigul's retars foom d at dtnre,
And bind his hear to many a walonmns swoet
Turvam 0o more !

Thus he resolved that, when the mors’
He weald arise and homeward wae 3 A
And hewdiess of the narsh worll's praise or blame,
No mare wonid stray.

Littie the singer surised the jower that lay

Beneath the arcents of her simple song ;

Its soutbiog words shaid bauat him day by day,
And make bim strong.

The lecgthening torilight stols inta the room
Aud wrapped ns in its mantte eold and Lrey :
But from the listever’s heart the dewper gloom
Had pas<ed awsy.

The wing was ended, and the singer ruse
And jights were brought, and book« and work re-
auamesd

His =pirit tastnd long-denied Topase
By bepeillum'd ;

Avd when the morning dawned he homewant nrned
Brek to bis father’s houre bevond the sea,
The dear 0ld homestead where hisapirlt venroed
fince mote 10 e,

O bappy maid ! (o sioging thus throagh iife
R_\-Mmg e lost return, the wWeak be sirang ;
Thine 15 a gift with heavenly cumwlfort rife,
The cift ol wong,
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MILLY DOVE.
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It was a pleasant June day. Through the
open window in Milly’s fittle room a mingied
stregan of sunshiue and the breath of flowers
rofled in, tilliug the chamber with light and
p-riume.  The spiders dozed in the crevices of
the panelled walls, while their aerial wehs shone
hike delicate threads of 4ilver. The hieh.
shouldered chairs sidled off into the corners, as
if they were ashamed of their age, and the
grvat panorams, which stood on one side of the
door, glared with its huge, «ve-like lens at the

green window, like a species of four-legued
Cyelops. Milly, as usua}, was sitting in the
sun. Nestled into that great, high-backed

chair, which was a world tou lirge for her, she
workel absently at soms intricate feminine
fabrie,--a fabric it was that I belirve would
have driven me crazy if 1 had been set down to
learu its mystrries.  There were dozens of
strings pinued to various portions of the un-
Lappy old chair. More strings trailed on the
floor, whoss courses, if followed, wonld be founld
to terminate in uwuwmberless little balls, that
kept continually rolling off into the cornersand
dliat.urhiui;l the spiders that lived on the first
tloors of the panels. Then each string had to
be unpinned every second minate, and juggled
with after some wondrous fashion, uutil, having
been thrust, by a species of magic known only to
Milly, through an interminable perspective of
loops, it was solemnly repinned to the chair,
amd then the whole prucess began again.
Wiether it wag owing to the complication of
this terrible web, or to the preoccupation of her
own thoughts, 1o Penelope ever made so many
blunders as Milly Dove, on that June morning.
Every now and then the web would come to a
stand-still ; & minute investigation of certain
curiony knots would result in the discovery of
some  heart-rending error.  Then the vagrant
balls would have to be hunted up in the corners,
and the pin would have to come out, and with
a pettish toss of the head and a little ponting
of the under lip, the child would tediously un-
ravel all the false work and begin again,
Sometimes she would let it drop altogether,

aud gaze absently through the open window, as
if she were watching the humming-binls that
hung before the golden-lipped tnbes of the
trumpet-honeysuckle; or she would turn to-
ward the desclate panorama, that scomed to gaze
reproachfully at fxer with its single oye, and
pounder over the propriety of taking another
peep at that bloody Battle of Prague, or the ex-
trordinary representation of the Israelites gu.
thering the manna iun the desert,—which said
manua seemed to have been made into very
respectable and  well.baked quartern loaves
tefore it fell.

Milly's reveries, whatever they were, were in-
terrupted by the entrance of Master Dick Boby,
the eldest son of Judge Boby, who was the
richest and greatest man in the village. Master
Roby had acynired--probably by inheritance—
the sum of half a dollar, and immediately upoun
coming into possession of his property had set
off for Milly's shop, uncertain as to whether he
would purchase her entira stock or simply con-
fine himself to the acquisition of a stick of
molasses candy.  Milly, with her pleasant
smile, was behind the counter in an instaunt,
awaiting the commands of the young squire.

“ What's them guus apiece, Miss Milly ¥’ in.

nired Master Boby, pointing to a couple of
imsy fowling-pieces that stood in the corner,

“8ix dollars apiece, sir.”

1 guess you'd take half-price for them if a
body was to buy both 1" said the voung mil-
lionaire, half inquiringly, as if he had only to
put his hand in his pocket and pull out the
meney.

“Well,™ zaid Milly, **1 didn't buy them
they were here when father died, and as they’ve
been so loug on my hands, I'd be glad to sell
them cheap. You can have them Loth for
seven dollars and fifty cents, if you waut them,
Master Dick.”

), Tdon't want them ; ounly father might,
if his own gun was to burst.  What's the price
of them skates, Miss Milly ¥

*¢ A dollar fifty, sir.  They are capital skatey,
and canie all the way from York. But what
do vou want of skates this weather, Master
Dick "

<0, §didn't know but 1 might lose my own
sKates next winter, you kuow, sa 1 thought 1'd
ask.  Are you going te the «circus show this
evening, Miss Milly ? for if vou'd like to go, |
can get tickets from father, and I'll take vou.”
And Master Dick looked admiringly at the
pretty iittle maiden.

** Thank you kindly, sir; bur [ don’t think
Mr, Compton would like me to go. He savs the
cireus i a bad place.”

“He don't know nothing,” answered Master
Diek, surlily 1 “* but if you wen't go, 1 kuow
one who will,  Give me an ounce of molasses
c;;n!d_v. aud half an ounce of peppermiut, Miss
Mille.”

Milly had just opened the drawer containing

the confections demanmded Ly Master Dick, and
was about weasuring out the required quantity
of molasses and  peppermint, when  she saw
something through the window that wiade her
suddenly  stop. A gentleman  was marching
slowly down the strect.  He appeared to be lost
in reverie, for bis head was thrown back, and
hix eves were fixed on vacaney, while he moved

everybody, himself included.  He was a plea.
sant gentleman. too, anid seemed to be occupied
with pleasing thonghts, for a sort of half-bhorn
smile plaved around his thin lips, seeming al.
wavs o1 the point of becoming a laugh bat
uever fultilling its promise. This geutleman had
just arrived opposite 1o Milly’s door, when his
reverie was suddenly und most wnexpectedly in.
terrupted by a big stone,  This big stone wasa
stoue of infamous habits. It lurked vnder a
specious coating  of clay, seemingly soft and
v‘nsxic in its nature, but all the while turning
up one sharp and trearkerons edge, that tu the
foot of the tight.beooted and unwary pedestrian
caused unutterable tortures. It was a Tartutfe
amony stones, —hypoetitical, velvety, inducing
confidence,-—but woe to the toe that lit upon
its venomous edge !

Well, of course this thoughtful gentleman
marched straight upon this awsassin of a stone.
Tschut ! A terribie ““thud” of toes against the
treacherous edge, a wild flinging out of arms in
a vain attempt at equilibrium, a convulsive
«jaculation which I hope nobody heard, and our
pedestrian measured his length in the dust. He
rose in a moment, looked reproachfully at the
stone ax il to upbraid it for its wmisconduct,
theun, recalled probably by some unusaal sensa-
tion, he looked down at bis legs,  Alas ! across
hig left knee there was a great gaping split io
his trousers, through which a wide vista of
linen was visible. The poor gentlemun gazed
racfully at this scene of destruction ; looked
around, and then again at his knee ; then tried
to walk a step or two; xtop&wd, looked at his
knee once more, and seemed to meditate peo-
foundly ou his position.

While rapt in this painful reverie, the victim
of that abowinable stone was sturtlul by a very
sweet little voiee at his elbow.  This voice, be-
longing to Milly Dove, said, ** Please, sir, if
you will step into the shop, | will mend it for

ou.”

The gentleman turned round, and gave a
rapid glunce at the sunny, girlish face that
looked up into his with such a frank, easy ex-
pression, as if it was the monst natural thing in
the world that he should fall, and that she
should come out and offer to mend his trousers,

“Thank you, child 1" said he, simply. ¢
aw very much obliged to you, What is your

name 1

ut apparently ancouscious of the existence of

“ Milly Dove, sir.” )

« And this isyour father's shop, 1 suppose 7
And the stranger glanced round as he entered,
with a half-smile at the varied assortment of

oody that it contained. It was quite deserted §
or Master Dick Boby, left nlone with the
camly, had, I regret tosay, helped himself and
departed.

# No, sir; it's mine!” answered
poking in her pocket for her needle-box.

“Yours! why, you ant young to be at the
head of au establishment.”’

1 was sixteen my last birthday, ~ie. Will
you come into the insid» room, if you please, xo
that you my put veitr foot upen a char ™

The steanger did as he was  bidden, and
Milly’s nimble fingers were soon busily drawing
together the § .\gg\-fi edges of the gaping rent iu
his injured trousers.  He looked down upon her
with a wondering ynze.

‘1 suppose some of your telations live with
you here ! he said, after « pause, during which
he had been stadying her features intently.

““Nao, sir; L am alone.”

tAlone !

“No; that ise—mit exactly
Compton lodges up-stairs.”

“Lir. Compton ©* said the stranger, a sort of
dark shadow falling across his face like a veil
Who is Mr. Compton ! A yvoung man ¥

“ A (riend of my mother's, sir. He lives here
all the year round, and ix a dear, pleasant gen-

Milly,

Mr,

wone.

tleman.  He's guite young, too ; nut more than
fifty.«ix.*
ALY and the Kaoight ot the Rueful

*That

Breeches seemed 1o breathe more freaiy.
Huow lone have vou been

is voung indeed:
keeping shop 7

“Two vears, sir. My mother died abuout that
titne, and the neighbours were all very good s
me when | bepan. 1 think it will o now,
sir "

“Thanks! thanks " replied the stranger,
sCarce gi\'ill){ EY glunm' at the neal seatm acrosa
his kuee.  ** You are an excelirat Hitle work-
wowan.”  And as he spoke he seated himsel?V
deliberately in Miliv's high-backed chair, much
to that youug ladv’s surprise. ¢ You have a
retty reom here,” Be continged, luoking reund
I\im approvingiv, - **a very pretty oon t The
suplight gushing in through that window, and
barting, as 11 werr o make 18 entramee, the
meysucklcs that wave before 1, b
ing ettt
out there 17

o, there’s not much to do now' ~aid Midly,
modestly. Mz, Compion
sud now 1 help him o little. They grow thers
wo nicely, the flowers do ' Al in the spring i
freshien up the beds g ltde, and weed the walks,
awd olip off the dead branches, and 1 think the
sun and the rain do the st

Hum ! that’s pretudy g !

Poor Milly grew searlet at the tone of casy
assgrance in which this approbation was uttered.
This gentleman seeited 1o Jove wn wie of the
world about it that senchow alarmed her, le
kuew not why, -hic wals, his way of speech,
his manner, wene all a0 ditferent froue those of
the loutish villugers o whom she had bewn o
custotied. He was even aniike Mr Compion,
whio tu Milly, until then, had beeu the oghest
wype of human yperlretion,

0 dike to Hve snoa teom Itke thoet

2 charm-
Is it vou who take cane of the lowers

wads the garden,

mnt
tered the stranger half alond, garing roand bim
with evident pieasare, it b s aweet, thoughe.
ful air ; and that parden ontside wondd i e
with proetry. 1M ke very tuaele indeed to hve
here !

“Then why don’t you come 777 was ap the tp
of Milly'> tomgue ;. bt she sihdenly recollested
herself in tine, ard w0 was «qlent,

Do yont ever read, Mise Mddly Doave 170 was
the next question, as the visiter tarped bty
to the vaung maiten. .

@ No-—yes--that  is -
alarmed reply.

* Which meany that yoa o not readat all i
said the stranger, gravely,

Milly looked as it she was snnpadiately about
to tuck the end of her apron iuto her eyes, and
weep Liersell awiy.

CWell," continuesl he, " that can be ge.
medied ;¢ but Mr, Complon shanbd have given
you books.”

“Sir,” sald Milly stoutdy, quick to esponse
her friend’s canse, though anable to defond her
own,—** Sir, Mr. Cotmpton kunows a great deal
more, in faet, than any ome I oever saw, and
everything that he do <1 right.”

The steameer Inaghed, ** You are o chivalrons
but illogical httle sadden, said b, in oo tone of
insntferable patronage,

““1 may not read wuch,” said Milly, flushing
up, “but 1 have s panorama.”

“0, you have a panorama? A panorama of
what 7 let us see this wonder that supplies the
place of haoks."”

“Shall I show it to you, «ir " asked Milly
timidly,

“Certainly ; but before profiting by yeur
kindness, [ oust intvoduee myself formally. |
am Mr. Alexander Winthrap, a poor geutleman,
with enough for his appetites, and too Tittle for
his desires, 1 am fond of travelling, books and
thinking. I am only twenty.five years old, al-
though | look thirty. I live close to New York,
and am at present at Blowomdale on business.
Now, you know all that [ intend you to know
about me; so we will go on with our panar-
ama,”’

This oil-hand introduction was delivered
with such gravity that poor Milly did not know
what to make of it. At first, she thought he
was Jaughing at her, but on looking at his oyes

sodebimes, T was the
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she could not ddetect the slightest twinkle of
merriment ; so she nodied herlittle hoad 1o My
Alexander \\’inthroy. as if to say, AN right
1 know you,” and then proceedad to introdues
hiwm to the panorama. )

*Thix,”" said Milly in a solemn voice, ng she
mude him put hiz eye to the peep-linle, and
proceeded to pull the strings that lifted the pie-
tures, ** this is the invaxion of Mexico hy the
Spaniards.  The man iun the big boat is Cortes
a very etiiel man iudeed ; wnd the man oy the
shore is Montezuma, the King of Mexico, who
miay be kunowa by his red skin.”

¢ Hem ! coughed Mro Alexinder,  © Huw
do you know this this i3 the invasion of

Mexteo ¥

* Mr. Compton told me, sir”

“0, Me. Compton old you! Then it's a)l
right, of course.  But,” he continued, mutter.
ing to himeelf, “if Mr. Cowmpton is right
Cortes is dressed exeeedingly like William Pany, '
and Montesnma would make a capital Norg),
American Indian.”

“This picture,” continued  Milly, pulling
another string, * represents the geeat Pyrunida.
af Fuvpt, buillt by various Kiugs to serve foy
their tombs. The ancient Exyptinns were far
advineed in civilization, while the rest of th,
globe was thtwd in the obsurity of ignorance.
Their chiel god wus Osiviy, and the priesthood
wus ro powerful that the government, in tratl,
was an ecclosiastical one,  The ancieut Eavp
tians were tn the habit of placing a skeleton nt
the head af the table whenu they Deasted, for (s
purpose of reminding them of their wmortaline,
and it is belleved that from them fipst "1}”711},.'
the art of embilmng bodies. They were
hivhly  cotsmercial  people, and  fonmid Large
markets for the prolucts of their industry ani
art, inthe ancwnt eitiesof Greece and Rope

* Why, ehadd, whers dbd vou dearn this ¢ wy
clatmed Mr, Aevander, going with astagish.
ment on the Gittthe marden, who v off i,
farrago of learaing with the ghbnes of 4 4.
turer on arcient history, tookne ol the wigl
exseedingiv prond of her Knowledge.

“Mr. Compron tald
proudly.

Mr. Alexander o
sell, tag Larst tulo o shiong of i.ugg_rn»r thye

e, she anawan s

B ne onger contain by

made Miliv's ears ungle. Her tound o
Sushied, and the tears 1o o her e Pog

Hirtle thing ' She thought thes Mreo Aevinder
Winthrop exeadingly rude, vet she couid g
foel - npry with bim.

SOWH, what's the next pletves ©7 e i,
as soon as e bad revovers) from by wieths,
without making the sightest apobope e
insproper behavionr,

s the Batthe of the Nue aneaerd
Milly, rather suileniy, for she did not evaerss
hike the meredess Lagh of her new frpeel

S was there all the winde,” chamed g M
Ajexatndern.

“You woubin't Y happened sver s g
age e answered Mally qoeRiy, delight a Sl
ing Mr. Alexander out an g b,

That gestboay o was on e podnt ol going ot
wnte another it of meranient, when o wild pre
Bude o oa paano waversd harniouiousty threnygd
the wimdow . After wandertigg apoand dowp 1t
Kevs for a sbort e, strikinzg oat fragmenta o
neledzes, and Buttrigs uneertaaly froop e o
the other, as oo batlerily rowtes from bl to b
net knewing which to choase, the perforaer
fength strack onoa thenie that semimed toatse,
Biim, and then poneed oot b cutiee souis Thoa
it was o veluntary, one coulddieera dooan e
staut, tram the scenstonal dreegularite of G
riivthm, and lich of preper sequene tetweny
the parts; but 1t was o wild, so origiuai,
mauraful, <o full of broken utteninees of pae
ston, that ope might have imagined 1t the waid
of a Tost angel, ottside the gates of that pars-
dise which lie saw bat condd nat enjoy.

ST his i great perforier,” sand Mro Alexe
ander, Fising, D must go amd see him.

Sty Mro Compron,” enied Milly, eageriy;
he does tot Hike to be disturbed. You wust
ot o now.”’

1 don't cape,”

e

sand  Mro Alexander, very
coolly, " Whepe's the stairs 03, here teali
nght 1 And before shie could detain him, he
hied boumded ape the alairs, and was gone,

“1mske no apalogy for coming in here u
this way,” satd Mr. Mexander, ax he pushed
open Mo Cnmptan’s doar, ¢ becaise, 0 you
don't want peaple to rush in oon you un-
annoanesd, you shoald net play so well, nor
tmprovise such original threons "

CYaou are an artisd, then (" said Mr. Comyp-
ton, 1isiug in some surprise at this sadden e
trasion, ** Al such have w vight to enter here”

“Fuoough of an artiet to comprehend you,”
gaiid the young man, biuntiy,  ** You ure an ar-
tist, Mr. Comptonu, and bave never done any
thing but toy with art.  More shame for you !

*CWhe ds my lecturer ¥ sxid My, Compton
rather sternly,

S My nanie iy Alexander Winthirop,™

“What § he who—=—"

“ Hush 1" cried the young man, lifting his
finger s for at that mowent Mitly appeared,
with Hushel chiesks, on the threshold ol the
door, 1 am only Aexauder Winthrop, 1
tore ty trotgers by o full opposite to this house,
This little fuiry,”” pointing to Milly, ** memded
them for me. 1 heard you playing; 1 ran up-
stairs.  Now you know all about me.”

“Then yon must be the stranger of whomn
Milly hus o often spoken to me, as paasing the
door every day,” bl Mr. Comnpton, with a
Wanidt ignortce of the incautiousness of his
remark, and totally heedlons of Mully's agouired
telegraphings to make him stop.




