214

THE CAN A_DIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS:

Lueiry.

Ol)l'}. TO AUTUMN.

BY THOMAS Hloed.

1 suaw ohd Antunm in the inisty nor
Stand shadowless liko

‘To gilenee, O ne o
Bt s hollow

Nor lowly hed, —
Shaking hi L brigin
With uu gossamer tha fell by nigh.
Pearling his copmet of golden corn.

Where are the »
Lping the du
el shide wnd ; as one,
And Marnmg sing< witl st warm. od touth,
Wiere sure the nierry birds ?=-Av ¥
o panimg wigs througl the inctement skies,
Liest owls shionld prey

. Undagzled at noon day,

Amd tear with orny beak theie lustroes eyes,

2—\With the s

nges of S
outh,

s of th

Where are e blovms of Saismer 2=l the West,

Brusbing their kast to the kst sunny lowrs,

AWhet the anild Five by suddon Night is prest,

Lake teartu) Proserpme, snatehed lvom bee flowers
Fai most gloomy beast,

Whasre is the prome of Smnmer—ihe green pine—
The many, nany leaves all 1w e
OUn the wossed el three on the
Prembling,—and o
Where 131 y nortality ?
Gone into mourninl eyp nd cherk yew,
ing the Jong, ghomy winte:
1onth holly?s grreen ¢
uitls one Ins aceomph
¢ brintined theie gan

The siuir
Thee ants b
wrain,
And lioney Lees have s
reets of sunmier in their las

swallowaall have winged uer e
But here the: Avtumn melanchody dwells
rhs her teartud spells
Amongst the sunless shmdows o the plain,
Alone, alone
Upon a mossy stone
She sits and reekons up the dead and
With the Iast [eaves for a love-ros:
Whilat all the withered world Jooks dreanily
Like adon pictare of the drowae
In the hushed wind’s wys|
Dounbaful that ghosity thing
It that diztanes, grey npon th

O o and st with her, amd be o%er.
Uniler the lzngnid downgall of her 1
She wears a coronal of oy f;
Vpon her forel nlu e of eare
‘There is enongh witherel everywhe
Fo make her bow und cnongh of

- Phiere i enongloof seduess o)
(Candy for the rose tat died,—
£s Beuutys—she that with th
Ut conserons ¢ mast beau
There is enough of soecawing wd qui
Enougl of bitter teaits the carth dotla bear ;—
Fauough of chilly droopings tur hee bowl;

Enough of tear and shadowy despier

Pos frame ber elondy prisen for the soul.
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THE STORY OF BLIZABETH.
BY MISS TIHACKERAY,
| Danghier of the great Eoglish Novebst.)

COXTINUED,
V. 30.—Reading- Romn,

FPlug
Buatstown.—

Hotel,

Me, William Dampier writing at a side-
table to a married sister in India. Theee
old geutlemen come crenking in ; select limp
newspapers, and take their places, A younyg
man who i3 going to town by the 10.30
train lies down on the sofa and talls asleep,
and snores geatly. A soothing silence,
Mr. Dampier's blunt pen travels alonyg the
thin paper. . . . ‘What a dear old
woman Aunt Jemnyis. How woll she tells
a story. Lady Dampicr wastelling me the
same story the other day. [ was very much
bored. I thought each one person more
selfish and disagrecable than the other,
Now Aunt denny takes up the tale. The
personages all hrighten under her friendly
old spociacles, and hecome good, gentle-
hearted, romantic, and hevoicall at” once—
as she is hersell. 1 was o good deal steuck
by her report of poor John's seatimental
imbroglio. T draudk tea with the imbroglio
this evening, and I can’t help rather likking
her.  8he has a sweut pretty face, and her
voice, when she talks, pipes and theills like
a musical snuit:box. "AuntJeany wants her
for a nicee, that is certuin, and says that a
man onght to marry the wife he likes best.
Youare swre to azree 1o that; [ wonder
what Miles says, It she’s torn with sym-
pathy, poor old dear, and first cries over
one girl, and then over the other, She says
John came 1o her one day at Paris in a
great state of mind, declared he was wuite
determined to finish with all his uncertainty,
and thay he had made up his mind to break
with Lictitia, and to marcy Ilizabeth, ifshe
was still in her old way ol thinking,  Aunt
Jean got frightened, “refused to interfere,
carried off the young lady, and has not
spoken to her on the subject.  Johu, who
is really bohaving very foolishly, is sl at
Paris, and has not. ﬁ)lfowed them, as [ know
my aunt, hoped he  would have done, 1
can’t help being very sorry for him.  Lady
Dampier hag heard of his goings on. A
Frenchman toldsome penple; who told some
people who you know how things ot
about.  Some day when I don’t wish i, you
will hear all abouwl mp, and write me a

thundering letier all the way from Lucknow.
There is no doub$ about the matter. It
would be a thousand pities i€ dohn wore to
break off with Lictitin, to speak nuthing of
the cruelly and the insult to the poov child,
who is, I helieve, sincerely attuched to him,

“Ihis Miss Gilmour certainly made a
dead set. at him, and we all know that poor
John is not the man (o resist any attack up-
on his vanity, - Tishy knows nothing of all
this, and, 1o tell the trath, didnot object to
a little quict flirlation in her infeided’s ab-
gence.  She is just as nies as ever, silent,
unaflocted, simple, gentle; perhups it is a
shamo Lo gay that she seema to want a liitle
hewmrt and tenderness.

CAndso Rosey and Posey are a coming
home. I am vight sorry foe theie paor papa
and mama. | hope you have sowmetimes
talked to my nicces about their respectable
uncle Will,™ They are sure to he looked
alter and happy with Auat Jenny, but how
you will be breaking your hewrtsafter them!
Miles is sualfe to be ordered home in a year
ar two, and that is o greal consolation. A
priest ought perhaps to talk o you ol one
other consolition mwe certain and more
eficncions. But 1 have alws und oy
dear Pene o better Cloistinn than mysell,
and | have no need 1o preach o her)

Will Dampier wrote aclose, stvai ghi little
handewriting ; oaly one side of his paper
was {ull, but he did not care to write any
wore that uight; he put up his letter in s
case, and walked oul into the gavden,

It was 2 great staclight wight.  ‘Che sew
gloomed vast and black on the hovizon. A
few other peaple were walking in the g
den, and they talked in hushed yet distinel
voices.  Many of the winlows were open
and alight. Will looked up al the window
of the room whese he had heen 1o see his
aunt.  That was alight and open, tno, and
some one was sifting with clisped  hands,
looking atthe sky.  Dampier hi a cigar,
and by too, waltked along gazing at the
stars, and thinking of Pn kind Tace as
he wend along.  Other constellations  ¢los-
tered nbove her head, he thonght; between
them Ly miles of Lund and sea, greeae cotne
teies, occans rushing, plains acid and un.
known ; vast jungles, deserted cities, ernmb-
ling in 2 broiling sun; it gave him 2 litde
vertizo to tey and realize what hundreds of
miles of distance strelched between their
two beating hearts.  Distance 80 gveat, and
yet so little ; for he could love his sister,
and think of her, and see her, and talk to
her, as iCshe was in the nexy room. What
was that distanee which could he measured
hy miles, compared to the immensunhle
wulf that separates each one of us from the
neavest and dearest whose hands we may
hold in ony own 7 .

Will walked on, his mind full of dim
thoughts, such as eome 1o most peopls on
staclit nights; when coustellations arve blazing
and the living soul gazes with awestricken
wonder at the great living universe, in the
midst of which it waits, and trembles, and
adorves. ¢ The world all about has faded
away,” he thought, ¢and lies davk and dim,
and indistinet.  People are lying like dead
people stretched out, mmeconseious on their
beds, heedless, wnknowing.  Iere and there
in the houses, a few dend people are lying
like thesleepers,  Arve they as unconscious
as the living 7 e woes to the end of the
garden, and stands looking upward, until he
cannot think longer of things so far above
him, It seems to him that his brain is like
the string of an instrument, which will
hreale under the passionate vibration of har-
monies 59 far bayond his powers to vender.
He goes back into the house.  Kvery thing
suddenly grows strangely 1eal and Gumiliar,
and yeb it seemed, but a moment ago, as
if to-day and its caves had passed away for
cver, .

BLily had a little Indian box that her
tather had once giveu 1o her. It served her
for a work:hox and a treaswre casket.  She
kept her scissors in it, and her ruby ring ;
some lavender, & gold (himble, and her
father's picture.  And then in o lower tray
were some cotlons and tapes, one or two
letters, a pencil, and a hroken silver chain.
She bad a childish habit of playing with it
still, sometimes, nnd seiting it 1o rights. It
was lying ont the hreakfast-tuble next mora-
g when Will Dampicr came in to see his
aunt, Miss Dampier, who liked order, beg-
ged 1oy to take it off; and Dampicr politely,
to swve her the trouble, sot it down some-
where clse, and then came to the tabie and
asked for some tea.  The fishes had had no
luck that morning, he told them ; he had
heen out in a hoat since seven o’clock, and
brought hack abasketful.  The sex air made
them hungry, no douby, for they came by
dozens—little fuehle whiting—and nibbled
at the bait. 1 wish you would come,” he
said Lo his nunt 3 ¢4he boat bobs wp  and
down in the snnshine, and the breeze i3 de.

lighttully fresh, and the peaple come down
on the heach, and stare at you through tel-
eseopes.”  As he talked to his nunt he
glancedat Blly, who wis pouring out his tea;
he said to himself that she was certainly an
uncommonly pretty girl ;5 and then he began
1o speculate about an odd soft look in her
eyes. € When 1 see people with that expres-
ston,? he wrote to his sister, ¢ T always ask
mysell what it means? | have scen it in
the glss, sometimes, when 1 have  heen
shaving,  Miss Gilmour was not booking at
me, bt at the mulling and tea-enps.  She
was nicely dressed iz blue ealico 5 she was
smilimg 3 her hair trim and shiny. 1 c¢ould
hardly believe it was my wailing hanshee of
the previous night,”  (What follows i3 to
the pucpose, so I may as well transcribe a
little move of Will's letter.) ¢ When she
had poured oul wiy ten, she took up her hat
and swid she shoutd go down Lo the station
and get the Times formy aunl, I should
have offered iy seeviees, bhul Auat Jean
made me & sign 1o stay.  What (oe; do you
think? T show-me aletier she had re-
ceived in the moming from that absued John
who eannor make up his mind.  Here it is
before me, 1 will send you a picce of the
rodomontade ¢ tTlave you sounded her as
to the stale of hor feelings 7 he writes. ¢
do not wish to tall her into a partiality for
me, but it she is sl unhappy, i she still
cares for me, 1 am determined 1o come afier
you, und Lo ask her to by my wile, [ do
noty as [ tell you, waut to talk poor Kliy
into n grande passion.  But il hor fuelings
wre unchanged, twill marey hee tomorrow,
if she chooses 5 and 1 dare say she will not
break hee heart. Pechaps you will all thiuk
me 2 fool for my pains 5 bat shall not be
alone in the workl,  What was Jittle Iilly
hersell’ when she cried For the moon ?°
At Jean saidy very sensibly, that she
was very much puzzied, that she ¢ould not
quite understand what was going on in his
mind ; it seemed 1o her alter all that he was
not really in love with amybody, hut that he
sincerely wished to do what was right.

£l cannot be s charitable as she s, |
said@as [ weote (o you last wigho); 1 thoughi
he was hebaving very steangely, [ owas
very sovey for hun, but there was no doubt
as o whom he ought lo marry, 1o was
bownd in honor hy every possible promise
to Tishy, whereas he was not in the least
bonud to Miss Gilmour; he was nol even
desperately in love with her.  She had ae-
cepted hier position—it. was hard upon her,
but it would he fen thowand times harder
for Lictitia.

¢ And yel, won't it he hard lor Livtitia,’
says my aunt, *if he marvies  her, liking
[Sizabeth hest P ’

tThere was truth in that. ¢ He mustn’t
like her best,” said ). ¢ Miss Gilmour
will get over her fancy for himy, and he
must get over his (or her, - 16 he had oaly
behaved like a man and _marvied her right
ofl’ two yeaws aro, and never hankered alter
the llesh-pots of ligypt, or i he had only
left hier along to scitle down with iz Freench
pastewr.’

CIf=~ify’ suid my aunt, impatiently- -you
knowher wiy—* he lus done wrong and
been sorry for ity Will, which of us can do
more? [ doubt whether you would have
hehaved a bit bevter in his place.’

¢ 1 dare say not; but that had nothing to
do with the ruestion, and 1 hegged her Lo
write to John and 1ell him why she had not
showel Miss Gibnour his note—my advice
wag nol zood, but it seemed io me the hest
under the crcumstances,  They were not
rood ¢ither,’

This bit of Me. Will's letter was writton
al his aunt’s writing book immedintely after
theirlittle talk. Iy came in rvosy from her
wall, and Will went on diligently, looking
up every now and then with the sense of
bien etre which a bachelor experiences
when he suddonly finds himself domestica-
ted and at home with kind women.

Miss Dampicr was sitting in the window.
She had got 2%he Times in her hand and
was tryinglo read.  Jvery now and then
she Jooked up at her nephew with his curly
head heot over his writing, and at Elly lean-
ing lazily back in her ehair, sewing iy at
a litde shred of work,  Ler hair was clip-
ped the color had faded out of her cheeks,
her cyes gleamed.  Prelty as she was, stjll
she was changed—how changed from Bliz.
abeth of eighteen months ago whom Miss
Dampicr could remember!” The old lady
went on with her paper, trying to vead, ~ She
turned to the Feench corvespondent, und
saw something  about the Chamber, the
Emperor, about Ialy; about M. X
the rich banker, havinge resolved to termin-
ate his existence, when Tortuaately his ser-
cant entered the room at the precise moment.
when he was preparing to precipitate him-
sell. ¢ The servant 1o precipitafe.
the window, the,

.
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poor Tishy! At wmy age | did think 1
should have done with sentimental troubles.
Lvigho ! he likes Blly hest, L do believe,
and perbaps Bily cares most for him, Tvow
itis « ood thing o he old and to bg in love
with one’s dinner and one’s arm-chair. [
can keep them both inall honov. Bul this
poor nephew Jack will have to give up
one bundle of hay, and [ am an old” donkey
my=elf 1o fash so much aboul it.*

By wanted some thread, and vose with a
soft rustel and zol her box and came back
1 her easy-chair,  Out ol the window they
counld see al the pleasant, idle husiness of
the little sea-purt going on, the people stroll.
ing in the garden, o sitting in-all sorts of
queer carners, the hoats, the maviners (1 do
helieve they are hired to staud about in bhlue
shivts and shake theiv hatlered old noses as
they prose for hours together).  The waiter
came and took away the breakfasg, Williaun
went on with his letier, and Miss Dampier
with John's little note in her pocket, was, as.
L say, vending the most extraordinary thing
in T"he Times all abont her own private con-
corns.  Nobody gpoke for some ten minutes,
when suddenly came o little gasp, o little
sigh from Blly's low chair, and the girl said,
¢Aunt Jean ! look heve,™ almost erying, and
held ont something in her thin hand,

¢ What is it, my dear?” said Miss Dampier,
looking up hastily and pulling olf her specta-
cles; they were dim somelow, and wanted
wiping.

¢ Pyar dear, dearest ishy,” eried Billy in
her add, impetuons way. ¢ Why does he not
o to hee? Aunt Jean, Took here, I found
it in 1ny hux—ouly. lool here,” and she put
adittle note into Miss Dampier’s hand.

Will looked up curiously from his writing.
Bily had forgolten all about him. Miss
Dampicr took The letter, and when she had
readd what was witten, and then turned over
the page, she took oft her glasses again with
a chick and said, ¢ What nonsense

And so il was nonsense, and yet the non-
sense (ouched Blizabeth and hrought tears
intw her eyes.  They came fasler and faster,
and then sudderly yemembering that she
was not alone, ad ashived that  Daungpier
should see her cry again, she jumped up
with u shining, blushing,. tear-dimmed, ten-
der face, and van away out of the room.
Aunt Jean looked at Will doubtfully, then
hesitated, and gave him the little shabby let.
ter that had brought these bright tears into
the girP’s eyes.  Dear old souly she made a
sort ol conlessor of her nephew.

The confessor saw a few foolish word
which Lietitia must bave writlen days agos
never thinking that her poor littloe words
were 1o be scanned by stranger eyes—writ?
ten perhaps anconsciously on a steay sheet.
of paper. There was, “John,  Dear John !
Dear, dearest ! Lamso hap, « . . John and
leotitia,  Johnmy jo.  Goose and gander.®
And then, by some odd chance, she must
have folded the blotled sheet together and
forgotten whal she had written, and sent it
oft'to Lilly Gilmour with a little eaveless
note nhout Schlangenhad, and “more forfu-
nale next lime,’ on the other side,

Poor little Tetty ! And 1 who called her
indifierent and cold-hearted!  What fools
we ave al times—at all times, I wmean,’
thought Dampier, as he doubled it up and
put it back into the lavender-box.

£ All the same, Klly ought to know that
he would mawry if she wishes it,” said Miss
Damper, going back to the charge.

¢"There 3s always fime enough o tell her
50," said Dampier, thounghtfully,  When you
have heard (rom ol agnin—-"

As he spoke the door opened;, and  Miss
Gilmour came hack into the room. She
dried ler eyes. she had fastened on her
gray shawl.  Sho picked up hor hat, which
was lying on the Hloor, and began pulling on
two very formidable looking gauntlets over
her slim white hands, ¢ [ am going tor n
little walk,” she said, 1o Miss Dampier.
Will you'—hesitating and hlushing—, direet
that little note of luctitia’s to Sir John ?
Tam goime along the i towards that pretiy
little hay.}

Will was quite welted and  touched.
Was this the scheming young woman against
whom he had been warned? the woman
who had entangled his cousin with her wiles?
tore was-one of the foalish, unexpected
things he sometimes did.  After making up
lus mind, and talking everybody over to his
own way of thinking, he undoes it all by a
singla stroko,

TS Aunt Jenny,” e says, fare you going
to tell hee Johu Dampier does not go to

Livtitin

“Why does he not o 2" Elly vepeats, los
ing her colora little.

He says that i you would like him to stay
he thinks b onght not 10 o, says Jean
Dampier, hesitating, sunl foaving: cormers o)’
The Times newspaper



