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THE RIVER.
All le changing hi the Valley,

Save wifb yen, fanillar stream;
Yen have stili the merning mue,

Von bave stili the sylvan dream.

Year by yoar the. weeds diminisb,
And the hillsides grow more bar.,

Landmnarks fade and nsw roadi irais,
Orabards die that once wsre fair.

Pasture@, with the burnt loestnmbled
Tblck by many a crooked pasu,

Where the berry busbes reddened,
Now are smooth and cuotbed hi grass.

Brown barns nestled in the meadows,
To the moe have gene bolow,

And the old bouse by tho woii-sweep
Fell, tbey ftell me, long ago,

And new maniions brlght and stately,
Flewery yards and badges green,

Towerlng barns with baya capaclons
By tbe roadoide now are seen.

Ail la ehanglnt In the Valley,
Save witb vou. famliar stream,

Yen bave st111 the mornlng mnsic,
Yen bave sf111 the sylvan dream.

For the willow and fhe aIder
Bond above yonr fireleuss Ode,

And tbe greaf elm wavos Ifs branches,
Far aloft in knigbtly pride.

And tbe birc'asusnny fresses
0'or yen le tbe wind are swong,

And tbe cherry tree's white blossome
On your breast are lghtly flong.

Wbon the moving must of mornlng
O'er yonr face i cloely spresd,

Cloarly inKs your kinsman, robin,1In your ohn f reo erbsad.

In thelr firm and anclont places
Are your bonîders, when tbe sou

Traka fbe lengtbenod days of sammer,
And your carrenf& lowly mn.

And yoor darkenod waters ripple
By the hemalook's sbady glade,

Whero the molst air holdo the wblspees
That primeval seasons made.

AIlla1.cbanglng ln tho valley,
Savo wihb yon, familier sfroam;

'Yen bave sf11ib e monng music,
You bave sfM1 the sylvan dresu.

Knowlîolà, Q. C. L. CLY£vELAKD.

AN OLD MRAID'S CONFESSION.
Bv IlISIDORE."

A ut/wr of IlVoices from the Hearth," "Ait
Emigrant's &tory,,, I"An Old Misr's
Story," etc., etc.

OHAPTER V.

A DISCOVEIT.

ln the ineantime, there was many a whisper.
ed conference between Mrs. Dufresne and
Frank, and he was often so absorbed amongat
ha books, that hie paid us lesa attention than
usual. We had grown so accustomed to bis
society, that we missed it. Wondering at his
frequent absence, and endeavouring to account
for it, one day the subject of my thoughts sud.
denly accosted me. It was an early summer's
niornling, and, as iisual, I was seated under the
weird and gnaried old oak tree, whose wide.

spreading branches formed an umbrageous shel.
ter. The luxury of its beautiful shade glad-
dened me. 1 could mark "lthe lazy-pacing
clouda" through the interiaciug boughs. I feit
sweet currents of warm air sweep over me. 1
heard the happy twitterings of the birds neat.
ling near me, and my busy fingers, over woman's
soothing occupation - neodlework-aeemed to
keep time and tune to my tlioughts.

IlSo here you are 1" said Frank, iooking iu-
teutiy into my face, and seating himself ou the
seat. I' have been iooking for you every-
wbere. "

IlIndeed," I answered, as uncoucernedly as
possible.

I b ave something very particular to say to
you, Miss Agues," contiaiued Frank, and again
hefixed his briglit, aearching gaze on me. ««lI
the first place, I arn going to leave you al."

Not knowing thle full purport of these words,
"I arn going to leave you al," a feeling of Bad-

ness and dismay seized me, which somehow
stopped the answer 1 was about to give hlm.

"Dou't look so con cerned," said Frank,
drawing dloser to me. IlIt is only for a time
1 shall soon return."

This answer relieved me. He did not then
intend to leave the shores of Eugiand, and it
wns only a ternporary absence. I did not

thn o eegoing away 80, soon," I said.
"Is the business urgent?"

" ln one sense, it is, " answered Frank.
"Let me tell you ail about it." And then, as

lieq uietly placed his hand lu mine, 1 instinc-
tively feit that lie had requited the love whicb
I had secretly treasured for him, and that
alieady hie was about to confide bis plans to my
keeping;' Foiding this briglit assurance around
my heart, I iiatened to him with that full joy
whicb even now after the lapse of 80 inany years
throws a halo over these pages. IlYou must
know, A el, that 1 consider myself a very for-
tunate feliow; my desultory readlng has had
this effect upon me - it bas kindied high
aspirations for my future. Now the majority of
Young men who are similarly affccted by books,
seldom posseas the means to carry out their high
aspirations. Fortune lias enabied me to do so.
An old relation of my mother', ha. un.xpect-

edly ieft us weli eff. I have takeu a faucy te
the profession of a barrister, sud I arn now off te
London te make arrangements for my studies ;
but 1 shah cerne down bers again before fiuaiiy
eutering on them. De you tbiuk I shahl
succeed, sud «'win my sars' T"

«Ilarn sure yen wiil, Franki," I eeplied.
"Yen have ail the elements of aucceas in your

nature."
1"«I hbese, " lie said; but the race is net

always te the swif t. Auyuvay, I mean te try
with migbt sud main, sud if I failit will bs
from neoiack ef teying te succeed."

I feit certain of bis succeas, sud I rejoiced
that lie did net iutend te fritter away.the beat
daya of bis existeiuce in aima witbout purpose,
or plans without reasen. Dear as lie liad
become te me, I ahared bis bopes, sud feit
triumphaut aiready, as I irnsgiîîed the fame he
would win in the career lie bad chosen for hlm-
self. I said, IlWs shahl miss yen, Franki. Yen
are riglit in taking this step,"p I contiuued ; Ila
life witliout au euergetic pursuit is net s maniy
life, sud the best wisbea of yeur dear friends
wiil accompany yen te incite you-tliat la, if yen
need au inceutive."

'Il ueed tbem al," liesamid, Ilsud I nsed
yours eapecially, Agnes," aud lhe pressed my
baud warmly. I arn certain I returned this
pressure, I arn positive 1 ciasped bis baud witli
the ferveur, thie trust, the love wvhich I feit for
hlm ; sud wben bie left me te the solitude of my
hiappy thouglita, sîthouglulieobad net said that
te me wbichu I sbould have liked hlm te bave
aaid, till, bis muriner aud bebavieur liad quite
couviuced me that I bad net ioved hlm lu vain.
Gaziug new, as I write, into the depthis of that
mysterieus past, I can recali ne sweeter moments
of existence than tlie helit after this interview
with my lover.

Ail that day, whsnever I was sioe, 1 nursed
the brigliteat hopes for bis sake. The aspira-
tiens that lie feit for himself had beceme weveu
lu my owu beiug. Ahi the plans of bis future
bad aomehow become my own plans. Kingsley
saya that Ilmen must work sud women must
weep," whicb evidently must mean action for
thue sterner, sud snfferiug for the gentler sex.
IlLaborare est orare" la the Latin proverb.
The conflict witb life'a bard duties, the struggie
te obtain the masteey over endeavour, must lie
accouuted the privilege of rnankind, whis8t te us
belong the ilent waitiug, the tearful prayers
fer thos dear te us, wlie are striving te reacli
the geai for eue sakes. And se aiready my
tbouglits for mnv iover's future had growu
lutoesarneat aspirations, commingled witb the
auxieus doubta and fsas--aiwaya their con-
cemitants lu a woman's nature. Already I
lived mors for liim than fer myself, sud I tbiuk
that I was the botter sud liappier for it ahi.

Neit day lie ieft us. The boues before the
eue of bis departure see nied te pas quicker thuin
usuai. Time always hurries when we wisb it te
amble. The inevitable moment came atlisat ; ws
were ail aasembled lu the drawing-room, sud lie
waa nbout te bid ua good.bye. He kisacd bis
mother, abook bauds witli my graudmether sud
Fiera, sud tlien came over te ivhers I wis
sitting. I dared net look bim lu the face, as I
waa afraid uiy eyea miglit bstray my saducas.
ils graaped my baud warmly, and geutly pressed
it te bis lipa. lu anether minute lie was goe.
Ws ahi wstclied bis lithe form bouud into the
vebicle that was te take hlm te flic raiiway
station, aud as the rattis of the carriage.wlieela
faded lu the distance, a dim sense of louelinesa
took possession of me. Fer the firut time iii my
1f. an unwouted dulineas, net easihy defiued,
crept ever me. I dud uot try te shake t off ; I
could net bave dons so if I bad tried ; sud se I

ielded te the vague impression wbicb beset me,
aheigit te overceute me, feeling that this

sadueZa pierciug me like a pain, was tili.
teucbed witli some ineffable, far-eff awestnesa
whicli was the git conscieusuesa that I was
beioved by hlm wiuose very departurs, made this
happinesa 80 keenly palpable. *And yet, when
hie lad goe, thia feeling was aimost mastered
by the miaery eccasioued by the bhank lie left
in eue lionsehoid. I cenld net accuatom myseif
te the change. Absence la the great test of
real affection. We neyer knew liow dear auy-
body is tililieo la missed; bis woth becomes
then re-estimated. Remembrance re-custa al
bis virtues sud excellencies. The void caused
by lus departure la enly filled up by regret.
The chair the absent oe sat lu, the music lie
admired, the poeem lie ioved, the walk hie
favoured, ahi suddenly become impressively dcar
te us -because tliey were bis asseciations.
Everytbiug la ballowed witb thesaudness caused4

us, since lis is crowned with tbe glory of a
woman's uuselfish love!

111Wlat is the matter witb Fiera T" ssid my
graudmother to me, later in the day. Illa alie
iiit I do't know wliat ails the chiid of late."

My grandrnother'a question at once banislied
my thouglits fromn the selfiali groove wliere they
lied been waudeeiug lately, and filled tbem wtb
a vague anxiety about my sister. "lDo you
think se, graudmother 1" 1 answered. "lShe ia
certainly net se gay as usual, but I don't think
as is ill."

IlThere lias been too mucli fusa bers lately-
too mucli excitement for the child. She wanta
more repose. Look te lier, Agnes." My con-
science repreached me. Had my devotion to
Fiera waned of late t H.ud a new love se en-
grossed my thouglits as te shut eut my solicitude
for uîy sister fromn them ? Had that inherent
seifishuesa whicb, I presume, ia strongly rooted
lu ail natures, fastened itacîf inte mine T lu my
loyalty te hlm had I beeu dialoyal te lier T

I ebeyed my grandrnotjuer, and souglit FIera.
I fouud lier lu the bedroom. She did net hear
the approacli of my atepa. She was seated by
the window; lber ace wore a dreamy, abatracted
expression ; there was a wan, listissiook about
ber eyes, and lier work lay untouched by lier
aide. l"Flora, dear, what is the matter T" I
asked.

My words disturbed bier reveris, and for some
reasen, which te me waa unexplainable, brouglit
a painful flush te bier cheeks. Il Netbing la the
matter. Wby, what sliould ha the matter T"
said Fioe, parrying my question with another.

"Wliere bave you been hiding yourseif T
Wbat makes you se duli T You can't lie well,
my darling T" I apoke these words, and then
haatened near lier, and un my old, familiar,
sisterly way, claspsd my armn around bier waist.

IlOuiy a ittie headache sud a littîs weari-
usas," retorted my sister, averting ber cyes fromn
mine, as if asefeared I wouid gaze tee searcli-
ingiy into lier face. IlDen't question mec; leave
me te myscîf, Agnes," and as as said this, thers
was actualiy a petuleuce lui the toues of lber
voice. These words added te my anxiety, for
my ligt.bearted siater seldem spoke harsbly.

Fearing that eveu my seoriety miglit tend te
increase ber nervous alIment, I was about te ebey
lier wisli and leave bier, wben she caiied me
back.

"«Dou't go, Agues," alie said. «II amn se
stupid. Stop and talk te me."

I seized liold of the firat tepic that occurred
te me, a tepic of universaliniterest te ail eue
sex-narnely, dresa. Our kind-bearted grand.
mether had surprised us with a piece of fashion-
able material, aud we fortliwith diacussed in
wliat style we sheuld bave it made. I need net
tell îy fair readers that aur eseneat discussion,
beyoud beguiling an heur, led te ne permanent
decisien upon this morntous question. And
yet somehow I seemed te have ail the talk te
myself. Even the delightful topic of a niew
dress failed te arouse Fiera from the letbargic
oppressien that seemed te beset bier, and se I
ventured upon another eue.

"lDid yen ses Dr. Ponder, my dear, wbeu lie
was bers iately T"

IlNe, I did net," answered Fiera. lH did
net cerne te ses me. I don't waut bim. Mes.
Dufresne la the iuvalid that engages bis atten-
tien. 1Ishabsreally veey 111 T"

"She faucies as is, ivhicli is the sanie thiug.
I wouder Dr. Ponder do't get bored withb ler
interminablerescitais," I said.

"ils does get borsd, " repiied Fiera ; "bis looks
betray bis sense of boredom. But I thiuk, fer
ahi that, lie likes ceming bers, sud I know wliy.
Yen bave something te de withblis. coniing bers
se ofteu-wliat do you aay te thaet T"

IlWlist an idea! Wliat have I te do with bis
visita t ils is deepiy coucerued about Mes.
Dufresue. Hers is a curious case, that requires
exceptionai treatment and numerous visita te
tunderstand." I had actually iuterested my
sister et hast. The topic of the Doctor sud eue

guest lied realiy provcd of greater intereat than
the tepic of dress, snd se I began te grow hope.
fui. "IPoor Mes. Dufresue," Icontiuued, "bow
as must miss bier so."

IlDo you thiuk se T" replied Fiera. I won-
der if Mes. Dufrecne is reaiiy iii, becas if abs
la net Dr. Pender ougbt te tellllher se."

Gettiug tired of this irrepresaible doctor, I
comrnenced te couvers upen a pleasauter theme
-Feuuk's absence. "Dosa nt the housssem
drill witbeut Frank? We have neyer beeu ao
liveiy before in eue lives, sud lis was the occas.
sien of it ail."
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My sister loved my Frank. Unconscioualy s
liad become my rival. Uuknowingly to hlm and
to me slue bad set bis image up ln lier heart to
worship it. How can I now trace on paper what
I feit, wheu as my sister rushed into my arma,
this truth, in ail its sad siguificance, burst upon
me 1 At firat, this knowledge seemed to pierce
me like a suddeu agonising physical pain ; then,
as the misery of the surprise wasted itself away,
ail thouglit, ail feeling, merged into one undy-
ing resointion, fiercer and stronger than my
love. Stili witli my darling in my arma, atili
hearing bier sobs, whicb were the beart.cries of
that whicb she bad tried to keep secret, and re.
cognising lu tbem hier appeai to îny sympathy,
during those dreadful moments for both of us,
thank God ! only one strong, unalterabie pur-
pose mastered every other thouglit-never,
neyer to my dying day wouid I betray what liad
now been revealed to me. I mi*ust renounce my
own love forever for the sake of the trembling
darling weeping in my armis. I pacified ber as
only a woman can pacify ; I begged ber to be of
good cheer ; I bade bier hope.

I do not like to dwell, even in these records,
on a scene wblch at the tinie was frauglit witb
unspeakable suffering to me, and yet 1 even
worider xnyself now, wben time lias softened the
hnr-owing thouglits .whieh the scene svoked,
liow 1 can indite îny impressions so calmly and
placidly. But I have notlîiug to reproach my-
self with, and se I cau stili think reverentiy of
those se close]y interested witb my life's history,
80 tbat these inemories which cluster thickly in
my brain may be tinged witb pain, but neyer
witb any regret.

CHAPTER VIIL

A DECLARÂTION.

A few days afterwards I received an interest.
iug letter fromn Frank, full of London gossip,
and wbich stated that lie had completed lus
arrangements to commence bis studies, and that
lie iuitended to pay us another visit before'bid.
ding us farewell, perhaps for some time.

Somehow I did not look forward to bis com-
iug witb the old, pleasurable expectation. But
a short while before bis letter would have
tliriiied me witb a keen longing to have wel.
comed him, and now circumstsnces that otten
mock human hopes made me almost dread to
meet him. The last time 1 was in bis conîpauy
I longed for words that wers neyer uttered, and
now I prayed that their utterance miglit neyer
reacli my ears.

Wlien lie appeared amongat us, to my fancy a
new liglit of manly purpose to will and to do,
seemed to radiate bis sniiling face ; the sounda
of bis voice were tuned to giaddening bopeful.
ness; and thougli lie freely talked to us aIl, lie
always directly appealed to me for my opinion
whenevsr lie spoke.

No doubt your critical acumen, O reader,
would have discovered numerous flaws and
biemishes in Fraiik's nature ; I loved him, and
s0 lie was9 my adorable bero.

Now, whsnever bis face beanmed its thouglits
on mine, or bis hopeful glairces foliowed my
own, wbenever bis light-hearted step, or bis
merry.toned laugli broke on my quietude, the
ahadow of my sister's love came betweeu in
and me, aud compelied me to avoid him. Did
lie notice the change in my demeanour towards
him?1

Not at first, as lie was too busy in rnakingz
hinîseif geuerally agresable ; but afterwards lie
did so, and bis surprise on this point betrayed
itself one afternoon.

I had talcen my work, and liad seated 'nyssîf
witb Flora, under the old oak tree, when lis
quietly approached us. My sister, muttering
some excuse about having lsft ber thimble up.
stairs, suddenly lsft us. I was about to ask lier
not to inove, tlîus postponing the inevitable un-
derstandiug betweeu my lover aud myscîf. But
on second thouglits, I resolved not te do so. The
bard and relentless task of disappointing the oe
I loved liad to, be performed. Wliy should I
flincli fromn my cruel dutyl1 Sooner or later the
words consiguing him te wretcbeduess wonld
bave to be spoken. It was but a question of
tirne, and it was only right that I sliould not
temporise with bis feelings. And wliat a
pleasaut afternoon it was 1 The dreamy shadows
of the summer's day glauting themselves before
us ; the faint whispers of a soft breeze surging
througli the treinulous branches over our beada,
like sweet luliabys of far.off chuldren's voices ;
whule now and again the happy silence was


