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tgian frontior, 8 situated a
«unll, obsoure town. It 18 suc
wnded by lugh fortifleations,

seorn roRdy to crush the mean
) in the oentre.  Enelosed, eo

.ank, 1D # notwork of wally, thy
e titlo town hiag never sont o
Ti.t to wander on tho smooth
wnsorf outerdo ; but ae tho popu
.. moroasad, now streota sprang
wp w thits tho boundary, erowdmg
e wlready narrow epaoo, and giviug

« . whale tho aspoct of some huga
e
_1. chmato of the nerth of France
¢+ holf tho year 19 usuaily dump
ot omy. 1aball never forget the
s e ou of 8adness whieh I fole whon
o i by ciroumetanees to leavo tho
v «iuny south and take up my
so -~ or o while In tho tewn | have
gewr ed Lvery day I walked out;
spo - urder o reach the nearest gate

uad vo pass through a narrow lane,
s v ry Bteop that ateps were out
scruss 1b 0 order to rendur tho ascent
e difioult. Traversing this dis
sgreenble alloy, it Lappened ono day
ibat my oyos8 rested on & mean-Jook-
wg. gray colored house, which stood
dascied from the othora, Beldor,
ndeed, could & ray of sunshiuo light
up uie small, greon paned windows and
povirato the intorlor of its gloomy
sparuwonte.  During the winter tho
froson enow on tha stops made it so
dangerous to paes through the varrow
slley thet ite elippery pavement seom.
«d quite d do not b
w0 iavo met & @ingle person there in
i courso of my daily walk, and my
ejousod to rost with compassion on
ihe silont gray house. *‘I hope,”
:bought §, * that 1ts lubiabitants wre
old - 1t would be fearful to be young
dere'’ Bpring came, and 1 the
narrow lane the ice ohanged 1nto
wosture ; then the damp gradually
ined up, and & fow blades of grase
negan to appear beneath the rampart
asil. Kven in this gloomy passage
‘here wera tokens of awakoutng lifs,
bus tho gray houso remained silont
snd sad ag belore, Passing by it, as
asusl, in the beginning of Juune, I re
marked, placed on the window-sill of
Lo opon cagement, 8 glags coutaining
s bunch of violets, ¢ Al," thoughtl,

thero 18 & soul here!”

Brated near them was & woman
<orbing busily with hor needle. It
Fuuld be difficult to tell her age, for
:Le palior and sadaess of hor counten-
sne might have been caused ag niuoh
oy rorrow a8 by years, and her check
ass shadowed by a profusion of rioh
.are bait, Sbo was thin, and her
f.oire were long and white. She
woe A simple brown dross, B black
apron, and s white collar; and [ re
worked the sweet, though fadmg,
haush of violets earefully placed wits
w tho (olds of ber kerohtef, Her
¢yr8 meot mine, and she gently 1.
ehned her head, 1 then saw moro
disuuctly that sbe had just resclied
ibe lmit which separates youth from
ware sgo. Sbe had suffered. but
probubly without o struggle, without
3 murmur—perhapo without & tear.
Her countenance was oalm and resign
o, but it was the stillness of death.
1fancied she was like a drooping
lower, which, without being broken,
tenda noiselegsly towards the esrth,

Rvory day I eaw her in the eame
plsco, and, without speaking, we ex
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flowor that hos blossomed in tho
shadp.

In tho farthest ecorner of the room,
seatodon arm ohairs, were two persons.
an old wman and an old woman  ‘Tho
lattor was knitttng without looking at
hor work— aho was blind.  Tho man
was unotaployed , he gazed vacantly
at lna companion without a ray of 10
tolligonce in bua face; 1t was cvident
that ho had ovorpussod the ordinary
linit of human lifo, and that now his
body alono oxisted, Bomotymes 1n
oxtromo old ago tho mund, as though
irritatod by ita long eaptivity, tries to
esoapo from its prisou, and in s
offorts broaks tho harmonious chord
that linka thom togother. It chafes
sguingt the shattored walls ; 1t has not
taken flight, buy it focls itself no
longer m a placo of rest.

Thoso, then, wefo tho inbabitants
of tho silont gray houss—a blind old
Woman, an anbeaito old man. and @
young gzl fuded before hor teme by
the gadnss and gloom that surronnded
ber! Her lifo had beon o blank;
each year had borno away some por-
tion of her youth, hur beauty, and
her hope, and loft her nothing but
silonco and oblivion I often returned
0 vigit “Jrsula, and one day, while [
sat noxt her in the window, she told
mo tho simple story of her life,

"1 was born,” said she, * in this
house, and I have never quitted it;
but my paronts are not natives of this
oountry—~tbey oame Liere as strangors,
without eithor friends or relatives.
When they married they were alrcady
advanoed 1n hfe; for I eannot remam-
ber them over beiug young. My
mothor became blind, and this mie
fortune rendored hor melancholy and
austore, 80 that our house was
onvelopod in gloom. I was never per-
mitted tc sing, or play, or make the
slighitest nowse ; very rarely did I re-
oeivo » oaresa. Yot my parents loved
me. They nover told mo that they
dud ; but 1 judged their hearts by my
own, and 1 feld that I loved them. My
days were not always as solitary as
thoy are now ; [ bad a sister——"

Her oyos filled with tears, but they
did nov overfluw ; they woro wont to
comain hidden in the depths of Ler
beart, Alter a fow moments she con-
tinued

“1 had an elder sister. Like our
mother she was grave and silent, but
towards mo she wss tender sud
affuctionate.  Wo Joved each ofher
deurly, and ehared between us the
oares which our parents required. We
nover enjuyed tho pleasure of rambling
ogether through .the fields, for one
slways romained at home ; but which
uver of us wont out brought flowers to
tho other, and talked to her of the sun,
and tho trees, and the fresh air. In
the evenings we worked together by
the lignt of & lamp. We could not
oouverso much, for our parents used

hotughts—I dream no more.  Whale
I was young I used to hopo for somo
ohange m my destiny, now I
twenty nino yeara old, and sorrow haa
ohasienod my spirit, I no longor hopo
or fear. In this place I shal' finlsh
my lonely daye. Do not think that [
have found resignation without a con-
fliot.  Thore woro timed whon my
Lionrt rovolted at living without being
loved, but I thought of Martha'e
gontlo words, * Wo shall mect agawn,
sigtor ' and I found peaco. Now I
ofton pray—I seldom wesp.  And yon,
wadam—are you happy ?”

I did not anewor tho question of
Uraula's.  Bpoaking to her of happi
ness would bo_ liko talking of an un-
grateful friend to one whom ho has
deserted.

8ome monthe afterward, on a fino

i ing, a9 I was prop
to go to Ursula I recoived s vimt
from a young offtcor who had lately
jomed the garniaon. o was the son
of an old friond of my husband’s, and
wo both felt a hvely interost in g
wolfaro.  Seoingg mo propared for a
walk, lie offured hits arm, and wo pro-
oceded townrds the dwelling of Urgula,
I ohanced to spoak of hor ; and ag the
young officer, whom 1 shall csll
Mauurice d'Erval, scomed to take an
interest 1n hor story, 1 related 1t to
him as wo walked slowly along.
\Wien we reached the old gray house
hie looked at her with pity and respeot,
saluted bor, and withdrow. Utrsula,

lod at the p of & I
blushed sl.ghtly. At that moment
sho looked almost beautiful. 1 kaow
not what vague idese orossed my
bratn, but I looked at her, and then,
without spoaking, I drew the rich
bands of her haie into a more beoom-
ing form, I took a narrow black velvet
collar off my own neck, and pasged it
round hers, and I srranged a fow
brilliant flowers in hergirdle. Urauls
smiled without understanding why I
did 8o ; her amile always pained me—
there is notbing more sad than the
amilo of the unbappy. Thoy seem to
smile for othera, not for thewselves.
Many daya passed without wy seeing
Maurice d Erval, aud many more be-
fore chance led us together near tbe
old gray house.

It was on our return from a country
exoursion with a large gay party. Oa
ontering the town we all dispersed in
difforent direotions: I tock the srm of
Maurice and lod him towards Ursula's
abodv. It was one of those, calm
autumn evenings, when the still trees
ara coloured by tho rays of the setting
sun and everything breathes repose.
It 15 a time when the soul is softened,
when we become better, when we feel
ready 10 weep without the bitterness
of sorrow. Ursula, as ueual, was
seated in the window, A slanting ray
of sunshino falling on her hesd lent
sn unwouted lustre to her dark hair
feroyea brightened when she saw me,
and she smiled her own sad amile,
Her sombre dress sbowed to advantage
her slender, gracefully.bending figure,
and & bunoh of violots, her favourite
flawer, was fastened in her bosom.
Thoro was something in the whole
appearanco of Uraula which suited
harmontously the sad beauty of the

ing, and my panion felt it
As we hed, he fixed his eyes

to slumber by .ur side ; but wk
we losked up we ocould see & loving
smile on each other's face; and we
wont to repose in the same room,
vover lying down without asying
¢ Good-mght! I hope, dear sistor,
you will elesp welll' Was it not a
trial to part 2 Yet I donot murmur;
Mucthe is bappy in Heaven. I know
not if it was the want of air and ex
eroise, or the dull monotony of her
Iife, which caused the commencement
of Martha's illoess; but I eaw her

duall b and fade. I alone

thanged o salutation, Oa Bundays 1
missed her, and oonoluded that she
walked into the country, for each
Monday s fresh bunch of violats ap-
peared in the window. I conjoctured
that she was poor, working atem
trodery for her support: and f dia-
tovorod that she was not alone in the

was dhqixietoﬁ by-it; my mother hid
not see her, and she nover complained
With much diffieul.y I at length pre-
vailed on my sister to see a physioian,
Alas! nothing oould be donet 8he
lingered for & time, sud then died,
"Tho evening before hor death, as I wag
seated by her bed, she olasped my

houge, for one day & ¢ im
pationt voice oalled ¢ Ursula!” and
e rosp hastily, The tone was not
iiat of a maater, veither did she obey
the summons after tho menner of a
wrvent, but with an expression of
urartfolt veadiness; yet the vaice
oreathed mo affection, and I thought
tbat Uegula porchance was not loved
by thoso with whom shs Jived.

Time passed on, sud our silent inti
maoy inorsased. At longth each day
I gashered motne fresh flowers, and
placed them op-the window-sill, Ur-
sula blughed, and took them with a
genile, grateful amile. Qluwsering n
ber girdle, and arranged within her
om, they brought summer to the
old gray housé. It happened one
evenng that as I was returning
through the alley & sudden storm of
i came on, Ucaula darted towsrde
the door, oaught my hand ss I was
Meaing, and drew me into the narrow
Passage which led 4o her room. Then
the poor girl olasped both my.hends
s hers, and maurmured softly,
“Thaoks{" It was the first tme 1
bad heard her voice, and I entered
ber apartment, It was o Incge, low
toom, with & red-tiled Aoor, furaished
With eiraw ohairs ranged slong the
walis. Boing lighted by only onme
tmall window, {¢ felt damp and
gloomy, Urauls was right to seat
heraoll olose by the casement to seck
4 little light and air. I understood
the roason of her paleness—It was no:

of
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hand bo n  her bling ones.
¢ Adieu, my poor Ursula I’ she said:
*tuke ocourage, and watch well over
our fathor and mother. They love
us, Ursula; thoy love us, slthough
thoy do not often say go. Tuko oare
of your health for their sake; you
canunot die before them, Adieu,
swstor ! Don’t weep for me too muoh,
but pray to our Heavenly Father. We
shull meet agaiv, Ureulal’ Threo
days aficrwards Marihs was borno
amay in her coffin, and I remained
alone wih my psrents. When my
mother firat heard of my siater’s deatlh
abe uttered » loud ory, spravg up,
took » fow hasty steps across the
room, and then fell ou the ground.
[ raised her up and led her back to
ber arm.chair. BSince then ske has
not wept, but sbe is more silent than

.before, save that iwer lips move in-

seoret prayer,  J have little more.to
tell, My father beoame complotely
1mbeoile, and at the same time we
lost nearly the whole of out little pro-
heve succesded in oon-
csaling this loes from my parents—
maling money for ‘thelt eupport by

esllitg my embroidery. I have no-

one %0 speak to sinoce my sister's
desth; & love books, but I bave no
time for reading—I must work, It
is only on Sunday that I breathe the
frosh air; and I do not walk far, as I
am elobe. Bome years sinoe, when I
was vory young, } used 0 dream while
{ sat in this window. I peopled the

ltude with ath d visions whish

hat ghe had lost the fresh
Jouth, bt shas she hed never posses
it,  She wag bleached like o

brightened the dark hours, Now &
sort of numbness has fallen on my

on the po';;' girl, who, timid 88 a oluld
of fifteen, hung down her head und
blushed deeply. Maurice stopped,
exchanged & few words with us both,
and then took hia leave. But from

mne, and {lxing my eyos o0 hers, I
amd | raula, Maurigo d Iorval hus
doaized mo 10 a8k you 1t you will ba
g wife.”

Tho girl wag atruck as 3f with &
thundorbolt . hor ayos boamed through
the toara that filled them, and her
blood, rushig’ through tho veins,
mantled riehly boneichedior skin. Heor
ohest heaved, her hoarBpibeat almoat
audibly, ands hor hands-grasped mine
with o gdfvplaive t;rosavro Ursuta
bad only slumbered, and now the
voico of love awakgned lier. Bhe
loved suddonly, Hifhdrto sno mght,
perchance, have loved unwittingly,
but now the vail was ront, and ghe
know that eho 1oved.

After o fow moments she passed hor
hand acroga her forobuad, and said, n
» low voico *“No, 1t 18 not pos.
aible!”

I gimply ropoated the sams phrase -
 Maarice d Foeval aska you 1f you will
bo his wife,” 1 3rder to acoustom her
to the sound of the words, which, like
tho notes of a harmonsons chord,
formed for ber, poor thing, & sweet,
unwonted molody.

“His wife! roposted she, with
cestacy, ‘‘his wifs!" And running
towards ber mother, ahe aricd . ** Mo-
ther, do you tear 1w ?  Ho asks me to
bo hig wifo 1"

* Daughtor, replied tho old blind
women, ‘‘my beloved daughter, I
knew that, sooner or Iater, God woutd
recompenge your viriues,"

* My God1’ oried Ursula, * what
bast Thou done for me thie day ? His
wife! DBeloved dauehter ! And she
foll on her knees with olasped hands,
and her face covered with tears,

At that moment footsteps were
heard in the parsage.

It is hel" oried Ursula. * He
brings life 1"

I basiened away, and left Ursnla
glowing with tearful happiness to re.
osive Maurice d'Erval alone,

From that day Ursuls was changed.
Bhe grew young and besutiful under
the magio 1nduence of joy, yet her
beppiness partook in eome measure of
ber former oharacter; it was calm,
silent, and roserved ; 8¢ that Mauriee,
who bad first loved a pale, sad wo-
msan, eeated in the shade, was not
obliged to ohange the coloring of the
picture, although Ureula was now
happy. Thoy paceed long evenings
togetber in the low, dull room, lighted
only by the moonbeaws, conversing
and musing together.

Ursula Jovéd with gimplicity. She
said to Maurice : * I love you—I sm
happy—snd I thank you for it !’

The old gray house was the only
scene of theso interviews. Ursuls
worked with noabated diligence, and
never left ber parents, But the wails
of that narrow dwelling uo longer
confined Lier goul;-it bad risen to
freedom and taken its flight. The
swoet magio of hope brightens not
oaly the future, but the prosent, and
chrough the medium of 1ts all power
ful prism changes the coloring of alt
things. The old house was as mean-
looking and gloomy as -ever, but ooe
feeling, enshrived in the heart of &
woman, changed it to a palace.
Dreams of hope. although you fleet
and vavish like golden clouds in the
aky, yet oome, come to usg ever!
Those who biava never known you are
a thoosand limes poorer thau those
who live ¢ regret you! ’

Thus there pasecd a happy time for
Ursula. Buta day came when Mau-
ice, ing her room in haste, said :

that tirae he oonstaotly passed through
the narrow alley, and paused each
time for & moment to salute Urauls.
One day, scoompanied by me, he
ontered her house.

Thete ave heatts in this wo-ld so0
uoaconstomed to hope that they oan-
not comprebend happiuess when it
comes to them. Eaveloped in her
sadness, whioh, likv & thick veil, hid
from her sight all external things,
Urjula neither saw nor uoderstood.
8he remsined under the eyes of
Maurice as under mine—dejeoted and
resigned. As to the young man, I
oould not olesrly make out what was
passing in e mind. It was not love
for Ursula—at least, 80 I thought—
but it was that tender pity whioch is
nearly allied to it. The romsatio
soul of Maurice pleased itself in the

**Desrest, wo must hasten our mar
risge; the regiment is about to be
moved to another garrison, and we
must be ready to set out.”

"*Are we going far, Maurioe ?”

“Does it frighten my Ursula to
think of seeing distant countries ?
There are many lands more beautiful
than this”

« Oh, no, Maurico, not for myself,
but for my parents. They ate too old
to bear a long jourrey.”

Maurice Jooked at lis betrothed
without spoaking. Although he well

knew that, in order to-share his wan

dering destiny, Ursuls must leavo ber
pareuts, yot he had never refleoted
aeriously on the subjuct. Ho Lad
foreseen her grief, but, confiding in

]

* My poor 1 raula® roplid Maure--
' Wu Mugl RULCIE L0 WAL 19 IneVitabic
Hithorte you bave concested from
ther tho losa of tneir uitilo fortune .
tell it to thom now, a8 1t cannot bu
tiriped. Try to regulato tholr expend:
tero of the httlo which remawma . for
alag! wo shall have nothing to give
them,”

**Go sway, and leavo them boro !
Impossibie 1~ { toll you. I must work
for them 1~

1 reula-—my Fraala ™ aaid Maurico.
presaing both bher hands i s, ** do
not allow yourselr, [ aonjure Jou, to
bo carried away by the fizat imputee
of your ganorous heart. R.0-ct for &
momont : we do not refuse to givo, but
wo havo it not. Evep hwing alone,
wa ghall have to ccduro many priva.
tiong

I cannot leave thera!" eald
Urgula, looking mournfully at the two
old peopla slumbering in their arm
chairs.

* Do you not love me, L reula”

The poar girl only replicd be a
torrent of toars.

Maarice remained long with her,
potring forth protestationa of love, and
ropeating explanations of their actual
position.  Bhe listened wichout yoply
ing ; aud at length bie took bis leave.
Left alone, Ursula leaged her head on
her hand, and remained without mov-
ing-for many hoars. Alag! the tardy
gleam of hap whioh brigl d

—
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@raorful, melancholy powace but fime

vil.ccd 18 eolourt: ¢ (e tug memary,
sud s forgot. LI w many thinga aro
forgotion an ting lifet  How rarcly do
tbe abaont moara eaok other Jong !

00 year aftor thoso ovenra. | caulag
mother began viably to dectine, yoi
without eullanng from sny positiva
meladg Her daugliter watohod and
prayed by hor bed, and roceived her
last bonediction.

*Hinoe more 3hio 10 with thee, Mar-
tha *" aighed 1 reals  bo it thing to
watch over hor i Heaven '

Bho koelt and duwn, and prayed by
the side of tho solitary old man,
Hhe dressed bim 1 mourming withoot
bue boing copsetons of it bue o the
second day he turoed towards the
empty arm.obair next nis own, and
oned  + My wifot”

t-rauln spoke to him and tried to
divert bug attention, but bo repeated
My wife? whilo the tears roiled
down hig oheeks. In the evemng,
when his supper waa brooght, he
turned away from it, and fixstag his
eyes on ke vacant chair, bo eaid:
My wefo!

treeula tried every e tpedient that
Inve and sorrow couvid suggest, bnt in
vam.  Tue old man continued watoh-
g the placo which hig wife was
wont to ucoupy, and refusing food,
be would look at U rsula, and with
clasped hands, w the queralous tones

ber life for a moment was pasming
away; the blessed dresm was fled,
never to return! Hilence, oblivion,
darknoss regained possossion of that
heary whence love had ohased them.
Daring the long midnight hours who
oan tell what pussed in the poor girl's
u}il_:d? God know - ghe never spoke
of it.

When day dawned she shuddered,
closed the window, whioh had remain
od open during thenight,and trembling
from the chill which seizod both mind
and body, she took paper and pen,snd
wrote

* Farewell, Maurice! I remain
with my fatber and my mother ; they
beve need of me. To avandon toem
in their old age would be to canse
their death They have oanly me in
the world. My sister, on her death
ted, confided them to me, sayiog:

¢ We shall meet again, Ursula I’ If 1.

neglected my duties I should never
gee her more, 1 have loved you well
—1 shall Jove you always. You have
been very kind, but I now kaow that
we are too poor to marry, Farewell |
How hard to write that word!  Fare-
woll, desr friend—1I koew that happi
negs was not for me, Unsura.”

I went to the old gray house, and
80 did Maurioe ; but ail our represent
ations were useless; she would not
leave her parents. **I must work for
them !" she said.  In vain [ spoke to
bier of Maurice's love, and with a sort
of oruelty, reminded ber of ber waning
youth, and tue improbability of her
meeting aunother husband.  Sue liste
ened, winle ber tears dropped on the
delicato work av which she laboured
without intermession, aud then 1n 8
low voice she murmured: * They
would die; I must work for them [’
Bhe begged us ot t0 tell her mother
what bud passed.  Those for whom
sho bad saorificed hersell remained
ignorant of her devotion. Some shght
reason wag agaigacd for the breakiog
off of the marriage, and Ursuls resum.
ed her place and her employment nesr
the window, pale, dejeoted, and bowed
down as before.

Maurice d'Erval posseeeed ¢ .0 of
those prudent, deliberating minds
whioh never allow themselves to be
oarried away by fesling or by impulee.
His love had & limit: be prayed and
entreated for a time, but at length be
grew weary, and desisted.

It bappened one day, while Ursula
was seated in her window, that she
beard a distant sound of military
musio, and the measured tramp of
tmany feat. It waa the regimont de-
perting. Tremblingly she histened to
the air, which sounded as & kuell in
ber ears; and when the last faint
notes died away in the distance, she
let ber work fall on her lap, and
covored her face with her bands A
fow toats trickled between ber fiugers,
but she speedily wiped them away and

of & child rmploring some formdden
indulgence, repeat “* My wife!' In
a moath afterwards be died. His Iaat
movement wag to raise his clagped
hands, look up to Heaven, and ory
* My wifel” ag though he eaw her
waiting to recetve him. When the
last cuffin was borne away from the
old gray house, Ursula mourmared
softly : My God, couldst Thou po$
bave opared thera to me a little long.
er?" Bhe wag lcft alone ; and meny
years have passed since then.

1 left tho dark old town and Ursula
to travel jnto distant lands. By de-
greea she ceased to write to me, and
:ﬂet many vain efforts to induce hc{
0 i pond
gradually lost all trace of her, I
sometimes ask mysell: * what has
been her fate ? [a ghe dead 2 Alae!
tho poor girl wag ever unfortunate !
I fear she still livee |

A Tory Yiow of tho '98 Celebration.

The London Saturday Review, a
pronounced Tory paper makes the
followi e o tho propasad

of the '08 'y i—
+ The leaders of the United Irish-
men wero after sll & oreditadle and
capable body of men, whose memory
is worth oelebrating. The couatey
was undoubtedly suffering at tho time
ander & corrupt and unintelligent
tyranny, and those who took the risks
of an open insurrection had at say
rate the coursge of their opinions.
Lord Ed. Fuggerald, Artbur 0'Con.
nor and Hsmilton Rywan were men of
charaater and resolution of whom any
counsry might be proud, and Wolle
Tone cams very aear to being & grost
man. Wuen an ex-Pame Miuster
and & Uninuist Dake jilaing 1o cele-
brating Willisam Wallace and the
Q 1een can avow her Jaocobite sympe-
(g, there is surely no reason why
Inghmen of ail classes and parties
*should feat to speak of 98, "

-——
Death of a Great Journallst.

New  Yorx, Oot. 18.—Chas, A.
Daus, editor of Tue Sua, died at 1 20
thig sfiornoon at his home, near
Glencove, Long Island. His death
bad been expected for several hours,
and his family sud physicians were at
his bedaide when the end ceme.
Mr. Dsna's conditlon had been such
for severs mouths that the members
of his family biad Xept.themaelves in
constant readiness to go to his bedside
st any moment, Oa Saturday morn-
ing be had a relapse, and 1t was
spparent that recovery was 1mpossible.
Suveral times, however, he rallied, but
toward night he began to smk.
Duriog the night there were fesble
rallies, but they did not last lcog,
This morning 1t was seeu that the end
wag but & fow hours off, and bic at-

atmoosphiere of sadness which

ed Ursula. Gradually they began to
99, and in sympathizing wit

each other on the misery of Jife they
i d that happi whose

her aff«otion, he hiad thought that his
devatedlove would soothe every sorrow
of which ho was not himsel( the eause.
It was now necessary to come to an

1! < and sad at the inevitable

existence they denied. Months passed
on; the plessant Ap;ing came back
agait1 ; and one evening, while walk
ing with & iarge party, Maurice d'Erval
drow.me aside, and after sone indiffer
ent remarks said : ** Does nos the most
exalted happiness consiet in making
others share it with you? Is thsre
not great sweetness in imparting joy
to 0ne whi would othuswise pase a
lifo of teara?’

I looked at him anxiously withont
spaaking.

Yoo, said ho, ¢ dear {friend, go
ask Ursala if she will'macry me1”

An sxalamation of joy was my reply,
a4d 1 hurried towards she gray house.
1found Ursula, as usual, neated ot her
work. Bolitude, silende, and the ab-
senoe of all.excitement hed lulled
her apirit into & state of drowsiness.
8he did pot suffs; sbe even amiled
languidly when I nmlmnd, bat this

pain which he was about to infhot on
hie betrothed. Maurice took hier band,
wmade ber sit down in her acoustomed
place, and said gently : * Dearest, it
would be imypossible for your father
and mother to sccompany us in our
wendering life.  Until now, my
Ursula, wo have led a loving, dreamy
life, without entering soberly into our
future plans. I have no fortune but
my aword ; and now, at the commence-
ment of my oareer, my income is 0
amall that we shall have to submit to
getlior to meny privations. I reckon
on your coussge ; baut you alone muet
follow me. The presence of your
parents would serve to entall misery
on them, aud hopeless poverty on ns."

“ Loave my father and mother I
eried Ursula.

# Loave them, with theic little
property, in this house ; confide them
to oareful hande; snd follow the

of youe husband.”

was the only sign o i she
displayed. I feared not giving »
sudden shosk to this poor paraiyxed
soul, or stirring it into a violent
tumult of happiness; I wanted to see
if the mental vigour was extinet, or
merely dormant. I placed wmy chaie
pext hors, I took both her hands in

¢ Lesvemy fatherand my mother "
repeated Ursula, ** Bat do yoa know
that the pittance they possess would
never auffice for their lnp&on—-unt.
without their knowledge, I work to
inorease it—and thet, during meny
yoars, 1 have tended them slond'?"

d ber work ; che reaumed 1t for
tho rest of her life.  Oa the evening
of this day uf separation—thiz day
whon the sacrifice was consummated
—Ursula, after having bestowed ber
ususl care on her parents, seated ber
sell at the foot of her mother's bed,
and, bondiug suwards hec with a look
whose tearful tenderness tha blind
old woman could not know, the poor
deserted one took her hand and mur.
wared softly : ¢ Mother, you love me
—do you not ? 18 nos my presence
» ocomfort to you? Would you not
grieve so part with me, my mother "

The old women turned ber face to
the wall and said in a_fretfal tone:
» Nousense, Ursals.  L'm tired; let
me go to sleep !’

The word of tenderness whioh she

d almoat }
at the bedstde. The end came quieily.
————————

A Dechslou ou the School Question,

A despaich from Rometo TheDaily
Chroniole saya: *Oa the srrival of
the Archbishop of Montreal here the
Pope will give a decision whioh is

pected to favor an ut be-
tween Manitoba snd the Federal
Government."

PRI,

Lives of poor men oft romind us honest
toil dou’t etand s chaoce;

Mote we work we leave behind us
biggor patclics on our pants,—

On our paute.onco new aud gloasy. nevw
patched up of diffurens hive,

All because subecribers lingor, and won't
pay ve what is duo,

Then lot all be up And.t’ll;nng ; send your

o b

hed sought as her ounly p
was not ustered ; the mother foll sateap
without pressing her daughter's haud ;
and the poor girl, falling on ber koees;
povred out her sorrows in prayer L0
Oae Who oould both hesr sad hesl
them

From. that time Urauls beoswe
mc 8 pale, more silent, more oset
down than ever. .Tha last sharp
sorrow bore awsy all traces of bher
youth and besuty, ** All is cnded "
she used 10 say; and all, save duty,
was eaded for her on earth, N1 tid-
ings osme of Maurice d'Erval Ursu's
had pleased his imagination like some

sm
Or w!fx‘en the snows of winkee atrike us
we shall bave no panta at all!

For Nixg Yxuns.—Me, Samuel Bryan,
Tedford, writes: *For nine years I
sufforod with ulcerated sorea on'my leg ;
I expoaded over $100 to phyeicians, and
tried overy preparatiou [Leand of or saw
recommundud for such diseasn, bat could
getnoreliuf. Iwasas last recommended
to gvo Dr. Tromas Ecrzctaw Onna
trial, which has resnlted, -altor usi
oight bottles (usiuy 18 intaraslly an
exwernally) fo acompletecure, Ile eve
it is tho best medicine in the world, wd
1 weite tbis to let others know what it
haa done for me."



