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LEFT ALONE AT EIGHTY.

What did you say, dear? breakfast 2
Somohow I've slépt too late;

You aro very kind, dear Effie ;
Go tell them not to wait ;

TI'll dress as quick as ever I can ;
My old hands trembie soro,

And Polly, who used to help, dear heart!
Lies t’ other side o’ the door.

Pat up the old pipe, deary,
I couldn’t smoke to day ;

1'm sort o’ dazed and frightened,
And don’t know what to say;

It's lonesome in the house, here,
And lonesome out o' door ;

I never know what loncsome meant
In all my life bofore.

The bees go humming the whole day long,
And the first June rose has blown,

And 1 am eighty, dear Lord, to-day—
Too old to be left alone !

0, heart of love ! so still and cold !
0, precious lips ! so white !

For the first sad honr in sixty years,
You were out of my reach last night.

You've cut the flower? You are very kind.
She rooted it last May;
It was only & slip ; I pulled the rose,
And threw the stem away ;
But ehe, sweet thrifty soul, beat down
And planted it where she stood ;
#Dear, maybe the flowers are living,” she
said,
“Asleep in this bit of wood.”

1 can't rest, deary—I cannot rest ;
Let the old man have his will,

And wander from porch to garden post,
The house is so deathly still ;

Wander, and long for the sight of the gate

- She has just left ajar for me.

We had got so used to each other, dear—
So used to each other, you see.

Sixty years, and so wise and good,
She made me a better man
From the moment I kissed her fair young
_ face,
And our lover’s life began.
And geven fine boys she has given me,
And out of the seven, not one
But the noblest father in all the land
Would be proud te call his son.

0, well, dear Lord, I'll be patient,

But I feel sore brokennp ;

At eighty years, it's an awesome thing

_ To drain such a bitter cup.

1 koow there's Joseph and John and Hal,
And four good men beside ;

Bat & bundred sons couldn’t be to me
Like the woman J made my bride.

My little Polly ! so bright and fair?
So winsome and good and sweet !

She had roses twined in her snnoy hair,
White shoes on her dainty feet ;

And I held her hand—was it yesterday
That we stood up to be wed ? ‘

And--no, I remember, I'm eighty to-day,
And my dear wife, Polly, is dead.

Tales wnd Sketehes.
THE WIFE.

‘ CrartER L

$¢ All precions things, discover'd late,
To those that seek them issue forth ;

For Love, in sequel, works with Fate,

And draws the veil from hidden worth.”
~ Cold and white as the bridal blossoms in
her hair was the youthful cheek, which a glow
of love and pride should have kindled into
color ; for Harriet Percy, though about to be-
ccmo the bride of one of the most admired and
distinguished men in the country, was too
well convinced of his indifference towards her,
to anticipate happiness in prospect. She know

* that with Him it was a marringe of expediency.
That he was:poor—that he required means to
furthér his ambitious views, and that, though
uniformly kind and respectful in his mauner

%z when they met, he had acaréely bestowed

" thought upon her mind, heart, or person, dur-

ing the three weeka which intervened between

. #eiv introduction to cach other and this their
“%bridal morning.

" For years before that introduction, even

- from childhood, she had worshipped his lofty

gonius, ‘ad admired; at a distance, his noble

+-- form. He was the idol of her every dream—

e her hero—her ideal! His haughty bearing,

» his coldly intellectual expression, which would

have repelled a less ardent and romantic heart,

e e A—————ted

ata Pa,"t)'.g‘t_?;’h by & mutnal, match-making
ﬁ’iend,:(ll'uz"ing the firsh season of her entranco
. into society, ho had been introduced to her,
. ehé'Wwassoagitated and eonfused by hor various
7.1 emotions, that ske conld only blush and reply
i7" in-monosyilables to bis polite attempts at con-
Versat.iun._ .
. Poor Harriet was angry and mortified at
herself ; and utterly unsuspicious, in her own
"guileless truth, of any meroenary motive on
‘his part,.she was not less amazed than delight.
. ‘@ when, after twoor throe intorviews of the
", ‘ssme description, he_formally proposed to hor
I father for bier hand, and waaat once accepted.
.. Bxultiog in her congnest, yet awod by his Cis-
" tant demeanour, she hardly .knew ot first
‘whether to be happy ‘or the comtrary; but

.

t

for her an ificxpressible charm. And when, |-

loving and gentle as she was, thero was o
latent spirit of pride and lofty resolution in
her soul, which she had never draame(:l of till
it was awakened by her present situation.
With & woman’s' instinct, she loarned to
road his heart. She saw that the demon Am-
bition had obscured, without oblitemting,l its
nobler and more tender feolings, and she trust-
od to timo and hor own truth to conquer the
ono and arouso the other. o
But in the meantime she would be no pining
victim to noglect. Her swoet lip curled—her
dark cyes flashed—her high spirit revolted at
the thought! She would sooner die than
humble herself in his eyes! She would love

{ him, it is true, dearly, deeply, devotedly ; but

it should be in the silent depths of a soul he
could not fathom. "Not till he should own a
love, fervent and devoted as her own, would
she yield to the tenderness ie inspired. Not
till then should be unveiled to him the altar
on which his image dwelt ; enshrined like
deity of old, with the breath of affection for
its incense, ever burning over and around i,
and the fruits and flowers of feeling and of
thought—its sacrilice.

Sho would wed himn, becausc her fortune
could assist his efforts for the good of his ¢oun-
try and his own distinction. She would have
bestowed that fortune upon hiw without her
hand, but she koew his pride too well to
dream he would accept it, and her resolution
was taken. )

Mr. William Harwood could not, for his
life, have told whether his intended bride had
any claims to beauty or to talent. He suw
that her manners were refined, he Lknew that
her fortune was iminense, and he was satis-
fied. He heeded not—he ncver dreamed of
the riches of her beart and mind. But while
ambition and sclfishness blinded his eyes to
her superiority, it was not so with others. A
dazzling fair complexion, soft, wavy hair, of
the palest brown, hazel eyes, intensely dark,
and fringed with long, thick lashes of the same
hue, a straight Greek nose, a mouth of exquis-
ite beauty, in the expression of which sweet-
neas and spirit were charmingly combined, a
light and gracefully moulded form—these were
the least of her attractions. A thousand
numberless graces, a thousand lovely but in-
Qescribable cnchantments in manner, look,
and tone, hetrayed the soul within ; and yet,
with all this, she was ao modest, so timid, so
thoroughly feminine and gentle in all her
ways and words, that the world never dream-
ed of calling her a besuty, or of making her a
belle. It was those she loved that she en-
chanted.

Cuarrer II.

She stood like a beautiful statue by his side.
She quelled her tcars—she hushed her heart,
and spoke in accents calm and cold as his own
the vows which were to bind them for life
unto each other.
lations of friends and acquaintances without a
sigh, a blush, a sign of emotion, modestly but
coldly, Even Harwood himself wondored at
her strange self-possession, and while he
wondered rejoiced that she had so little feel-
ing to trouble bim with. But when her father
approached to say farewell, and led her to the
carriage, which was to bear her far from Lome,
her proud resolve gave way ! She threw her-
self on his breast, and sobbed passionately-

.and wildly, like a grieved and frightened

child, till ber husband, astonished at such :
display of emotion in one usually 20 quiet and
subdued; drew her gently away, and . seating
himself boside her in her carriage, ordered the
driver to proceed.

Harriet withdrew from his arm, pleaded
fatigue, covered her faece with her veil, and,
soon succeeding in conquering every outward
sign of emotion, sat still and silent during the
journey. .

It was the evening of ths wedding-day. The
bride had retired to dress for dinner, and Har-
wood sat dreaming before the library fire,
when a note was put into his hauds by a foot-
man. What was his surprisc at thecontents !

““You do not love me !—and no pretence of
love which you may adopt, from motives of
duty or cotnpassion, will avail with me. . You
bad your object in proposing this union—I
had mine in accepting that proposal. Be con-

tent that those objects are gained, and let me
be your wife but in name, I veseech you.

Harrier ‘Harwoon,”

Harwood started at the paper in astonish-
ment at first ; but he bad alway looked upon
Harriet as a child, and he soon began to con-
sider this as some childish and romantic whim,
which required his indulgence.

Amused, perplexed, and, if the truth must
be told, a little piqued withal, he hastily
wrote on a slip of paper—'*Beit s0!” and
folding it, laid it on the table by the side of
her plate. . .

Harriet blushed as she entered, but took
her her seat quietly and silently. She glanced
at the paper, and, with a trembling hand,
anfulded it. Her cheek and eye kidied as
she read, and her. pretty lip quiverod for a
moment. She put tho billes by, and proceed-
ed, with calm and graceful self-possession, to
the duties of the table. Mr. Harwood, think-
ing to himself, for the first time, that his wife
was a remarkably pretty woman, dismisged
the subject from his mind, snd discussed his
dinner with great gusto,and the political' topics
of the day with atill greater. -

- - Fairreader ! you will say that Mr., Wil-
listh Harwood wasa ¢ unfacling porson.
-‘But that was by no means the case, He had
been, from, childhood, so devoted to intellec-
tual pursuits; that he had nevor fonnd time

She received the congratu-_

i

oven to think of love, Had his good angel
but' whispered to “him, at that moment, that
his beuu\ﬁlgfe\:tl “@::’q—d-vi’é: loved bim' as her life,
and that'der fall heart” was waiting and ex-
pecting his love in rethrn, ho would have giv-
en it as in honor bound, and have wondered
that ho never though¢ of it before ; but the
mischief was, he didi't happen to think any-
thing about it ; and I, for one, cannot fiud it
in my heart to scold him, for it he had thought
I should bave had no story to tell.

Cuarter 111

Soeing Harriet only'at meals, and absorbed
in his ambitious schemes, Harwood at last
almost forgot that he had a wife, and the poor
girl strove to content herself in her own silent
and secret worship of her husband—

But love, unloved, is but 2 wearying task at
best !

Better be lying in the grave, in dreawless,
careless rest !

She mingled sometimes with the gay; hut
goctety had no excitement for a mind like
hers.  She could not long enjoy a conversa-
tion in which lier heart was not in gome way
interested. For, while the poetry of feeling
was her element, Harriet was not an intellec-
tual porson—she was mwre spiritual than in-
tellectual--hor heart supplied the placeof a
mind.

One evening, at a party, a young English
officer, approaching Harwoud, exelaimed, My
dear siv! do you Luow, can you tell me the
name of that beautiful creature leaning Ly the
window? There, that pale, dark-eyed givl in
white ! You ought to know, for she has beea
lookinz at'you, with Ler whole scul in the
look, tor the last five minutes.”

Harwood looked up ; he caught the elogquent
gaze of those beautiful eyes; he saw her start,
and instantly avert themn, with & sudden blush,
as if detected in u crine, and strange and new
emotions thrilled his heart. The hour had
come. Love, the high-priest, bad suddenly
appeared ab the altar, and the fire was kindled
at leogth, never again to be wholly extinguish-
ed. For the first timme aroused to a scnse of
her singulsr loveliness, for the first time sus-
pecting her hidden passion for hmsclf, he
colored, smiled, and seemed so confused, that
his friend was turning away in surprise. But
Harwood recovered himself, and taking his
arm, led him forward and introduced him to
his wife. )

As we have said before, Harwood was by
no meaus without a heart; but his giant in-
tellect and his position in life had hitherto
rendered him unconscious of so valuable a
possession, After listening for a few roments
impatiently to Harriet's graceful and naive
conversation with the handsome young officer,
be drew her band within his arm, and press
ing it tenderly, whispered, ““ Let us go home
dear Harrict ; I am weary of this scene.”

“Doar Harriet!” Was she dresming ! The
words, the tone, look, and warm caress, all
thrilled to her inmost heart. Her eyes filled
with tears, and trembling with the heavenly
ecstacy of the moment, almost fainting, indeed
from cxcess of emotion, she murmured, * Yes,
let us go at once.”

He sprang into the carriage after her, and
drew her to his heart. **Oh, William ! do
you—do you love me! Can it indeed be
true ?” .

“ My wife !”

The ecene is sacred—let the curtain fall.

Caaprer IV,

More close and close his footsteps wind,
The magic music in his heart

Beats quick and quicker, till he find
The quict chamber far apart.

At an unusually early hour, the next even-
ing, Harwood returned to his now happy home,
and, hastening up the stairs, pansed at the
door of his wife’s boudoir, arrested with her
voice withiu, She was singing, in a low and
touching voice, and with exquisite taste, a
simple soeng which he had never heard before.
Though naturally very fond of musie, it had
happened by some strange chauce that he had
not heard Harriet play or sing, indeed, he did
not know that she possessed cither accom-
plishment. The words of the song went
straight to his heart, and thus they ran :—

I know it ! I felt it !—he loves we at last '—

The heart-hid:len anguish for ever is past !

Love b{ightens ‘his dark eye and softens his
oue ;

He loves me—he loves me—his scul is mine
Coown!

Como care aud misfortune—the cloud and the
. storm-— .
I've a light in this heart all existence to
warm— :
No grief can oppress me, no shadow o'ercast,
In ¢ a.ii l;lossed conviction—he loves me at
ast ! :

Bchoing, with his rich, manly voice, the

 last five words, Harwaod opened the door and

held out his arms, and his happy and beauti-
ful wife flow to his embrace, with a fresh and
artless delight, peculiarly fascinating to the
-world-worn man she worshipped.

CrrarTER V.

Forthree monthe Ha‘ﬁv[ood was a deveted
laver and husband, and Harriet was bappy in
his love ; but he could not-all at once, and for
ever, forezo the glorious:dreams of his youth ;
and by degrees he returned to his political
duties, aud grew gradually stately and cold,
and apparcntly indifferent as before.

And now Harriet was more wretched than
ever. Now, that shé¢' bad once experienced
the happiness of being laved, caressed, admir-

ed, she Gould not endare life unblessed by

The voice that oftenest charms my car,

J| Lest lounely, sad, unloved, 1 fail,

happiness, and clinging t¢ .all who could offer
her affection, it had been’.only by a violept
struggle tlpjxﬁt “shé," had ‘forced *hersell 'into's

to the enchantment . of Love's happy drcam,
and henceforward life was lost without it.

Her hushand’s returing coldness and neglact’
had wounded, but not subdued her heart;
and what was the wife to do with all the now

‘[unemployed feelings and fancy awakened in

its depths. :

The interesting young officer, before men-
tioned, bad fallen in love with Harrict at first
sight, ere he knew she was the bride of his
friend ; and, though distinguished in the field
by his bravery and skill, sclf-conquest was an
art of which he bad ncither learnt nor dreamt.
Visiting from timc to time at tho house, he
soon saw her unhappiness, and penetrated its
cause. His sympathy was excited—his visits
grew more frequént—with retined and subtle
tenderness, almost irresistible te a heart like
hers, he enteved earnestly into her pursuits—
read with her, walked with her, sang with
her—-praised her mind and  heart—called her
* the sister of his soul,” and so adapted him-
3:f to her tastes and her affections, that Har-
rict found herself on the verge of a precipice,
cro she was aware she had overstepped the
limits of pgopriety and discretion. It wasa
sort of spiritual magnetism, which she tried
in vain to resist,

Harriet would not have heen guilty of actual
crime—she was too proud and too pure for
that ; but in a soul so highly toned, so deli-
cately and daintily organised as hers, the
slightest aberration in thought, look, or deed,
from the faith which was due to her husband,
produced a discord, involving the loss of self- |
respeet, and consequent misery and remorse.

And pow Love and Sorrow swept the':
strings, and awakened a melody sweet but
plaintive as the sound of an .Folian harp.
They had made her a poet, and she poured
forth, in frequent verse, the various emotions
they aroused.

Cuarter VI,

journey. He had beer unsuccessful in two or
three important projects, and, disgusted with
the uncertainty attending his pursuits, he had
suddenly determined to abandon politics al-
together. His heart yearned toward his sweet
wife as it had never yearned before. He had
been away from her so long! He nceded her
love now, now needed her soft voice to soothe
and comfort him, and he came prepared, not
only to receive, but to give consolation. He
entered her boudoir softly, intending to sur-
prise her. She was recliningon the sofa asleep
—pale and sad, with tears still lingering on
her lashes, and her fair hair streaming from
her cbildish brow—her lips half parted, and
singing as she slept, she looked so enchantingly
lovely, that he sprung forward to awaken her
her with a kiss, when a paper, lying loosely
in her hand; arrested her attention. He drew
it softly from her. It was addressed—*‘To
My husband,” and thinking himself thus justi-
fied in reading it, he did so, with what emo-
tions may be better imagined than told, It
was ag follows :—

Oh! hasten to my side, I pray !
I dare not be alone !

The suiile that tempts, when thou'rt away,
Is fonder than thine own,

Hath such beguiling tone,
"T'will steal my very soul, I fear,
Al ! leave me not alone !

It speaks in accents low and deep,
It murmurs praise too dear ;

It makes me passionately weep,
"Then gently soothes iny fenr,

It calls e sweet, endearing names,
With Love’s own childlikeart ;

My tears, my doubts, 1t softly blames—
"Lis mu~ic to my heart !

And dark, deep, eloquent, soul-filled cyes
Speak tenderly to mine ;

Beneath that gaze what feelings rise !
1t is more kind thau thine!

A hand, even pride ean scarce repel,
"Too fondly secks mine own,

It is not safe !—it is not well !
Ah ! leave we not alone !

I try to calm, in cold repose,
Benéath his earnest eyc,

The heart that thrills, the cheek that glows—
Alas ! invain I try !

Oh! trust me not—a woman frail—
To brave the snares of life !

And shame the name of wife !

Come back ! thaugh cold and harsh to me,
There’s honor by thy side!

Beitor unblest, yet safe, to be,
Than lost te truth, to pride!

Alas ! my peril hourly grows,
In every thought and dream ;

Not—not to thee iy spirit gocs,
Bat still—yes ! still to hom/

Return with those cold' cyes to me,

And chill my soul once more,
Back to the loveless apathy,

It learned so well bofore !

Jealousy, angor, pity, remorve, and love
were at war in the breast of Harwood ; bat,
with a moment’s reflection through. the past,
ugon his own conduct, the three latter con.
quered, and, kneeling’Ly her side, he pressed
his lips upon hier brow. She murmured softly

in her sleep, ** Deas, darling husband 1-do you

Mr, Harwood bad just returned from a long -

—

tenderness and hope. By, nature ardent, sus- |love me?’ and tho color trombled> in her
ceptible, dependont upow’shoso around her for | cheelz likcl‘the rosy light of mao h‘iﬁg- on the
v AR
N .

snow. ' S
. Harwood prossed;, hor,” passionately, to his
heart, and she awokq terrifiod, ashamed, peni-

state of apparent 9imthy, duiiug"ﬂxc ﬁr_at fe\;i': i tent, yet happy ot .l.si'igu“”b:"yqﬂd' exprossion,
weeks of her matriage; but, onco’aroused . for she fofgave aind','_w:ﬁg" forgiven. She had

from it, she had abandoned her whole! being ."0¥'er:qto(‘,,iu_'her ‘seqéjti_ve conscientiousness,

 the extentiof hor "o"‘r_x!q;'. -..Hor fancy, hor mind,
' ragher than her affactions, hiad been beguiled.

Harwood felt at once that the dewy bloom of
_ purity had not been brushed from the heart of
 his fragilo flower, by the daring wing of the

ingect that bad sought it, and henceforth it
was cherished in its proper home—his own
noble and faithful breast !

TRIED AND TRUE.

Jt was the Carnival scason in Paris; and
Colonel Eugeue Merville, an attache of the
great Napoleon’s staff, who had won his way
to distinction with his own sabre, found him-
self at the masked ball in the Frehch opera
house. Better adapted in hLid tastes to the
ficld than to the boudoir he flirts but little
with the gay figures that covers the floor and
joins but seldom in the waltz. But at last,
while standing thoughtfully and regarding the
assembled throng with a vacant eye, his at-
tention was suddenly aroused by the appear-
ance of a person in & white satin domino, the
urniversal elegance of whose figure, manner,
aund bearing convineced himn that her face and
mind must be equal to Ler person in grace aud
loveliness. Thaugh in so mixed an assembly,
still there was a dignity and reserve in the
manner of the white domino that rather res
pulsed the idea of a familiar address, and it
was some time before the young soldier found
courage to speak to her.

““ Al lady ! pray raise that mask, and re-
veal to me the charwms of feature that mnust
accompany so sweet a voice and so graceful a
' form as you possess 2"

I “You would perhaps be disappointed.”

! “No, Iam surel would not.”

2 ¢ Are you so very confident ?”

I “Yes. I feel that you are beautiful—it
{ cannot he otherwise.”

“Don’t be too sure of that. Have you
_never heard of the Irish poet Moore's story of
; the veiled prophet of Khorassan—how, when
i he disclosed his countenance, its, hideous
aspect killed his beloved one. How do you
know I shall not turn out a veiled prophet of
Khorassan ?”

¢ Ah lady, your every word counvinces me
to the contrary,” replied the enraptured sol-
dier, whose heart bad begun to feel as it had
never felt before ; he was in love.

She eluded his efforts at discovery; but
permits him to hand her to her ecarringe,
which drives off in the darkness, and though
he throws himself upon his fleetest horse, he
was unable to overtake her.

The young French colonel became moody ;
he bas lost his heart, and knows not what {o
do. He wanders hither and thither, shuns
his former places of amusoment, avoids his
military companions and in short, fecls as
miserable as & lover can well be thus disap-
pointed. One night, just after he had left hig
hotel on foot, a figure uuffled to the very cars
stopped him,

“Well, Monsieur, what wou'd you with
me ?” asked the soldier.

¢ You would know the name of the white
domino ?” was the reply.

‘I would indeed. How can it be done?”
replied the officer hastily.

““ Follow me.”

“Very well.”

‘4 Step into this vehicle,”

“I am at your command.”

Away rattled the yontbful soldier and his
sirange companion. ‘“This inay be a trick,”
reasoned Eungene, *‘but I have no fear of per-
sonal violence. Iam armed with this trusty
sabre, and can take care of mnyself. But there
was no cause for fear since he seon found the
vehicle stop ; aud he was led blindfolded into
the house. \When the bandage was removed
from lis eyes, he found hiwself ina richly
furnished boudoir, and bLefore him stood the
white domino, just as he had met her at the
masked ball,  To fall upon his kneces and tell
her how much he thought of her since their
separation was as natural as to breathe, and
be did so gallantly and sincerely,

¢ Shall I belicve all you say ?”

** Lady, let' me prove it by any-test you may
puat upon me.”

“Know, then, that the feelings you avoly
are mutual. Nay, unloose your arm from my
waist. T have some more to say.”

“Talk on forever, lady! Your voice is
musie to xay heart and ears,”

““Would you marry me knowing no more of
me than you do now ?” .

““Yes, if you would go to
masked.

¢ Then I will test you.”

“How.?”

‘“For one year be faithful to the love
you have professed, and I will be yours
—as truly as heaven shall spare my life.”

*“Oh, cruel suspense !”

“You demur ?”

¢ Nay, lady, I shall
as I promised.”

“‘1f, at the expiration of a year, you do not
hear. from-.ne, then tho contract shall be
null and void. Take thia hslf ring, and when
1 supply the broken portion I will be
yours.” : : .

‘

the very altar

ful6l your injunctions

He kissed the little emblem;,sworo again and



