
THE MAYFLOWER.

stood in a large bay-iidow of Mrs. Pay-
ard's spaciotss drawieig-room, half-shadedl by
the rich and heavy criinson curtains that
fell in graceful folds, he watched the fair
fort-as that glided to and fro. Thse dazzling
light, reflected back front spacious mirrors,
the ricli perfiune of the flowers, that in ele-
gant festoons decorated tise ivails, and
in light, and airy wreatlhs twined round
the marbie pillars,-the finely carved
tables, on wvhich stood vases of exquisite co-
lour and niaterial,-the carpet of velvet
softness, whose roses were indeed thornless,
for on it the foot sank as on finest moss,-
and the rich attire of tise gay, thse youn,
and beautifual, who filled the apartnsent,
made it worthy a painter's pencil. Fromt
his"I loophole of retreat" Charles watchied,
for soute moments, tise expressive counten-
ances that every now and then met bis
glance,-and listencd as the lhalf-subdued
hum of conversation fell pleasingly on bis
ear. Thse sweet tones of woinan, ming.ling
with more manly acceuts,-the sportive and
brilliant repartee,-the silvery laugh,-and
ever and anon thse sweet strains of distant
music, sometirnesý swelling in triumphial
peals, and agai clying plaintively away,-
alllent to thse spot a charîn Nvlich lie féit u-
willing to reinquisis. for a nearer proximity
to its enjoyments. Just, hiowever, as lie wyas
on the point of leavinig lus chair, bis attention
was attracted by tise folloingi cil-cumstanice:

On tise opposite side of tise apartinent;
two marbie pillars supported what appeared
to be a recess, for its intcrior was eoncealed
from view by curtains, iii colour an i mate-
rial correspossding to, those of the windows.
But now one of tisentis drawa aside, by a
small white hand,-and in tise centre stands
a young girl. Nothing caa be mnore pic-
turesque than ises appearance at tbis ino-
ment, as with one hand gracefully support-
ing the curtain, whose vivid colour formsg a
strange, yet flot unpleasing contrast to her*
dress of snowy white,-ber dark brown bair,
uncoafined by brooch or braid, unadorned
save by oae single white rose, falliîsg in
glossy tringles over ber aeck and shoulders,
-and with a ceuatenance serene gentie yet
alightly melancholy, she

ULooks like anu angel mighit have done
Whi]e gazlng on tue earth."l

For a moment Charles was half.disposed
to believe that the dwelier of some sylvan

solitude lsad appenrcd, toýsummon thse wor-
shippers of art to thse magnifleent temple of
Nature,-for, through tise opeiling, a scene
of rural beauty wis distinctly visible. Trees
of every variety and cliînate, amid wbose
clustering foliage peeped fortis the golden
fruit,--slsrubs,wlsose exqu isîte blossoins seem-
ed almost worthy of Paradise, and ia tihe
centre a marble fountain, wbose leaping,
sparkling waters, ascetided and dcscended
profusely in genu-like drops,-formed a pic-
ture deligisIful te a votary of Nature, its soft
and quiet gloom enhanced by its contrast ta
tise brillianey of thse apartment. Anotiser
glance sufficed to discover te Chsarles bis
mistake, as regarded the nymph of tise bow-
er, for in bier, liq recognized Mily Lin-'
wood. To immediately abandon his retreat,
te advassce te, Mrs. Payard, wbo had enter-
ed the drawing-room front tise green-house
with lier fair guest,-asd te obtain an intro-
duction to, ber, wvns tise work of a few me-
mcnts,-and 1;softly fell thse foot of time"
tiat evenissg, as seated byr ber side, be lisf-
ened to file voice whlose music he bad before
heard,-and wbich had neyer been hushed
in bis beart.

(To bc Contintied.)
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<'DiSeordsoCe that Can aCCord;
And accordance toi discord."1

TUii Romatint f ski Bou.
" rose once pss'd withiîs
" garden, Apritgreee,

lu lier loneness, lai er Joneness,
Assd the Isirer for thut onentss.

A whidte rose, delicate,
On atlall bough, and utraight,

Early = Aer Aril corner,
N'ever wing oôr the sommer;

%Vhose protty gesteis did vln
South svrnds to lot her in,

in ber Ioneness, lnulier oteees,
AIl the fairer for that onieness.

F1or if I wait," said &ie,
"Till times for roses be,

F'or the musk rose, and thse mosi za..
Royal red, and nsalden blugh rose,

Il What glory tisti for me,
lu such a compasy ?

oses plenty, roses lenty,
Aisd one nigetingale for twessty

ig et moin," eaidshe
o«Bàr. the rest ore fre,

in m loneaU5,la my lonoeme
Ai iafairer $ol tisaS oneneq..


