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THE WIND.

BY AMANDA T. JONES.

The wind canic over the hills one day,

+ Siuging acharming tune,

As light and low as the sleepy lay
Of a humining-hird in Juuo,

I sheuld not have Yeeded his idle song,
Liut his breath was on my face,

A:d his arnisaround my neck were flung
In.z fairy-like embrace, ]

Then,* Whither anay, 0! Wind,"said I,
« And why is thy song so gay 1

Aud why do thy waving pinivas iy
Sobusily all tho day ¥

“Liko & child asleep,” the cephyrsaid,
v Lanve lain tho whole lony night,
With ths .moonbeams spread above my bed
For.a-covaring pure ahd white.
Dutjustas the sun from ot of the sca
tHrd-lifted Lis princely- head,
The myre, liko 2 mother, Hited mo
Piom oufof nty snowy bed.
THeo up Lkea singing bird 1 flew
0'cr meadow and grassy kills;
I sprinkicd’ the clover lieads with dow,
And’bathedin a‘thousand rills.
1 authored‘the lithe green willow Jimbs
2 hiat bent so lovingly down, |
Aud.hoag them vver the langling strea s
" In a beautiful glossy crown. .
I swept the boirghs of: the beach aside
76 logk at the Hostibf birdsy == «
The.broken flower, at, the fountain’sside,
Emiled sweet at my loving words.
T Buttered ronnd’with the bosy hour
-Q’r forest and éreeping vine—
Egleefully Kissed'the behding flowers
Tilttheir lips were as red as mino.
Aud-thuswhile I iy, cach Lud I pass
Will gathera host of charms,
Till the'old nurse, Night, comes dowa at last;
Aud cradles wo in hei ars.”

TThen, “Whither away.” said the winnto me,
« AnA where hast (hou been fo-day 2

Anfd why is thy faceso sad to sce
When everything -clsé is gay 1

1 Xas, sweet wind,” I'sighed to say,
While the tears iny cyelids grew,
¢ 1 havenot boructo 2 soul to-day
One drop of affection’s dew.
I have not scarched for the broken flowers
That wither along my way,
$lor noted tho flight of the priceless lours,
“Nor bentmy Knee {o pray. )
Nor evera grateful thought have given
.Forthe peacémy lifc hath kuown, ,
And of all-dear hearts beneath tho Leaven,
"1 have thought of. sslf aloue.
But, Oh however my soul hiath sinned,
" Thy leason of Jove I'll keep,
Theu pass thou on, sweet, wandering wind,
Add leave moalonc to:weep:"”
Black Rock, N. X., 1888.
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BY KATE CAMERON.

—

~ “MrueisceNT! MeLLisoExT!”
_ Ty was:my mother's voice talling.at the

very well what she wanted of me, for ten
minutes beofore I had seen Walter TTow-
ard enter the gate; and now I was stand-
ing betore my little mirror, arranging and
re-arranging wy stabborn hair, that wwould
not lic smooth, and pinning and uupin-
ning my pink neckaibbon, that would
look stiff and precise, try as I might to
give it & graceful air. I heard the mur-
wmur of vuices below, and was well aware
that the rest of the family bad been in-
troducad to the new school-master, and
now my turn had' come, and I must no
longer delay making my appearance.—
TXow I wishied my mother had not spoken
that odious name,—MgrLriscrNy I”"—for
I was nov sixteen, old enough, I thought,
to be called *Miss Grant,” and Mr.
Howard would: not at- once have found
out the soubriquet which I s0 much dis-
liked, Dut which I'bad received, together
with a feather-bed and silver spoon, from
my. grandmeother. My brothers had «l-
ways'tormented me about my unpoctical
“name, and I really cousidered it, next to
wy-red hair and pug nose, as part of the
daily cross-which I must bear,~a heavy
one, too, it ‘secmed. to. me.

But mother had called, and T must go
down ; so sighing .involuntarily, and
sniouthing my black silk apron, I sluwly
descended, aud stumbled into the sitting-

|-rooin; - where. tha houshold group were

~

assembled.

I was an awkward girl. I remowmber
how I blushed and stawmered when my
mother, looking up from her Lnitting,
suid, ““This is my daughter, Meclliscent,
Mr. Howard,” and that gentleman arosc,
and tsking my hand kicdly, said smil-
ingly :

““¥ou have my sister’s neme, antl 1
must call you, as I do her, Mellie.”

I felt at once more casy, and less selft
conscious; and setting myselfin the corner,
where I fancied the shadows would con-
ceal the brilliant hue of my hair, I man-

1 aged to answer Mr. Hownrd's inquiries,

with 2 degree of composure quife sur-
prising toanysclf. Awnd by the time my
mother called me to assist lier in prepar-
ing supper, 1 had-decided that Mr, How-
ard was. just the handsomest man that
had ever been seen in the little village of
Mayficld ;-and that:before the winter was
“out, hialf the girls would be inlove with
him, I was a romantic mgiden, the only
daughter, .and very fond of reading:po-
ctry and fiction ; although in the latter my

| tastos were not allowed free range, as I
was brought up in & htanuer befitting a
-deacon’s daiglhiter:

It was not strangethit I at onee-exalt-

‘ed my new acquaintance into aliero,and,

for'want of another; imagined myself the
licroine of Zin wnwritten roniance. Faté
seomed to favour ‘this idea, so-faras-op:
portunity for iriteroourse wis- conceined ¢
for: may: father was * comimittes-man,”
and Mr. -Howard was fo makeihisliome

foot:of the ‘back stairway;.and I knew?

in onr fumily, boside: the four -woeks

twhich he was to board there for the
tuition of my three brothers and myself. .

¥ Monday morning eame at length,—tho
long-talked-of * first day™ 6f school.—
There was the ususl Burry end bustle
about ¥ getting a seat, and choosing a
seat-mate,”— e whispered consultations
in corners, and around the stove, of which
remarks the * new master” was the prin;
cipal theme. How well I remember him
as he stood, that morning, by tho old-
fashioned desk. It did not need the low
platform to raise him abiove the tall:hoys
who always attended-the ** winter school,”
for he wus of more thao ordinarystature;
and yet so well-proportioned, and grace-
ful in-his movements, that he did ot
seem'so much-over the average height.—
His hair was'black and curling,—his ¢yes
large and dark, with a merry twinkle in
them, and there was clways a smile on
his handsome mouth.

In arranging the classes, when he
called me “Miss Mellic,” the scholars
looked -wonderingly at bim, and -then at
me, for they had always heard me called
- Melliseent,” or.* Melissy,” —and at
recess several of the girls congratulated
me on my new npame, which they-pro-
nounced to be almost as preity as Nellie.
And, tx-ul‘)l', the uc'\"i' namne, sI})xolacn in that
decp-toned, musical voicg, had a magic
‘s:péﬁ;fbr me.  Néver had T bean™ n?gr'e
studious,—unever more Successful as a
seholar.  Mr. Howard paid marked at-
tentivn to cowposition, and3s I had al-
ways excelled in this branch, I found it
enéy to iain Lis commendation. That
was an cventful winter to me, and one
never to Le forgotten, for therein I learn-,
ed more lessons than could have been’
found in my test-books, and, unawares,
became proficient in that love which
brings with it joy or sorrow. To-me it
Drought sorrovw. .

The term closed in the early gpring-
| time, and we had a great ¢ Examination,
at which adwiring relatives and friends
were present, and bestowed high encomi-
ums upon, Mr. Iowardand his pupils.—
The * Schoul Cummittee” trusted that
they would be able to secure the services,
of so successful a teacher anotherwinter,
—vwhich kope was cchocd by mnany hearts.

jBut of this Nr. Howard gave no ep-

couragement, and we knew there was but
little prospcct of our ever sceing him
again. . :
The valedictery had'been assigned me,.
and X waote it in thyme, for which X al-
ways had greatfondness, and which my,
};,nrtigl friends would fain make mc, be-
ievo was 3-proof of my genius.
The-afiernoon’s exercises were.conclu.
ded’; the scholars had gone, one by on,
cach bidding their loved teachior & wopd-
byé;and many tears fell from maiden
cyés. I made no display .of the .deep
énotion I felt,—that'was reacrvedifor the
sanctuary‘of ‘my own chiamber:

‘e were alohe -in ‘the school-room,—Y



