+

U Pt
‘Thiie'is & Yime; just When the frost

1d Winter's wxy,
Wﬁ’.‘m o
2 W j¢ dresitis away;
Wit Dhétmet opmn, 5 mastug whid,
gazs once more on hill #nd dell,
To mnﬁ many sheaves mbhd. :
And ade if a1l are ripened

With balmy breath she whispers low;
The dying flowers look up and give
Their sweetest incense ere they go
¥or her who made their besuties live.
She enters “neath the woodland’s shade,
Heor zephyrs lift the lingering sheaf,
And bear it gently where ere laid
The loved and lost ones of its grief.

At last Old Autumn, rising, takes
in his sceptre and his throne,
With boisterous hand the tree he shakes,
Intent on gathering all his own.
Bweet Summer sighing, flies the plain,
And waiting Winter, gaunt and grim,
Bees miser Autumn hoard his grain,
And smiles to think its all for him,

. SBelest Story,

A Rainy Evening.
BY MBS, OAROLINE LER IENTZ.

A pleasant little group was gathered
round Uncle Ned's domestic hearth, He
sat one side of the fireplace, opposite Aunt
Mary, who, with her book in hand, watch-
ed the children seated at the table, some
reading, others sewing, all occupied,’ but
one & child « of latger growth,” & young
lady, who being 8 guest of the family, wes
suffered to indulge in the pleasure of idle-
ness without reproof.

“ Q! I love a rainy evening,” said little
Ann, looking up from her book, ard meet-
ing her father's glance, * it is 8o nice to
sit by a good fire and hear the rlyﬂ“b
ing agaiust the windows. Only Ipity the
poor people who have no house to cover
them, to keep off the rain and the cold.”

#And I love a rainy evening, too,” cried
George, a boy of about twelve. “1I can
study so much better. My thoughts stay
at home, and do not keep rambling out

after the moon-and stars. My heart feels
warmer, snd I really believe I love every-
body better than I do when the weacher
is fair.”

Uncle Ned smiled, and gave the boy an
approving pat on the shoulder. Evcry one
smiled, but the young l!ady, who, with
languid, discontented air, now played with
s pair of scissors, now turned over ihe
leaves of a beok,then, with an ill-suppress-
ed yawn, leaned idly on her elbow, and
looked into the fire.

#And what do you think of .the rainy
evening, Elizabeth ?” asked uncle Ned
« I should like to hear your opinion.”

« I think it is very dull and uninterest-
ing, indeed,” answered she. I slways
feel 8o stupid, I can hardly keep myself
awake—one cannot go abroad, or hope to
see company at home; and one gets so
tired of seeing the same faces all the tifne.
I gannot see what George and Ann see so
much to admire in & disagreeable rainy
evening like this,”

¢ Supposing I tell you s story to enliv-
en you " seid Uncle Ned.

4 0! yes, father, please tell us a story,”
exclaimed the children simultaneously.

Little Ann was perched upon his knee
as if by magic, and even Elizabeth moved
her chair. George still held his book in
bis hand, but his bright eyes sparkling
with unusual animation, were riveted upon
his uncle’s face.

« I am going to tell you a story abouta
rainy evening "’ ofid uncle Ned.

« 0! the: will be so pretty !"* criod Ann,
clapping her hands; but Elizabeth’s coun-
tenance foll below gero. It was an omi-
nous annunciation,

¢ Yes,” continued uncle Ned, “a rainy
evening. Bu‘ though clouds darker than
those which now mantle the sky were
lowering abroad, and the rain fell heavier
and faster, the rainbow of my life was
drawn most beautifully on those dark
clouds, and its fair colors still shine more
lovely on my sight. It is no longer the

‘bow of promise, but the realization of my
fondest dreams.”

Guorge saw his uncle oest an expressive
glance_towards the handsome matron in
the opposite cerner, wlose color percepti-
bly heightened, and he could not forbear
exclaiming ¢
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| AR Aunt Mary is blushing: I un-

derstand- wnole’s metaphor. She is his
TRddw;. shd he thinks life is one long

# Not exactly so. 1 mean your lastcon-

“Telusion. Bat dow't intétrupt e, my boy,
and ‘you shall hear a lessén, whieh, yeung’
a8 you are, I trust You will never forget,

When I was & young man I was thought
quite handsome—"" e 15

« Pa ie a3 pretty a8 hecan be, mow,”
interrupted little Anm, passing her hand
fondly ever his manly neck.

Uncle Ned was not displeased with the
compliment, for he pressed her close fo
him while he eontinued—

# Well, when I was young, [ was of a
gay spirit, and a great favorite in society.
The young ladies liked me for a partnerin
the danee, at the chess boardl or at the
evening walk, and I had reason to think
some of them wowuld have no objection to
take me as & partner for life, Among all
my young acqusaintances, there was no
one whose companionship was so pleasing
as that of & maiden whose name was Mary.
Now there sre a gréat many Marys in the
world, so you must not take it for granted
that I mean yoar motheror aunt. Atany

1 have finished my story. Mary was a
sweet and lovely girl—with a current of
cheerfulness running through her disposi-
tion that made music as it flowed. It was
an under eurrent, however, always gentle,
and kept within ite legitimate channel;
never overflowing into boisterous mirth or
unmeaning levity, She was the only
daughter of her mother, and she was a
widow, Mrs. Catleton, such was her mo-
ther's name, was in lowly circumatances,
and Mary had none of the appliances of
wealth and fashion to decorate her per-
som, or gild her home. A very modest
competéncy was all her portion and she
wished for nothing more. J have seen her
in & simple white dress, without a single
ornament, unless it was a natural white
rose, transvend all the belles, who sought
by the attractions of dress to win the ad-
miration of the multude. But, alas! for
poor human nature, One of these dash.
ing Lelles so fascinated my attention: thut
the gentle Mary was for a while forgotten.
Theresa Vane was, indeed, a rare piece of
mechanism. Her figure was the perfection
of beauty, and ¢he moved as if strung on
wires, so elastic and springing were her
geetures. I never saw such luxurious
hair—it was perfectly black end shone like
burnished steei; and then such ringlets !
How they waved and ripplsd down her
beautiful neck. She dressed with the most
exquisite taste, delicacy afid neatriess, and
whatever she wore assumed a peculiar
grace and fitnees, as if art loved to adorn
what nature made fair, But whatcharm
ed me most, was tLat sunshiny smile that
was always waiting to light up her coun-
tenance, To be sure, she sometimes laugh-
ed a little too loud, but then her laugh
was so musical, and her teeth so white it
was impossible to belisve her guilty of
rudeness, or want of grace. Often, when I
saw her in thesocial circle, so brilliant and
smiling, the life and charm of everything
around her, I thought how happy the con-
stant companionship of such a being would
make me—~what brightness would she im-
vart to the fireside at home— what light,
what joy, to the darkest scenes of exis-
tence "

“ O ! uncle,” interrupted lictle George,
laughing, ** if [ were Aunt Mary I would
not let you praise another lady so warmly.
You are so taken up with her baauty that
you have forgotten all about the rainy
evening.”

Aunt Mary smiled, bat it is more than
probable that he touched one of she hidden
springs of her woman heart, for she look-
ed down and said nothing.

“ Don't be impatient,” said Uncle Ned,
“end you shall not be cheated out of your
story. I began it for Elizabech's sake, ra-
ther than yours, and I see she is wide
awake. She thinks by this time I was
more'n half in love with Theresa Vane,
and she thinks more than half right.—
There had been a great many parties of
pleasure, riding parties, siid tslking pac-
ties; and summeépslipped by almost un-
consciously. At length "the autumnal
equinox approached, and gathering clouds
narth-eastern gales, and drizzling rains,
succeeded to the soft breezes, mellow skies

and glowing sunsets,peculiar to that beau-

rate, you must not look so’ significant til!]

tiful season. Fer two or three days I was
confined within doors by the continuous
raine, and ¥ wm sorry to confess it, but the
blues got astually complete possession of
me-~one stridgd upon my nose, another
danved on the-top of my head, one pinch~
ed iny ears, ind snother turned summer-
set on my chin. - You laugh, little Nannies
Dut-thigy aee terrible crestdares, these blue
gentlemen, and I 2ould not endure them
any longer. So'the third rainy evening,
I puten my coat, buttoned it up to my
chin and taking my umberellain my hand,
set out fn the direction of Mrs. Vane's,—
¢ Here,’ thought I, as my fingers pressec
the. lateh, ‘I shall find the moonlight
smile, that will illuminate the darkness of
‘my night—the dull vapors will disperse.
before ber radiant glanee, and this inter-
minable equinoctial storm be ti1ansformed
into & Therefvernal shower, meltirg away
in the sanbeams in her presence.” My
gentle knock not being apparently heard, I
stepped into the ante-room, set down my
um brella, took off my drenched ovefeoat,
arranged my hair in the most graceful
m anner,and claiming a privilege to which,
perhaps, I had no legitimate right, open-
ed the door of the family sitting room, and
found myself in the presence of the beau-
tiful Theresa—"

Here uncle Ned made a most provoking
pause. %

“ Pray go on.” ¢ How was she dress-
ed?” “And was she glad to see you?”
assailed him on every side,

“ How.was she dressed !"* repeated he,
«T am not very well skilled in the tech-
nicalities of a lady’s wardrobe, but I can
give you the general impression of her
personal appearance. In the first place
there was a jumping up and off-hand slid-
ing step towards an opposite doorsas I en-
tered ; but a disobliging ckair was in the
way, anc I was making my lowes:t bow,
before,she found aa opportunity of disap-
pearing. Confused and mortified, she
scarcely returned my salutation, while
Mrs. Vane offered me a chair, and express-
ed, in dubious terms, their gratification at
such an unexpected pleasure. I have no
doubt Theresa wished me at the bottom of
the Frozen ocean, if I might judge from
the freezing glance she shot at me through
her long lashes. She sat uneasily in her
chair, trying to conceal her slipshod shoes,
and furitively arranging her dress about
the shoulders and waist. It was a most
rebellious subject, for the body and skirt
were at open warfare, refusing to have any
communication with each other. Where
was the gracefal shape I had so much ad-
mired? In vain I sought its exquisite
outlines in the folds of that loose, sloven-
ly robe. Where were those glistening
ringlete and burnished locks tha: had so
lately rivalled the tresses of Medusa? Her
hair was put in tangled locks behind her
cars, and tucked up in a kind of Gerdian
knot, which wouid have required the
sword of an Alezander to untie, Her
frock was & soiled and dingy silk, with
trimmings of shallow blonde, and a faded
fancy handkerchief was thrown over her
shoulders.

“‘You have caught me completely en
deshabille, said she, partially recovering
from her embarrassment; ‘but the evening
was e0 rainy, and no one but mother and
myself, I never dreamed of such an exhi-
bition of galantry as this.’

¢ She could not disguise her vexation,
with all her efforts t6 conceal it, and Mre.
Vane evidently shared her daughter's
chagrin, I was wicked enough to enjoy
their confusion, and never appeared more
at my ease, or played the agreeable with
more success. I was disenchanted at once,
and my mind revelled iz its recovered
freedom. My goddess had fallen from the
pedestal on which my imagination had
enthroned her, despoiled of the beauntiful
drapery which had imparted to her such
ileal loveliness. I kne'v that I wasa fa-
vorite in the family, for I was wealthy
and independent, and perhaps of all The-
resa’s admirers what the world would call
[the best matech, I maliciously asked her
to play on the piano, butshe made a thou-
sanc excuses, studidusly keeping back the
true reason, her disorlesed attire, [ wuki-
ed her to play a game of chess, but she
suid sl.e had a headache ; she was ton stu-
{pid; she never could do anything on a
rainy evening. !

“At length I took my lenve, inwardly
blessing the moving spirit which had led

ihad haen.  What s contrast to she scene 1

me abroad thet night, that the spell which
had so leng enthralled iny wenses might
be‘broken. Theresw called up oné of her
sweetest smiles as I bude her adieus

¢t ‘Never call again on a rainy evening,’
said she sportively, ‘L am always so wretch-
edly dull, I believe I was bern te live
among the sunbeams, the moonlight and
the stars, Clouds will never do for me.’

“sAmen,’ I silently responded as I closed |-

thedoor: While I was putting on mry cont,
1 overheard, without the staallest intention
of listening, = passionate exclamation from

Theresa.
+ +Good heaven, mother! was theae ever

anything so unlucky # I mever thought
of sceing my neighbor's dog to-might. If
I have not been compleely canght I”

¢ +] hope youa will mind my advice next
time,” replied her mother in a griewed
tone. I fold you not to sit down in that
slovenly dress. I have no doubt you have
lost him forever.’ :

¢ Here I made good my retreat, not
wishing to enter the penetralia of family
secrets.

« The rain still continued unabatec, but
my social feelings were very far from be-
irg damped. I had the curiosity to make
another experiment. The evening was
not very far advanced, and as I returned
from Mrs. Van's fashionable mansion, I
saw a modest light glimmering in the dis-
tance, and I hailed it as the shipwrecked
mariner hails the star that guides him
o’er the ocean’s foam, to the Lome he hes
left behind. Though I was gay and young,
and a passionate admirer of beauty, I had
very exalted ideas of domestic felicity. I
knew there was many a rainy day in life,
end I thought the companion who was
born alone for sunbeams and moonlight,
woulé not aid me to dissipate their gloom.
1 had, moreover, quite a shrewd suspicion
that the daughter who thought it a suffi-
cient excuse for shameful p¥rsonal neglect,
when there was no one presént but her
mother, would, as a wife, be equally re-
gardless of a husband’s presence. While
I pursued these refloctions, my feet invol-
untary drew nearer and more near to the
light which had been the Ioacstone of my
opening manhood. I had continued to
meet Mary in the gay circles which I had
frequented, but I had lately become al.
most a stranger to her home. ‘Shall I be
a welcome gues'? said I to myself, as I
crossed the threshold. ¢ Shall I find her
en deshabille, likewise, and discover that
femin ine beauty and grace are incompati.
ble with a rainy evening? I heard a
sweet voice reading aloud as I opened the
coor, and I knew it was the voice that
was once music 3o my ears. Mary rose at
my eotrance, laying her book quietly on
the table, end greeting me with a modest
grace and self-possession peculiar to her-
selfl. She looked surprised, s little em-
barrassed, but very far fro'a being displeas-
ed. She made no allusion to my estrange-
ment or negloct; expressed no astonish-
ment at my untimely visit, nor once hint-
od that being alone with her mother and
not anticipating visitors, she thought it
unnecessary to wear the habiliments of s
lady.

“Never, in my life, had I seen her look
8o lovely. Her dress was perfectly plain |
but every fold was arranged by the hand
of the Graces, Her dark brown hair,
which had a natural wave in it, now un-
curled by the dampness, was put back in
smooth ringlets from her brow,revealing a
face whizh did not B%qnidnr its beauty
wasted because a mother's oye alone rest-
ed on its bloom.,

A beautiful cluster of roses, placed in a
glass vace on the table,perfumed the apart-
ment, snd a bright fire on the heart diffus-
ed a spirit of cheerfulness around, while
it relieved the atmosphere of its excessive [
moisture. Mrs. Carleton was an innlid.!
ang suffered also from an inflammation of !
the eyes. Mary Fad been reading aloud |
to her from her favourite book. What do!
you think it was? It was a very old fash- l
ioned one, indeed. No other than the
Bible. And Mary was not ashamed to
have such a fashionable young gentleman
as I then was to see what her oéeupation

had st quitied ! How i losthed &he in-

A
fatur ion whichrhad led me to perfer the! #Come here, you mischievous el
artificial graves of a belle to the pure child | s
of nature ! I drew my chair to the uble%“wm you swear you won't? :
and entreated that they would not look | Then I won’t come, father;

upon e as a stranger, but as a friend,
anxious to be restored to the forfeited pri-

| hero without hot strife and wearyio

i

vileges of an old acquaintance. [
understood, and, without s single rep
was admritted agafn to confidence and
milisrity. The hours I had wasted
‘Thereea d a kind of io al
ber, # blank in my existance, or at
s feverish dreamn. **Whst do youth
& rainy evening, Mary?”’ asked I,
left her.
» I love it of all things,” replied
with animation. * There is somethj
home drawing, so heart-Knitting,
influenece. The dépendencies which
ws to the world seem withdrawn; ang
tiring within ourselves, we leara m
the deep usflteries of our own being

“Mary’s scul benmed from her oy
turned,with a transient obliguity, to
Heaven, She paused s if fearful of
sealing the fountains of her heart, |
that Mrs. Carleton was aun invalig,
consequently retired early to her ¢
ber ; nor did I go till I made a conf
of my folly, repontance and aw
love ; and as Mary €id net shut the
in my face, you may imagine she wy
sorely displeased.”™
"“Ah! I know who Mary was. [}
all the time,”’ exclaimed Georgs, log
arehly at aunt Mery. A bright teas,
at that moment fell into her lap, 4
that though a silent, she was no unj
ested auditor. .

“You haven’t done father '’ sgiq
Ann, in a disappointed tone; “I ¢
vou were going to tell us a story,
have been talking about yourself o
time.”

“I have been something of an.
to be sure, my little girl, but I wa
show my dear young friend her
much migh®depend upon arainy
Life is not mads all of sunshine, Thy
piest and most prosperous must han
seasons of gloom and darkness, s
be to thoss from whose souls no
brightness emanate to gild those dark
hours. I bless God for the rainas
for the sunshine. I can read Hisy
and His love as well in the tempest,
wings obscure the visible giories
creation, as in the splendor of the
sun, or the soft dews that descend afy
setting radiance. I began with a mel
I said a rainbow was drawn on the
that lowered on that eventful day,
that it still continued to shine with
minished beauty, Woman my chi
was sent by God, to be the rainbi
man’s darker destiny. From the gh
red emblematic of that love which
and gladdens his existence, to the v
melting into the blue of heaven, gy
cal of the faith which links him tos
world, her blending virtues mingling
each other in beautiful harmony, ol
token of God’s mercy here, and m
neat of future blessings in thosw
where no-“rainy evenings” ever com
obscure the brightness of eternal diy!

Drrricvrries, — Difﬁcultiﬁ are o
God’s own intervention, to try ourt
and prove the metal that is in us. Wi
out them life would be neither a st
nor a trial, and man woul!d run his s
leaving-no marks to distinguish his«
from that of other men, Difficulties;
are the plea of the timid and laggard,
excuse of the idle, and the shoalon
the maltitude wreck their richet
are the sport of the bold and the g
the persevering. The earnest, maaly
looks upon the difficulties that hinder
coward and sluggard, as opportanitie
distinetion. Fortune and renown wait %
on their vanquishment. Who has ms¥
nsme in the world without congu i
difficulties } Neyer was philanthropié

deavor. The stake that terrified the®
ering, forgotten crowd, was the
goal of thie immortal martyr. The ph
fiery, but the reward was glono
bore the cross, but won the crovn
overcoming difficulties, Aletll“
quered the world. Difficulties are
guages of trumphs. They sres ot
aprovidential pm:iau—ot'lllcl'dl“d
the checks to undue aspiring, the?
lum of dinite harmonies.

“ Won's you wkip re father?’

Atwod says—¢ He shat willées ™
fie, i
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mation concerning t!
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such being the ¢
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to s wonderful d
alike the fear aix
A brighter day
however, throug
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