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just been saying to herself. Why won’t he 
speak of Kitty ?

I think I could make you happy, little Pol- 
y—I am sure | evu d My circumstances 
are very easy I have earned (a home, and 
you will be to me the sweetest, most constant 
companion that ever man could have, said 
Bob.

Polly clasped her hand, and felt as if her 
heart would leap from her bosom. Oh. what 
* life spread out before her—what lore—what 
hopes, what rieli fulfillments ! Merer land 
mightier temptation beset ihuman bosom -- 
She paused a moment, then turned around 
the light of victory shining in her gentle eyes.

Why won’t you speak of Kitty ? she asked 
He started The t-litale blood fl-wto h. 

checks, his brow She could see him trembla 
from head to foot.

Kitty is—nothing to me, be tried to say, 
but could not,—i4 buried or married, for al 
I know, he auswered ie a harsh voice.

No; Kitty Be-son is neither married not 
buried said brave Polly, steadily.—Misfor- 
tune has overtaken her, as it did me. He 
father lost his farm, and it’s kil-d him ; her 
mother died soon after ; her eldest brother 
went to see : and Willy is in a tore. Oh, sir, 
perhaps I ahoulI not tell it, but I know that 
ever since you left her senseless that morning 
she has been very sorry and very true, 
know alie would come here to the mills but for 
her pride : I know dear little—Polly, her voice 
trembled now—she has refused some goo 
offers of marriage, because— b cause her ta 
was not her own to give Oh, ought I to tell 
you all this :—have I a right 10 plead her 

Cause ?
You blessed little angel! he murmere- 

brokenly,
A J she is living out—sweet and brautif : 

as sin is— servant : and she will live so ai 
her life, working hard for others, sutess __ , 
Las—

Polly broke down. Bob had never b. 
«0 moved io his life. The old sweet love I‘ 
rushed back upon be soul.

But 1 have asked you to be my wife, be 
said, in a low, a mist idistinct voice.

And I say no ! a thousand tim-s no ! sob- 
rd Polly. Let me be always your friend—yours 
and hers. Kitty is noble ; noble enough 
even for you, she faltered, then added, in even 
tones: Did you know it was getting very 
dark? I must go home, Mr. Lington ; dlar- 
ry will wondering about me

And montis after, when Ki ty Langton 
knelt down to call blessings upon her lu-band, 
and I’ally bowed the knee in her own lonsly, 
humble home, there was a crown upon each 
beautiful head, out Polly’s was the brightest

Bob’s face grew white as he stood there, and he kingdom I shouted Kitty. I’m sure that IBANK OF • 
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“Snow white locks are golden." There is no 
use in trying to be what is not. "Follow 
Nature as a Divinity.’ She must not be 
caricatured. Age has beauty as well as 
youth. Who will deny this to the well spent 
life ? Though the body grow old and infirm, 
the mind may glisten, and age be most beauti 
ful without the gloss of art. We find fault 
with what is spurious only. The beautiful in 
Nature is essential to the pleasures of the 
well-organized mind, and that mind which is 

i most matured and enlightened is most suecept- 
|ible of it If beauty were not essential to the 
mind we would not have the flowers of the

should feel foolish every time I looked at theshut his teeth, once, with a click.
OF Polly, you’ve a good ways to go, he said, in a picture.

voice as calm as before, and there’s no moon. This had come over her : the resemblance 
Caleb promised to come said Polly, peering out of him in his smock frock and the top boots 

:satee promised to comes said peers ont his straw hat and whip in hand—nothing of 
Calebisel and forgetful, responded Tob; so all Iinnd detraeted from the nobility of is 

we’ll play out the role a few moments longer. 1 1 And yet he -lN’n’t tyrannize, she muttered, 
go right by the gate, you know, conscious that she was too willing to exone-

Polly took Bob’s left arm quite frightened to rate her lover, and almost ready to apologise, 
feel the heavy, rapid beating under it, and lis- but yet determined to rule her little kingdom 
tened to his purposeless task, and was so grieved still. She trembled when she heard his step.

AN

Five porant Interest ALLOWED
O.R

for him that she almost forgot her own great trou- but drew her head up haughtily and pressed 
ble for she knew that Bob loved Kitty, and she her lonely lips together.

Kitty was not true to Bob; not, at God morning Kuy 1 said Bob, and her 
quick ear detected the constraint in his voice: 
so she st-eled her heart.

ON SPECIAL DEPOSITS.
,field to "minister delight to man and beautify 
the earth." "Solomon in all his gloryNWARPS Drafts issued on St. John New York, Boston the earth." "Solomon in all his glory was feared that 

Portland, also in Ontario, Quebec, Nova Scotia, not arrayed like one of these’—not even ar- least, as she would have been.
Good-night and gool-by, little Polly, said Bob, 

as they reached the gate that led to Widow See’s 
cottage. You’ve always been my steadfast friend; 
you must not forget me, Polly.

‘ Forget you ! half sobbed the girl, who felt the 
meaning in Lis words. Oh, 1—never, never—

No, I’m sure you never will, Rob responded, 
with a new pang ; for in one swift moment he 
divined that this sweet child loved him.

You see, Polly, he went on, in a lower voice, 
circumstances may compel me to leave Pittston 
I’ve a fine offer from a friend of mine in the Mel

Great Britain and Ireland, France, Australia. 
California an 4 British Columbia.

Open in ST. ANDREWS

Every Day from 10 a. unn., till 3 p. m.

rayed like that little wild flower, on the ruins, 
of which Mr. Alemans says, "it gilds destruc- 
tion with a smile and beautifies decay." We 
repeat, "Follow Nature as a Divioity.” Let 
the girls learn lesions of modesty and beauty 
from the innocent flowers. Even in their 
dress they may e py isn umerable designs from 
the flowers, and learn of the harmony of col 
ore, and ch m- of light and shade, but away 
wth you: dy es, powders, paints, wash’s and 
“wat rfalls "

I met Mr. Lloyd at the gate, he said, and 
now it was not constraint, but passion, that 
changed the rich tones.

Yes he has been here, Kitty said, quietly.
He’s a fool ! cried Bob, aud threw his hat 

violently on the table. The’ album: had not 
been shut. He had never liked seeing that 
wimpering face in the same book with his 
own ; now he took the leaf in his hand and 
rudely tore it out.

There I exclaimed Bob, reducing card and 
page to atoms ; that’s what I will do to him if 
be isn’t Careful

Bob looked magnificent, and Kitty thought 
so for all her anger ; but she was angry

I wouldn’t act like a mad-inan if 1 was jea 
lous, she said passionately.

Bob ca’med himself in a in ment, and by a 
mighty eff irt.

It was foolish, he said, with a strange smil-! 
not at all like me, was it ? Kitty, I’m com- 
to say good by. You promised me on your 
honor that you would a ver let that si llowe 
go home with you again. What must h- 
think of you. seeing that he knows you are en- 
gaged to me? However, that’s all over ; I 
made up my mind this morning The wo- 
man who deliberately breaks her promise is 
no wife for the. Good by, Kitty; I’m off 
to-night You won’t s-e me in Pittston again; 
and I wi It you j y of your conquest.

A word might have changed him, but Kitty 
could not speak. A frightful dizziness seized 
her, though she was conscious of holding out 
her hand mechanically ; and when her m ther 
came to look for her, she found her buddled 
up on the sofa, utterly unconscious.

At the depot that night Bob met little Pol 
ly. She had come down, with her mother, to 
send a letter by him, and she slipped a little 
boquet of heart’s ease in his han 1.

That’s the girl I should have loved, he said 
to himself bitterly ; but oh, my God ; my 
heart is bound up in Kitty Besson, and she 
has played me false. But I’ll forget her, so 
help me Heaven !

If ever you want a friend. Polly, remember 
me. said Bob and sprang on the train

Pittston heard of him no more. There was 
a rumor that Kitty Besson was engaged to 
Mr Lloyd, but nobody really knew.

Two years had passed, and Bob said of en 
to himself that he had unlearned his lesson 
One day, when he was in the overseer’s room, 
a card was brought to him. ILe read the 
name ; his whole face brightened. IFurrying 
down stairs, he entered the office.

Ile saw a small, womanly figure, her head 
turned away from the light, and by her side 
sat a boy not half grown

Why, Polly ! he said, in the old rich voice 
that had once male a eb sweet music in P’.tts 
ton choir, you dont know how really glad I 
am to see you. Why, child you lusk thin and 
sick.

Yes, Mr. Langton, I have been quite ill. 
and so has little Harry ; but we are both well 
now. Y ou know you said once if ever I want- 
rd a fri nd, I must remember you. Wall— 
she made a little pause—mother is dal, and 
—and—Caleb would go to the poor house So 
here we are, you see.

Her voice trembled, but she restrained h-r 
tears.

My dear little friend, exclaimed BL, rue- 
fully, a word of sympathy in his horest eyes.

And I thought I might get a place in the 
mills, she added, mateadily.
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AN AUTUMN IDYL. Enteresting Cale. ton factories, and very likely I shall accept it. If 

I do I shall leave in the six o’clock train to mor- 
row afternoon. Good-night, little friend. And 

._ his voice sounded in Polly’s ears just as it had in 
An extemporized stage, a princess lovely as the that memorable never-to be-forgotten moment 

light, a French count, brilliant costumes, and act 1
1. . when had said, Il the parlance of the play, bow

ing that is not to be spoken of inade up the ‘tout- Candle lace 
ensemble’ that delighted the good people of the loved ber. , .n 
Tre, ., At all the Pittston breakfast-tables next morn-
l’ittson, for one night at least. The proceeds : , 1: all

ving the little drama was discussed. Some half re- 
were to be devoted to charitable purposes. Thump gretted that they bad lent their countenance to a 
went the cans and umbrellas, and with every ,n.., 

/ # play ; others recalled the Inlinic scenes with real “coming on” of Kitty Benson, the beauty of Pitts- ‘- , i. 
.,..pleasure ; while others would-be critics, pointed 

“That gloats to- ...... row o’er their cheerless death, ton, such a vigorous clapping of hands ensued out, detected and laughed at comical mistakes, 
‘lis thus with life an I love. To-day—all bright that one was fain to hold his ears, or be deafened I say, Kitty, said boisterous Tom Desnon, I 

and fair,................................................... with the applause. 1
Their flowers unfold, soft breathes the summer air ;
To-morrow—faded, flower’ess and forlorn. 
They wake all withered on a cheerless morn.
A too unkindly frost has nipped the flower

• 2, 1872. See yonder hill whose crested height of trees 
1. crimson banner’d with a heraldry of leaves ; % 
How peerless standing ‘gainst the glowing sky, 
A golden glory with its roseate tints to vie 4 
The scale of nature’s hymn through all it thrills. 
The rustling leaves, the murmuring song of rills, 
A psalm of life vibrating o’er it floats.
Its wrens and robins here aal there for notes. 
Their farewell parting to the stricken leaves 
That flaunt their glories to the Northern breeze ; 
To day einbannered by the wooing breath
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lotice.
BOOL TRUSTEES, 7 
ews, Sept. 24. 1872. 4 
ber of girls, properly quali- 
nitted as pupils at the G am- 
ter the first of October I ext.
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& CAPS = (T , . : diln t blame the count for going on as be did lastThe National Ilall was decorated with banners. . , .
n night —though its my opinion he is a scalawag inweek on ne emibrutlimens Tie Patton band private-lur you dint look ronfounkedly lawlsoce. 

s , 0 kissed you myself if I been If his place.... hadbeen practising for months, and wound up by He didn’t kiss ne, sail Kitty, offended on the 
Whose blooms and perfume cheered us for an hour, playing Tail, Columbian, in their granlest style, instant. Ile only seemed so, and you know it. 
That Leathious grew beneath hope’s azure sky I Very reluctantly the people l-sthe scene of Now, Kitty—honor brizin. sail Tons, in sue Ia 

entertainment, all talking together. honor bright, in suca
:1 . . , conical manner that he set the whole table to

The wile green 10 front was brightened all ,
laughing, and brought flaming roses into his sister s 

cheeks.
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A All ra liant bloomed when fortune’s sun was high; 
More dear became before misfortune fell. 
As all bright things—before they say farewell. over by the illuudinated windows, save where the| 

posts and primitive chains made long shadows in| 
the grass.

And if Bob wasn’t Jealons ! My ! wasn’t he 
though ? cried precocious young William, a boy 
of ten I seen his eyes snap !

Hold your tongue, sonny, said his mother, smart- 
ly. The idea of babies like you talking that way! 
—I’m sure Kitty only did what she had to do, and 
she made the prettiest princess ever I saw.

Ilow many have you seen in the course of your 
life, mamma dear ? queried Tom.

Summer’s’over ! Summer’s over !
Glorious stand the stricken trees. 

Cleaning crimson in the sunlight. 
With their panoply of leaves.

9 L ke the doomed in Aztec story 
Ere the dreadful sacrifice. 

Summer stands her vesture glorious 
Glowing with the ra nbow’s dyes.

As the face of one who dying. 
Just before their latest breath. 

Glows with an immortal radiance 
Ere the eyelids close in death.

I"It beats all holler," said Deacon Simpson ; “but‘ 
I felt sort of guilty."| 

Well, Idunno, responded Aunt Methuin; it’s 
got up for a charitable purpose, but I reckon 

"taint a great many removes from a theatre after 
all. What an awful smart young man that French 
count was I They say he’s clerk to the new store. 
And I declare for’t I didn’t feel kieder bail for

A TOAD UNDRESSfNO.—Audubon rein e- 
that he once saw a toad undress himself.1 
commenced by pressing hi- elbows hard agaiwx 
his sides, and rubbing downwards Alter 
ewsinartrubs his hide begato burst . 
along his back, lie kept rubbi g until he 
worked all hi- skin into folds on lissides a: ! 
hips ; and then g asping one hind leg with t 
hand, he handed off one leg of his pants the 
same as anyto ly wou’d, then stripped off 
other hind lug se the same way. lie : , 
took his cast off skin forward between his fore 
legs into his mouth and swallowen it; then 
by raising and lowering his head, swallowing 
as his head cam • down, he stripped off his sk 
underneath, until it came to his fore legs then, 
grasping one of those with the opposite hand 
by a single mo ion of th head and while swa 
lowing, he drew it from the neck and swallow 
rd the whole

No matter, was the somewhat tait reply. I 
! rather think I have seen as many as you have. 
Kitty, do take some toast ? ,

Bob Langdon when he was amakin’ love to Kitty, 
all in gold and scarlet, with his bobbin’ white 
feathers.

I haven’t any appetite, mother, replied Kitty, 
languidly ; and the petted beauty sauntered away 
from the breakfast table and going into another 
room, began fo set back the somewhat disarranged 
furniture. Then she took up her photograph al- 
bum, and turning up a meek but rather handsome 
face, she stood studying is for some moments.

"He can’t hold a candle to Bob !"
This elegant but forcible sentence she repeated 

and then started at Will’s rap on the window.
"I say, s.s. the store clerk’s coming, and so was 

Bob ; but Bob he saw t’other and stepped into the 
pothecary’s shop to git some sody, I guess to sted- 
dy his nerves. I tell you Bob looked cross !"

Let him look cross, muttered Kitty, as she

Wasn’t Kitty just a little witch ? queried Lib. 
by, the deacon’s daughter ; she looked so sort,’ 
real pleased. If I’d bin Bob Langton IV ruther 
took the count myself than the clodhopper. What 
a country lad he was, to sure ! I never could a’ 
believed that was Bob, never ! and the count was

So the last fond smile of summer
Lingers on the stricken flower.

Gilds it with a nobler beauty
In its last—its dy ing hour.

Let the dee Is be true and noble
In the Summer days of youth. 

That thy Autumn may grow golden
With the leaves of faith and truth.

That life’s flower may bloom more brightly
In a summer ‘yond the sky.

JAMES BRADLEY, 
St. Andrew.
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so handsome ! &
The crowd began to thin. Sundry vehicles Le- 

ing filled with “wimmin folks,” drove off at a jog 
trot pace.

Pretty little Polly Lee, who had taken the part 

of a country lassie, stood at the foot of the steps, 
revealing under her carelessly arranged shawl a 
pair of snowy shoulders, and the knots of crunson 
ribbon that adorned her white dress

ABOUT A WELL WRITTEN INSCRIPTION. 
Whatever pleasure I have id during my 
travels, at the sight of a satu- or monument 
of antiq ity, I have lel still more in reading a 
well written inscription. It seems to me n: 
it a human sich cams from the stone, and 
making its li heard through the lapse of age- 
addressed man in the mid t of a d-s- rt, and 
told him that he was not alone ; that other

MACHINES. Where the crimson royal roses 
Never fade and never die. Ego $ p he 1.1 1. 1.: : , smoothed her hair, and cast a rapid glance in the 

Ioily a little heart was aching despite the red
1nurror. "I never saw such a tyrant. He’ll scold
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lips and the bright color of her cheeks. For thatBeautiful Forever. me, I suppose, for walking home with Mr. Lloyd. 
Well, he should have come out sooner, not left

----- one night, at least. Bob Langton had been her
We do not know to whom the reader is indebt- ilover Had she lived a century in those few

ed for the following lines, but think few will read ecstatic hours? How site gloated over the thought me the last thing to attend to. . Youre not mar- 
**................................................................- that Bob had been her feet 1 had talked all the ried set, Itobert Langton land, flushed with

sentiment, looking more beautiful than ever, she
them without pleasure, a..d that some may profit mes, on that very sp it, had C-i; and thought 

and suffered life himself. If the inscription: 
belong to in ancient nation, which n, longe- 
ex’s, it leads the soul the ugh infinite space.

by the lesson they teach. romantic nonsense in which lovers generally in- 
dulge as if he meant it, little thinking what the 
light of Polly’s eye, the trembling of her hand and 
the voice, all indicate-little dreaming, while he

responded t. Mr. Lloyd’s modest knock.

That genil-man, with auburn locks fresh 
curled, a spotless tie of the latest fashion, and 
kids that had not been cleaned too often, hop 
ed Miss Kitty’s exertion had not b en too 
much for her. lie hal lieard on all sid-s the 
mo-t charming complim n’s, etc., etc., to which 
Kitty replied graciously thinking all the same 
of Bob, and what he would say.

I thought I must call on my way to the 
store, Mr. Lloyd, as, rising he saw the album 
open at his picture The crimson flew to 
Kitty’s cheeks as she caught his glance

Now tv be beautiful when old ?
I can tell you, maiden fair-

Net by lotions, dyes and pigments;
Not by washes for your hair.

While you’re young be pure and gentle : 
Keep your passions well controll’d,

Walk, work, and do your duty.
You’ll be handsome when you’re old.

Snow-white locks are fair as golden,
.Grey as lovely as the brown. 

And the smiles of age more pleasant
Than a youthful beauty’s frown.

Tis the soul that shares the features.
Fires the eye, attunes the voice :

Sweet sixteen be these your maxims. 
When your sixty you’ll rejoice.

Our young maidens should, as Cicero says, 
"follow Nature as Divinity " Powders, paints 
and washes but help the destroyer. Time, to 
fade the fairest brows and ro-iest cheeks.

‘Tis the soul that shapes the features. 
Fires the eye, attunes the voice /

: Yes, yes, said Bob reflectively: I have it : and inspires the feeling of its im mortality !.. 
just the thing for you—light easy work. You showing that a thought has morally, 67 
shall board with Mrs Crip, over the way, of #ireRLurived the ruins 
and Harry shall go to school. (low will that - ____L hit Virginia

O, Me. Langton ! crie) Polly, with THE BIBLE IN INutt. —in the British En- 

pire in India, fourteen versi. n° of the eimie 
Bible are printed in as many different lange 1. 
gee, the principal tongues of the empire.— 
The whole New Testament is published in 
five others, and twenty separate books of the 
Bible in seven more. Within ten years there 
have been circulated of Billes, in who e or its 
part, 1,534,940 copies, and of other Christian 
tracts ar d boooke, 8 605,033 copis

good acting, and looked jealouslythought it very7 on at the back of the stage at the French count
NS in a variety of STYLES

Y PARASOLS, 
at the

:on his pink and silver knees at the feet of his own 
betrothed, that little Polly had loved him long be- 

: fore she exchanged her pinafores for the maiden’s 
dreases—had loved him with an overwhelming 

passion that few natures experience.
Well, it’s all over, sighed Polly, tying the strings 

of her chip hat under her dunpled chin ; angry 
with herself that she said it—that she could not 
crush this hidden passion that seemed in her sweet 
eyes unmaidenly.

Suddenly the lights were extinguished, and Bob 
stept out of the vestibule.

Polly, have you seen Kitty? he asked. She 
promised to wait for me.

I saw her, said somebody under the lamp-post 
—probably one of Kitty’s rejected suitors. She 
was a-going home along of that French count.

great sob, and hid her face in her hands.
Well, it’s all setil-d, sad Bob, who hadJ. S. Magee.e. turned away for a moment. Let us ty to

look things bravely in the face, my nice little 
friendLACK TEA.

Pointer’ from New York.
SOUCHONG TEA.

d or duty paid at lowest r to 
TOOD CLEWLEY & CO.

St Stephen.

What a fool I was 1 she exclaimed mental- 
ly.

Do you know, I think it would be a sweet 
idea to be photographed in character, you and 
I, he said, his eyes shining, and ill concealed

So Polly found a home and easy work, and 
Bob found himselt thinking of her. The old 
conviction forced itself upon him ; it was she Ie 
should have loved ; and seeing often that gen 
le face, with its timid brown eyes, there , A country schoolmaster asked a -Tall pupil 

of what the surface of the earth consists, aid 
the little fellow answered. "Land and whirr

grew in his heart the sweetest sympathy, so
near akin to love that it deceived him. line urse renow answered. -Land .4 .r 

One day he asked Pally to marry him. He sir ! Varying the qu-eion slightly, iliatu 
had taken her for a walk, and they strolled fact might be impressed upon the boy’s 1, nie 
into the edge of the sweet smelling woods, he asked, ‘What, then, do the land and ., as : , 
where the checkerberry peeped up from the make? To which came the immedac re 

a mosses at their feet. Poor little Polly had spouse, "mud.”

triumph in his manner I am sure "you look 
every whit a princess : I never saw bettes 
dressing on any stage. I think I will act up- 
on that idea he continued seeing that Kitty 
remained silent; and if you will allow me.

LANGE HOTEL, 
King Street.
Stephen N.1 

J. NEILL, Propri 53 Miss Kitty —
Y I wouldn’t be taken in that costume for
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