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sceptible nature; she knows To me, flrougl every season deareet,
e harmony as well as to sof- In ever soene-by day. by niglt-
s which such a peculiar tem- Thou present to MY mmd appearest

wakens. She does not in the A queuchless star, for ever bdglt1
beau-ideal of a wife, but she My solitary, sole deliglt 1
for she is a tender, truthful, Alone--in grove-by shore--at sea--

I think of thee !
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scovered that I had been long indebted to the You have My best wishes for your happi-
deceased parent; I immediately transferred to ness," said Julia, while a gush of irrepressible
then the sum of five thousand dollars, and fan- tears burst from her eyes since to you good
cied that I had managed most adroitly to secure las corne of evil, and my faults have led to
themn at least from want. But what was my sur- your happiness, think of me, Charles, with kind-
Prise when I found that the noble girl, immedia- ness, as one who cardes beneatl the trappings of
tely upon receiving the money, had handed it wealth a lonely but fot unsympathising heart"
oVer to lier father's creditors, believing it to be What can she mean V" thouglt Charles, as
their just due. This awakened a new and more lie left the room "an it be that she once loved
elevated interest in my heart, and, in company me V'
'th ray old friend, I visited lier humble abode. i Good Ieaven!" exclaimed Julia, as in bitter-
I shall never forget the picture of that small ness of spirit she entered ler own chamber, wlere
roomn, With plain but neatly kept furniture, the the morrow's array of bridal splendor met ler5
Fnowy bed where lay the sightless mother, and view; "how little do we know of the undercur-
the little table covered yith the rich silks, which rent of life, which, whule we seem gaily floating
fere to minister to the wants of the poor by in one direction, slowly bears onward to an oppo-
ePering the pride of the rich. I saw the pale site course! Who could have believed that a

'*orkwoman, I heard the quick short cougli which careless word, an act of mere thougltlessness,
' ever as a churchyard knell to the sedentary would have deprived me of lifelong happinese

and laborious. Will you forgive me, Julia, if I Alas1 there is more truth than poetry in the
add, that as I compared the patient sufferer witl thouglt that-
the brilliant belle, I accused you of the selfishness 'In one moment we may plunge our years
and cruelty which had reduced her to the brink In fatal penitence, AI
of the grave 1 You were only one of the many And color things to come with hues of niglt."'
Who had thus tasked lier strength, but you should
have known better."

I see it ail, Charles; but you should have re- K0
lerbered that we sometimes sin through igno- W N tlou at eventide art roaming
ace rather than wilfulness. Go on." Along the elm o'er-sbadowed walk,

"I found refinement, good sense, delicacy of e Where fast the eddying stream is foaming
perception, and high-mindedness beneath the Beneath its tiny cataract,-
garb of poverty. By tIe 'aid of the old lady, Where I witl thee was wont to talk,-

ara Wilmot was placed in a situation which i
eered her frbm such hard tasks, and as the
overness to my friend's grandchildren, she as- When sails tli moon above tli mountains,

smed a position better suited to her talents and
V'%es. I assure you, coz, she understands the And sparkle in the liglt tli foutains,ftaess of things' no less in intellectual than in And darker frowns the lovely yew-
eeNonal graces."

And go you are going to marry her; who could hen be tlion meaholy to.
aye supposed that after all your fastidious no- Witl flie, boloveditiOfl bout women, you would find perfection in

he haracter of a poor sewing girl e"
«II have not found perfection, Julia, but I havn

eared to be satisfied with less. Clara has none And soft tle woodland songs are swelling,
of the brilliant beauty whih once captivated myon thine ear,-beaut whih onc capivate my inkjfor fliat hour to, thouglit is duar,fancy, but lier soft sweet eyes are full of wo-
*Y tenderness, and lier brow wears the sere-

blty0f igl fl lit~4h dta thTo by-past things.o'y'f high thoughts. She understands the wa


