
454 ERAS IN WOMAN'S LIFE-A SEA-SIIORE ECIIO.

ofl her passion for giining, to whicL she gavo her- A SEA-SIIORE ECIIO.
self up, when she wNs no longer youîng cnouglh
for gallantry. Sho was nost frequently found at Cv »AInY co0NWALL.
mnas, for, sonie years before, excited by the ro-
mllantic poets of the a school, she hd I stand upon the wild sea-shore-
thrown herself into the bosoni of the only truc I sec the screaning cagle soar-
church, andl had becone a catholic. I hear the hungry billows roar,Wlen I visited her now for the first timue, I And aIl arouînd
was condicted againi into the garden. As I pass- The hollow-answering caves out-pour
cd flirough lithe liouse, I liad seen pictures of the Their stores of sound.saints hanging on the dusty walls. 'lie garden
'was like a wildernes, and thorns grew where The wind which moaneth on the waves,
Augustina and I once enjoyed the marriage feas. Deliglits me, and the surge that raves,
The acacias lad been cut down, out of economy, Loud-talking of a thousand graves-
to miake firewood. The Clinewsc temple lad lost A watery theme!
ail its outward orniments, and was covered with But oh ! those voices from the caves
honest dutch tiles;. little pointed gothic windows Speak like a dream!
of colored glase, like the church windows of the
times of romance, and a cross on the top of the They seem long-hoarded-cavern-hung-
roof, made the little house resemble a c . First uttered ere the world was young,

And so it was. As I entered, I sapnl Talkmg some strange eternal torngue
Old as the skies!a crucifix, and an eternal lamp. Madam Winter, .Their words unto the earth are dlung•fifty years old, clad in a very simple matronly

d • Yet who repliesidress, just risen from her devotions, came to meet
ie, lier rosary in her hand, and the murmur of Large answers when the thunders speak

prayer on lier lips. Are blown from every bay and creek,
I stood still before lier. She knew me and And when the fire-tongued tèmpests speak

seened plased. I could not conquer my feel- The bright seas cry,
inlgs, but without moving I took her hand, and And, when the seas their answer seek,
With moistened cycs pointed to the chapeL " Ah, The shores reply.
Augustina," cried I, " when the liglt vine-bower
stood here, when we in happy childhood exchang- But Echo from the rock and stone,
ed our pewter rings,-when, ten years after, lover And seas, carns back no second tone;
and beloved, we gave and received the first kiss And Silence pale, who hears alone
Of Our innocent love, and vowed before heaven-" 'er voice divine,

"I beseech you, think no more of such van Absorbs it, like the sponge that's thrown
c hildren'8 play," interrupted she. On glorious wine I

Ah, Augustina, it was not well to change the -Nymph Echo-elder than the world,simple vine-bower into the splendid boudoir; still Who wast from out deep chaos hurl'd
Worse that I should see the golden ring of love i When Beauty first her flag unfurl'd,thrown away at the faro table; and now a cha- And the bright sunPe Augh'nd her the blue waves curl'dSir," said Madame Winter, " we are cured .nd u
t last of the intoxication of the world and its Ar

. Like spirits on the new-born air,
lections. If your salvation is deart yu, Loue Nymph, whom poets thought so fair,

SOIow my example, learn to forsake a false world, y And great Pan wooed from his green lair,
and cali upon the sainte in heaven for their inter- IIow love will fiee!
Cessi." Thou ans-weredst ail ; but none now care

When I returned home, I said to Adela: "No, To answer thee I
earest, we will not go to see her. I no longer None-nono: Old age las sear'd thy brow

0IOW her. She has become a bigoted devotee No power, no shrine, no gold hast thou:
al-powerful Time 1" So Fame, the harlot, leaves thee now,

A frail, false friend 1
And thuîs, like ail things lere below,

Tlou hast an end.


