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48  DON'T SAY ONE TIHING AND MEAN ANOTIER—A REMINISCENCE.

and Exeter; she was the only passenger. The
might was cold, wet, windless, and dark, and no
living thing could be seen from the vehicle, the
Lanterns of which were the sole lights that cheered
the dreary read.  Theonly noises audible, besides
the mournful howling of some distant watchdoy,
were the rattie of eavy drops on the roofy the
Turried plashing of the horses” feet, and the oceas-
iomal sounds of encourngement alddressed to the
animals by the coacinnan and guard, anxious to
get forward to where they knew that a good fire
and comfortable meal anaited ther

“The passenger cadeay omred to while away the
tedinm of her midnight journey, by watching
through she min-dinmed glass the stuated tiees,
and cold-looking wet hedzes, as, for a moment
ilhumined by the p u whave of the lamps, they
secemed to fiit anay ghost-like to the rear

4 On 2 sudden, as the vehicle was crossing one
of the gleomy and extensive plins that abonund
on that line of voad, it was hailed from the way-
side by a persen who stood alone, enveloped ina
voluminous cloak, amd dreached with wet.  The
coachman halted, and the stranger craving a
passage to the next town, he opened the door for
bis entrance.

‘ German, andmerely stated, that finding hispresent

hody unsuited to him, he had made mtangements
to divest bimself of' it, and take another”
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'DON’T SAY ONE THING AND MEAN

AXNQTIIER.
BY CHARLES SWAIYN.

The little lane—the greenwoed laine—
Where Mary deelt, was gay with singing,
For brook and Eird in many a strain
Down vale and moor their nutes were flinging 5
But Mary’s heart was deaf to song,
XNo longer she her tears could smother,
For she had learnt—at last—"twas wrong
To say one thing, and mean another!

"Tis right—"tis due, whea hearts are true,
To show that heart withont deceiving,
And not to speak, in idle freak,
To tey if one’s the power of grieving!
In Mary’s heart, and Mary’s mind,
She loved one youth, and loved no other,

M . e apyte ooy o sneline
“Thelady remarked, ashe passed under thelight, |I"~‘ Mary’s tongue was oft inclined
"

gomething prentiar and wnusual about his aspeet,
something by which she was led to believe him
oneef herown profession, and mostlikely travelling
with similar views to hers.  She was conseyuently
induced to notice him with some interest.

“Asthe vehicledrove on, hescated himseif before |

her, witi his back to the hovses, aud commenced

a conversation, which—she Leing a woman of

considerable talent—was kept up for some time
withmuch spirit. The extraordinary manners and
Taguage of the stranger allorided Ler not a livle
entertainment at fivst, as she believed theirpeeu-
Jiarities to be zeted {or the thne, aud she listened
1o huin with great attention.
“atlengthhistopicsand wordshecame sostrange
and willd, that she could not follow them, and ceased
to understand him. A fedling of wonder, doubt,
and vague alarm seized her, aid she sat trembling,
and fervently wishing for the termination of the
stage. Suddenly she heard a slight clicking sound,
as of asmall spring, and her eve could eatch a dim,
meallic gleaming through the darkness of the
veiicle—a moment, and the head of her fellow-
traveller fell heavily forwavd upon her Jap, and
Hier hands were batired with some sealdizg fluid.
She sereamed alowd—the horses were suddenly
drawn up—the guard pulied open the door, and
the light from the lantern showed him the lady,
pale amd gasping with tomor, with the wmale
passenger prone upon het knees, his head turned
10 onc side, and air gurglin from a deep wound in
hisneck., Tise fivid that bathed her hands aml
dress was blood.  In the bottom of the carriage
was 2 peeket-case of surgical instnunents, and
glender hright histoury, falling ontas the deor was
opened, tinkled sunong the stones of theroadway.
“T shall go no furthier with the scene.
“Thistraveller turned out tobe the young Pole,
my former paticnt.  Inapocketof theinstrument-
case, was found a notenddressed Alexiy Marvanski,
of such a street, London—his father. It wasin

o say one thing, and mean another?

, Would all might se. how snect *twould be
If truth alene their words divected s

How many a day might thea be gay

| That passetlh: now, in tears, dejected.

. Would all might leara, and all discern,

. That truth keeps longest, fiiemd o1 brother;

" Then maids be Kind, sl speaikt your mind,

Nor say one thing, and mean ancther!
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A REMINISCENGE.

I knew thee when
Thou wert a liztle child,
And dream’d ot then
A thing 0 sweet and ild
Could ever be
Auglit bhut a chilld to me.

I watched thee growing
To beanteous womarhood,
Anl searcely knowinyg
Why entianced 1 stood,

Unconscious duty
Offered to thy brauty.

The spell cme on,

And titon in heautys pride
Now hrilliant shone;

Whilst standing at thy side
T altered grew,

Aund thon wert wltered too.

In silent saulness

T gazed with deep devotion;
Love grew to madiess—

When thou with sweet emotion,
Ranighed pain

Br loving mic again.




