-

i
3

“flowers:

246

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

APRIL 17, 1880.

BETTER THAN GOLD

Petter than gold, 8 cheerful heart
That bope ta others can impart,
And at reverses ean deride

To travel on the suuny side,

Tw some this fouth need not be tokd
A cheerful beast is better than gold.

Fetter than gold, a consclience cleared
Frem guilty stnips—by sin unseared ;
Whoe'er this treasure Joth possess
Usn earthly Troubles soon represa.
Awd wish dboidness say. hehold,

A conscience clearis belter than gold!

Retter than gwold of the purest kind,

Is a healthful state of bedy and mind:

1f old were better, and health could duy.

The rich wenld iive and the poor would die.

By sa of old—"twar often tehd

T'hat beaith &5 better by far than gold.
ALMacre,

Chatham, Ont.

AN OLD MAID’S CONFESSION.

By “ISIDORE.”

dwther of “Volecs from the Hearth”  An
Eaipratls Story,”  dAn Old Miser's

Storn,' cleay etz

PROLOGUE.

Tam retan ¢ld msid from cheice ; oh, dear
e ! tthat T think that an old maid’s letis
g0 very hard. Tt may have its tribulations, but,
on the other hand, it surely has its compensa-
tions. It may bave lost that which makes up
the full sweetness of {ife, but it still po 3
as I my own ease, a measure of jovs which has
reunded existence with sn enduring light.

I wish to tell my readersbow I became an old
maid.  Had 1 feilowed inclination I wonld nes
have had any story to narate,  Witkout taking
snY erit to mvself for being over-rightenus, 1
lthank God that I had inward strength to
follow duty.  In this retrospection of the past,
16 dim regrets ariss in my soul tocloud it. Hope-
folly sml cheerfully, resigning myself 1o the in.

evitahl

e, | follow the beacon star of what 1 con-

At a very eatlv age my sister Floraand I were
ans, under the care of my gzrandmaother,
ar. My four years yonnger
{.  Amongihe bright pletares evaked
he chadowy just my sister’s image is the
ptest of them all,  Flora was an alry, win-
Lfeztured Little brinette,
v eyes.  f—hat what
~1 was her oppesite in
es, and dispositien. 1 dare say I
may seem unlovely new to most people, bat
cre wWas a time when | Lad no cceasion to be
amad of my Isoks. . Parden an old neaid’s
i} warly gene, I the lietls that
niaily disclose itself in these
Ter ! smile with kind-
crs. My sister, being my
wmy pet. When my grand-
1 rednked her for misconducer 1Twould take
her part, and then, nestling in my lap, she
would shoawer o mea wealth of childish sffee-
; Hers was an edid, changeable, capricious,
Lnatare, fndl of strange impulees, and
countable frenks,  Of course, these ofien
rinte mischiel, and it was my privijegs
i to exeuse and exculpate hers My de-
votion would not allow her to be spoken harshiy
te, er blamed, and 301 bore the bruut of her
m sdet, and eocaxed and fondled her to o
temporary repentance. How could 1let a word
of pein alightin the heart of my darling! The
yast has tequeathed nosweeter gift to me thaa
the thought that in my abiding love for Ler |
could shisld her from even across word.,

My grandmother was smagunificent type of a
harly, sustere, unbending old age. Her image
arises Lefore me now, as | write, the picture of
a tall, grandly-developed woman of sixty-five,
rigivily e1e 1 her rales of life, untirini;ly in-
dustrious, unyi«lding in her high-minded notions
ef what she conzidered was right, rigorous as to
dizripline, staunch as to principles, and yet
Lind-hwearted  and  thoughtful-minded to “us
erphans.  If her nature lacked anything, it was
a certait element of womanly tenderness—that
tenderness which exenia when 1t ehides, and
yirids when it wishes to exact, aud which yet
can make young hearts unfold their love. My
sister, ‘never quite understanding, only feared
ker. 1, on the contrary, mingled a certain
affection with my respect. The reader, therefore,
can. comprehiend -why 1 was my grandmother'’s
favourite,

My earliest . rememnbrance carries me back to
our prim, simple, ‘and  yet bright home—a
recluded house, rituated in its own grounds—a
pretty, rustic place, flanked by a little wood,
which ht_-lmxgac{ to it—a house overgrown with
woodhine, ivy, and elematis, and the poreh of
which was covered by roses, iuterming&r:d with
passion-flowers,  There was an old, gaunt. oak
tree and a few spreading chestnuts at ity rear,
and in the front an exquisite lawn, skirted in
summer time with the gayest and loveliest of
it wag 2 dear, old, quiet place, which
had becn made rupgedly Ueautifol -and quaintly

i

“picturesque with -leafy beauty, by the kindly |

hand of time ; and yet when in after years, in a
critical mood, I used to think of my old home,
there seemed, so to speak, to be an indetiuable
air of studious exnctness and. of atoo well or-
dered regularity about the gnrden and house,
and especirlly about the inside surroundings of
the latter. The eye seemed to long for freer
spaces, and a moro careless method in the gar-
dén walks and in the bome adornments. All
this seemed due to the precise aud fastidious;
genius of my grandmother, who ondered and
planned everything.  The world ‘where she
might have lived and moved in ought to have
been a place where there were nosugles, crooked
paths, or irregular turnings-—a world where
nothing was wrong, and nought could go amiss
or contrary to one's hopes.  Alas!for us all,
such a world does not exist, except in the fairy-
land of a poet’s dreams,  Of course, there was
the weind old sak tree, with its wavy, lnxuriant
leafage spreading before us.  When resting on
the seat aronnd it, [used to teach Flors her
lessons, and watch her playing with her doll;
the ylinting sun-rays fashing through the mass
of folinge, would seem to circle my darling’s
forchend with a golden hale, or bring out in
bedutitul relief her joyous face, over which
smiles would play as bright sud evanescent as
the sunbeams themselves. 1 remember on one
cecaston Flora, iu her fun, compared the great,
gusrled, rugged trunk of the tren to grand-
mother, till 1 had to check her for her odd fancy,
And then my admonishment having brought
tears to her eyes, T had to pacifly hee with s fairy
story about a giant tree that never grew old, tut
always preserved its kunotted strength as a boon
for good children, impariing its handiheod to
thei, and afterwards shielding then from the
stortes of every-day life.

Our childbdod and school-days passed tran-
quiliv, with nothing that calls forth special
wention to break their calm monotony.  When
we were very young our graudmother was our
instruct Tas we grew older we attended a
very nice school in the village, kept by the
curate’s wife.  Mrs. Dagmardid not keep muen
company, consequently we had no eppertunity
of making any close girlish friendships ; and
even the fww acquaintances we had, did not 1m-
press me stropgly enough at the time, so as to
ieline me to recall them now, excepting a cer-
tain verson whom I shall mention presenty.
Nothing of any moment oceurred to rutile the
tranquillity of our childhood and girlhood. We
grew and thrived apace. My calm, self-ndiant
nature had its chisf happiness in the self-satis-
faction that my sister clung to me fur protecting
Iove, and that 1 enuld find eften in her dreamy,
fsuciful thoughts a solace from my own more
dignitied and logical ones. And then 1 never
tired of my grandmother's vonversation, which
eutirely lacked the wearying garrulity of old
age, and, instead, teemed with that rare wisdom
emanating from a studions knowledge of books,
and nore especially of that more wonder{ul book
of the world, wherein she had lived so long.

At lust o changs came upon the bappy mo-
notony of our existences, and which to 3 certain
extent altered their tenor,

CHAPTER 11,
A LETTEFR.

1 had often heard my grandmother speak of
Mrs, Dafrosne, one of her old sehoolmates, with
whom I krew she bad frequently corresponded.

One summer afternoon, a8 we were seated
umder the oak tree, the postman hacded a letter
t3 Mrs. Dagmar, [ remember it bore the French
post-mark, and as she scanned its contents |
notieed an unusual expression of surprise and
pleasure on ber face.  ** Such news, girls,” said
old lady, growing quite anpimated as she
spoke. o '

“ Something very good has happened, has it
not? Youdo look so pleased,’ said Florg, whose
Joyous cagerness seemned also to infect my de.
mure seif,

* My old scheol-fellow at last is coming to
England; and what is better still,” said my
grandmother, ““she intends for a while to stop
with us.” )

‘“ That is pleasant pews.  Only faner, Agnes,
actually a visitar at Ouk Tree House 1"

“ 1 ean hardly helieve it,”’ again broke in
Flora, jumping up from her low seat, and kisg.
ing me, as1f she wished s confirmation of her
welcome intelligence in my responsive kisa,

** But this is notall,” continued the old lady,
*¢ Mra. Dufresne is not' coming ulone. She in.
tends to bring her son Frank with her, so that
wu shiall have two visitors at Oak Tree House.”'

tCBetter still,”” said Flora, ** the more the.
merrier.” o :

“And now, girls,” continued Mrs. Dagmiar,
“T'mean to tell you all about this dear old
friend of mine, so plesse pay attention.”

Of course 1" wasa just as delighted as Flora at
the news, and felt an interest already in the ex-
pected guests ; but it was not my natore to be.
iray either surprise or satisfaction, and yet, how
well T remember that sunny afternoon, under
our memorable tree, with. it interlacing foliage
just stirred by the faint, warm wind ; with what
pleasurable eagerness 1 listened to my grand.
mother's recital 1 B :

* Many years ago, Jong before you were born,
my dears,”. commenced the old lady,  *“Mr.
Dufresne-and myself were girls together at the
saine school. 1 need not tell you how we:be-
came fast and intimate friends. * The grewth of
affection: between school.girls ia not always per.
manent, but in ‘this case it was. 1 liked her
chiefly becanse she wan not a favourite with the

rest of the school.  Whether there wasanything
in her manuer to justify this dislike, [ caunot
say ; anyhow, I never discovered it. Tome she
was the impersonation of all that. wns excellent

in a companion and friend,” and. with me, and’

with uo one else, she shared all her girlish con-
filences, = Well, alter leaving school, we separ-
ated, as her parents lived at a distance from
mine, but we have still corresponded regularly.
Being rather au attractive ﬂir‘, she had many
admirers,  Her parents kept a good deal of com-
bary, amongst whom there were many well-to-
do young men, and it is, therefore, not to be
wondered: at that - Fanny Wilmot had s good
arany eligible offers of marringe. Butauy frieui,
who 1 must say was inclined to be critieal, re.
fused them all. At last I heard that a French
rontleman, of the name of Dufresne, had made
her ag offer, but that Fanny’s parents had dis-
countenanced the match, as it seemed he had no
particular calling in life, and had not the means
to maintain 8 wife comfortably., 1 nlways had
given Fanny credit for more thau a share of
common-sense—nesd 1 tell you, girls, that her
comnion-sense forsook herentirely when, despite
her parents’ warnings, and my connsel, she
privately engaged herself to this Frenchman. ]
paid her a vistit about this time, anid 113}5{51\1111!_‘-.{
to meet her suitor, 1 frankly told her I adid not
like him. Not that his lack of wealth pre.
judiced him in my eyes-—~not at all--but there
was nothing about him caleulated to make his
way in life. He was a creature of desultory aims,
of impossible plans, and  erratic purposes.
Granted that he had a pleasing exterior, light
blue eyas, and curly, auburn hair--l, for one,
rever liked his inane smile aud simpering talk,
But my influenee with Fanny stoad 1a this in-
stance for nought, aml, as usual, her parents
opposition only strengthenad her determination,
It was the old story over again-—Fanny made
the fatal mistake of marrying witheout any ens’
consent—she was of age, amd accordingly di
she liked. Oune fine day she elopad with this
simpering good-for-nothing, to whom she had
pledged her faith. They went on the Contivent,
and fora time 1 did not hear from my friend ;
then her letters, written at irregular intervals,
became scant, careless, and vagie. Afer a
while, a note with x black border startied e
with the int2lligenee of her husband’s death, 1}
never knew, and 1 pevershall kuow, the extent
of her sufferings, privations, and trials. N
only poverty and its attendant woes baunted her
married life, but her husband  proved himself a
gambler and drunkard as well. 1 do wot think
she wonld have ever informed me again of her
whereabouts, had not a relation of her husband
pitied her penntless position, aud jeft her enough
to live on, so that she conld apprise me of thix
only gleam of sunshine upun her sorrowing
widowhvod. Teo proud to reeeive help lrom
me, of any one eise, [ was so glad she was plased
bayond the reach of poverty.  Since the thne |
speak of she has been abroad, chivfly for the
sake of Frank's edacation ; andse, at List, after
many, many yvears, | have pemsuaded them to
pay maa visit. | wonder how she s, and how
she looks!"

After this recital, my grandmother wiped her
speetacles, and we girls talked abont the exyected
visiters the rest of the day, framing all sorts of

mental pletures of them, wondering how they ;

would look, whether the two old ladiss would
Le demonstratively affuctionats, and above all
ag way only natural-—what sort of young man
Frank Dufresue would prove himself to ba,

In our ol-l-ﬁwhionm{ house there were twa
beidrooms™ at the rear, especially reserved for
visiters, Theszopenad out ou n verandah, frim
which could be discerned the pleasunt wood in
the distanee, and the wenl nh{ oak tree, whose
wide-spreading, far-reaching branches seemid as
if they would fain lovingly grasp the baleony

alings.  These apartments, of coarse, were to
Ke apportioned to our guesta. How well | can
remember the trouble we took to renovate and
rmake them bright! - Old ecoverings were re.
moved, the {arniture was polished ; oroaments,
fatehad from all sorts of imaginable nooks abnut
the house, were placed on the mantelpieces, the
daintiest toilet-covera and the whitcat of snowy.
white hangings and coverleta suddenly made
their appearavee ;  awd we girls put the final
touches to it all, by placing everywhere some of
the choicest flowers that our ganlen could pro-
duce.

How well | remember the delight of expact.
ancy that took possession of us at that time !
We could not set” about our aflotted tasks with
our usual ease; we did not move about the
house rwas ourwont. A sensanf coming changs
over our monotonous days set our hearts flutter-
ing, until, iu the vague'eageruessof axpectansy,
we almost grew aneasy and.impatient.

L4 L] - . . ‘.

"The long-expected day at last arrived.  IHow
well | rememnber what a'stately pieture my grand.
mothier made rg'she walked into the room and
scated herself by the window, attired in a black
satin dress, brocaded with large flawers, with her
deep lace collar fastened by an antique emerald
and dinmond brooch—an heirloom of the family,

and only worn on state occasions—wenring her’

white lace cap, through which peeped the folds
of her snowy hair!{ And how charming Flora
looked, dreased in pure white, with her wavin

mass of jet curls, and wondering eyes that al.
ways seemed to sparkle with fun or mischief )

‘How vividly I can remember that ‘summer's

afternoou, the air fall of warmth, our hearts full
of gladnesat . - R ‘
“I'think Flora's quick ' ears first detected the

faint rumble of the distant carriage, and Flora’s

i bt el everylx

sharp eyes fint hailed the approach of our
visitors. . They drove up to the door and alight.
ed, and my grandmother welcomed them with
» demonstrative. cagerneas quite delightful to
behald. All ‘her youthful ardour seemed gud-
denly to come back, ax she embraced M. Du.
fresme, ealling ber by all the pet names in the
vocabulary. “* Are you quite certain you have
not left the rug in the carriage, and where are
my shawls 7 suid Mres. Dufresne, whosa voieg,
addressed to Frank, had a plaintive harshuess,
as if her cares had 5hnmmuu{ it.

Frank having satisfied his mother that the
articles in questton were safe, Flora and 1, whe
had as yet k\'lnt somewhat in the ear, now eame
forward and were furmally introduced to tha
visiiors,

The impression they made on me then, in the
hurry of my finst futreduction, is the impression
I haveof them now, as 1 write, after the lapse
of many veans, Inevery way mother aud son
presented n marked contraxt, being just ay dis.
similar as two prople of opposite sexes sud agpes
conld by any possibulity be, M, Dufreste way
short in stature, with attenuated features, cold,
shrp eyvesgand compressed, thin lips.  Uer
glanee sévmed ta have w eritical lipht in it e if
she only surveyed vou to find fault | her vojee
had a quernlous dissonauce, which gradaally
substded into a drawl; while her manner was
eithey anplessantly fussy or decorously con.
strained. 1 felt 0 osense of autagonism whey
first | pressed Lier hand and met her cold stare -
1 feel (ﬁm( sense taw stesling over me, \lm-;wnn{
by the years that have sped, Fven in the
gontler thuaglits that aweep over me as 1 traee
these Yines, 1 stidl cannot overcome the disiike |
felt for Mrs. Dafreene,

Through the nnsts «f vears the figure of this
woman's son ariaes before me, clad in all i
snuny attractivenrsy, as A perfect controst to
Y [ cannot desctibe wherein Liy the
esseppes of this attractiveness,  To particalirie
or analyse his appearanse is bevend the reack of
iy worman’s pea. What f he had even, 7o
sular features, castin the Greedan woubl | the
brightest of frank, bine eyes ; the high, isel
lectual forehead © and the most winniog smile
that ever Ut weli-shaped Yps 5 and, moteaver,
that Lis fignre was tsultless in il symmeirical
proportions t What of this 1 These character.
istien amd attributes may belong te thouands
of young men whoit we pass or meet with i
Lfe, wnd dgnore. 1 oam eertain that if he had
been prain instead of o fine-featured, haudaome
man, that 11l woubl have at once recoguiaad
and folt the ¢harm of his winning presence,
Striving to analyse this something new, o the
atlent cadm of y old aze, when iy sonl
freed itsedf fram the wild hopes and uneasy e
sires that poee povsaased 3, 1 lind that Fraok
Dafreane’s wondorinl atiractivenoss must have
consisted s the adiance of & happy, hope{ul,
kindly spirit, that saw the best and made the
and. sverything, and i the
quick-wiited jutelligence of a mind brightennd
with the pfining infhuenee of  good bosks and
elever companionship.  Mter ong fisst introdse.
we sepazattl, and met sgatn over the o
table, OFf cwurse, Frauk was the prosbding genias
there y Le amused tssll with an aceonnt of Lo
Journeying, remetdering eversthing of interess,
awl with the keenest posible sense of the
tedieraas, narrating each droll adventoo, with
all the bumersuy viveeity thet chatacteriel
hiny,  We all abandoned ourselves 1o the 3oz
nflgenee of that mintheabeding henr, My g
wother  loat her dmpressive sedateness, and
Flor's slwavs sunny {aer was reaanimated with
a atil} hoighter radtanes,  Mrs. Drafresne kept
sut of vight during the evening, Wrppalina
very highly-colonred Todian shawl, which Jdid
nst ot alb mutel hee complexion, shedered eo-
placenrtly in a corner of the room, 1 think |
waz more antivated than Flora that evening.

tut withont being merrily disposed Bke hier,
my nature was tots evenly grotal, My sister
was subject to sudden transitions of moods |
without being ever petualant, she was often sad.

On this eventful mght, winlat T wasdoing my
very best to play oneof Mendelssohn’s tender=st
“sonps without wordsal to our  lateuing
guests, my darling iterrupted me, and herdear
face, ay shia did w0, wore a particularly grave ex-
pression.  ** Dou’t you think cor fnends are
tired, and would Jike to rotire ¥ said she,

“ am not at all fatigued,” answered Frask |
* but I sae you are accustomed to retire eatly,
Come, mother, It us bid our friends good.
night.”

Before T had time o reply, Mrs. Dufresne,
suddenly trying to arouse herself, ‘went to-
wards where my grandiother was sitting, and
while her son was heartily shaking us by the
haud, snd amid a profusion of *¢ goodenights ”

his mother,

[N
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aml o pleasant dreams,” uttered in a sort of

chorus by everyhody presont, my grandmother
alowly escarbed our guests to their rooms, Sogn
afterwards, my sister and I ascended the stairs
to our own ¢ and su this eventful, long-lookmi-
for day—a day which was to mark a change in
our lives—like everything hoped for on earth--
cime to its irrovocable end.

{To be continued )

Maine Nows.

Hop -Bitters, . which are: advertised in_our
columng, are a sure care for ngue, biliousness
and kidoey complaints. - Those who use them
any they cannot he too highly recommended,
Those afllicted should give them a fair trial, and
will brecoma thereby enthusinstio in. the praise
of their curative qualities.—Portland Ad. -



