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Liove's Death.

A year ago for.you, dear, and.for me,
Love was & new-born bright and fairy thing;
It turned all earth to heaven, all gnef to glee,
We sighed for joy-and sang for sorrowing

. In that sweet spring.

How could we guess that Iove would ere grow old,

How could we know its kisses would grow cold

‘Who kissed so oft? and how could you and I
Dream love could die?

And yet for us love lives no more to-day,

Though how it died not you nor I can tell ;

We only know its charm has passed away,

That we can'ne’er re-bind a broken spell,
And so farewelll

The world is joyous in the golden Juue,
The lark.sings sweetly and the rose is red,
Yet earth seems. sad, the bird’s song out of tune,
And all the scent of summer flowers ﬂed
Now love is dead.

Still henrts meet hearts and lips to lips are pressed,

S$till earth.ig fau- and skiee are bright and blue;

Perchance it may be in some happier breast,

Some sonl that to snother soul is. true, .
Love' lxves anew. —@G. V. K.

[Wi:iﬁteh for Tnx Favy Cnessl. |
WOUNDED HEARTS.,
A TALE OF PASSION AND PAIN ¥ROM REAL LIFE.

.

By Jor LAWNBROOR.

PROEM

There. are,some days in the calendars oi years.gone by to
which memory will ever bind as—some incidents-that have
long.ago transpired from which imegination:will ever delin-
eate pictures pleasing snd natuval. And not, alone-ave the
days of sad calamity, of unlooked-for joy, of bhghted hope, or
of happy triumph,. pictured upon the expansive panoramzc
canvas: of tetrospection; bat likewise, aud frequently in
quite as deep and natural colors, bave the periode:leading to
and. from such .signal days, vividly _stamped. their lasting
impress too.

When thus we sit -and .muge,; the:present - is a.blank and
the fatorea greab up’rodden, void:qf which we know as little
as-tho ¢radled infant; -and, glancing forward, the' sensitive
mind instinctivoly recedesand opens:wider the portals of the
past, with all its troubles, and the once voxations surrounds

lgga become aglow wzch the gorgeous ﬁnts that. Memory lends
om. o

The pleasures of memory—the joy of hvmg overagain the
by-gone bappy hours—the pain of bitter recollections—the
grief of now exmtmg in the datkness that once surrounded
us and covered up the sin of hope and love. These crowd
upon me now, ard like one intoxicated I seem to stagger
amid thé throng of visions.

What wonder when the sparkling gush of joy or over-
whelming breakers of sorrow are fresh upon us that we haste
to impart the {rinmph or coufide the heart-rending upon the
sympathetic bosom of & friend! What unspeakable comfort
there is in possessing a companion who knows.and under-
stands, who- appreciates because o¢ experience-gained know-
iedge—the very inuner feelings of our heart! How miuch
nearer and dearer are those' friends who have shered each
others every grief—who have climbed together through the
roigh and stony byways of their lives.

And now, rerders, I must unburder myself to you—to
each of you-individually—to you in particular who liave
with me been guilty of the greatest social crimes—who have
with me suffered all the pangs of unrequited love—who have *
with me regretted and repented of theactions of the past; and
though I have never sighed with you when those for. whom
you would-have given your lifé have been worse thai an-
gratefal, though I have never condoled with you when the
dearest picfures of your future have suddenly been marred

and torn, though I have never mourned with you at the loss
of your dear ones—we are the better friends for your having
nndergone those trials; and therefore you will the better
understand and I will" the more willingly ‘confide particularly
in you the incidents of my life. and the lives with which
mine has been intimately connected—the history of' a“hfe as
romantic as fiction—the story of real woumfed hearts

CHAPTER I - ..

* But pleasures dro like cppiog spread;
You seizo the flowor,—its bloomis shed 7 -
like the snow-fiake.on the river,
’A ‘moment white then gone forever:
Or like tho borealis race, -

That 8it-ere you can pointtheir place;
Or like tho rainbow’s lovely. i‘nm{J ?
‘Evanishing amid tho's nn.

Tayt O’SEANIER

Even-though T had no- dlary to direct me and récall the
facts incident to my first visit to the little village of Shulton,
1 don't think I:could éver forget; them: It wasa rainy-April
evening nearly twenty years ago that I, arriving ‘in the
village,.turned away from the large white hotel, whither the:
stage-coach had’ cartied wme-its only occupant, and' hurrying
across the ‘stréet through the stiff clay mud, sought the
shelter of Sam.Delby’s-meaner little tavern-on tho other sxde.
Sam Delby, the' fat, round-faced; little tavern-keéper, was an
individual whoin no. one -¢ould- forget. Whoen I opened: the
door.he receivéd and.welconied me ‘as if it wére no uncoti~
mon occurrence to. have. & traveller niakeé. his: hcad-qunrtera
at his houss, and'as he:led me  through: the more pablic rooms
of his habitation he indulged'in-old jokés with-a relish that
at:first led.me-intg the belief that he s % aw&m of theit
age and consequent weakness.




