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BITTERSTORS dow, gave a sharp cry of pain, and turned to me 
with such a ghastly face that 1 was frightened.

Who is that ? Ob, tell me, who is that ? she 
gasped. •

1 looked out, and saw Rupert coming up the 
avenue. My noble Rupert, with his happy care
less face

That is Rupert, Miss Gray. Have you seen him 
before ? Are you ill ? I asked, tor she trembled 
like an aspen leaf.

She answered that she had mistaken him for a 
person she had known long ago ; she was not very 
well ; she would go to her room, and rest for a lit
tle while. Then she left me, and I hurried to meet 
my lover.

was good to him, coming often to his room and 
listening io silent admiration to the inspiri 
music of his violin. But Gianetta detest 
his spider. “There is witchcraft in it!” she 
would say, with a dainty little shudder, and 
80 the insect was never admitted during her 
visits. When his fingers grew stiff with ex 
ercise, Nicolo enlivened the hours by telling 
fairy tales, romantic adventures and his own 
hopes for the future to his delighted little com- 

strongly marked, while his dark eyes sparkled panion, who would listen without daring to in- 
terrupt, her eyes gleaming with joy, as she 
pressed the feveri h heads of the agitated nar-

A CHILD’S LOVE.THE STORY OF A DREAM.
Qortry.

GOOD-BYE.

Good-bye, good-bye, it is the sweetest blessing 
That falls from mortal lip* on Mortal ear. 

The weaknee* of our human love confessing. 
The promise that a love more strong is near— 

May God be with you!
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One beautiful afternoon in May, a child 
was wandering thoughtfully along the flowery 

banks of the Genes, his back turned to the 
Ivillage, and hie grave eyes fixed vacantly up
on the blue expanse of waters, like a troubled 
soul vairly seeking companionship. He ap 
peered to be about thirteen years of age, his 
face was pale and sorrowful, hie eyebrows

My only sister, Edith, married when I was 
scarcely six years of age. My mother died soon 
after that event ; so I was left at home with my 
father and brothers. My father said I resembled 
my mother, and I tbink loved me better than any
thing on earth. The boys, too, indulged ine in 
every whim. I don’t think 1 bad a wish ungrati- 
fled. They said 1 was pretty ; and in my youth
ful vanity I imagined myself beautiful. Ah, me! 
those happy days of my bright girlhood, when I 
was careless and light-hearted, dreading no evil 
because knowing none, are even now a pleasant 
memory to me.

I My sister lived at some distance from home; 
absorbed in the cares of her family, she rarely 
visited us, but I spent nearly half my time at El- 
langowan, the name of my brother-in-law’s place. 
1 was deeply attached to my sister and her child
ren; and I found a dear friend in the person of 
her governess. Miss Gray. She was a fragile, gol
den-haired creature, with tender, intensely mourn
ful brown eyes, the saddest eyes I have ever seen ; 
she was so fair and slight as to look almost child
ish, not withstanding her five-and twenty years.

I liked her from the first ; but she was very shy, 
and it was sometime before my childish overtures 
of friendship met with any response ; and even 
when we had grown to love each other, she still 
maintained an impenetrable reserve concerning 
her early life She received no letters, avoided all 
society, and appeared to have a morbid terror of 
meeting strangers. I had a girl's curiosity ; but 
Miss Gray never spoke of herself, and answered 
all questions with a gentle reserve that was more 
repelling than rudeness. Ever ready to sympa- 
thize in the troubles of others, she never spoke of 
her own griefs--and griefs 1 was convinced she 
had. J was determined that the owner of those 
sad, brown eyes, bad a history ; but my sister 
laughed at what she styled my romantic notions. I 
Miss Gray had come to her highly recommended; 
she was devoted to her little charges ; there the 
interest which Edith bad in her governess ended,

1 was twenty when 1 first met Rupert Gordon. 
For two years Ihad reigned as a belle, and as yet 
my life bad never known a grief. The first time I 
looked upon his face, the first time 1 listened to the 
persuasive music of bis voice. Moved him—loved 
him with all the mad recklessness of- a headstrong 
girl's first love. 1 saw that he was handsome, and

*

)

with a weird brilliancy which at times bad an 
almost sinister expression

II* remained lost in thought some time, bis
Why do we say it when the tears are starting ? 

Why must a word an sweet bring only pain?
Our love seems all-sufficient till the parting, 

And then we feel it impotent and vain— 
May God be with you 1

Oh, may He guide, and bless and keep you ever, 
lie who is strong to battle with your foes;

Whoever fails, Hie love can fail you never, 
And all you need He in bis wisdom knows—

May God be with you !

rator. Sometimes Nicolo told her of Mozart, 
who was already famous at the tender ng* of 
six. Oh, Gianetta! he would exclaim, bow 
shall I seem beside him ! And hot tears chas- 
ed down his attenuated cheeks. In vain the 
pitying Gianetta tried to console him—his was 
the jealousy common to genius !. di

One day the young musician, under the di 
rection of liie father, bad been performing a 
series of monotonous exercises, so that his 
arms seemed paralyized. Utterly worn out 
be laid side his violin, and leaned hie weary 
head against the window, when all of a sudden 
he heard a sharp cry. It was the mother of 
Gianetta who called to him. Springing up 
with alacrity, he ran across to bis playmate's 
home. He found the little girl lying on her 
bed, her form worn with a raging fever, her 
breath coming bard and slow, and her bright 
eyes looking fix-dly into space. On recog
nizing her friend, she looked at him with a 
supplicating glance, which Nicolo readily in- 
terproted. With tears in his ayes be ran. 
swiftly for his discarded instrument, crying as 
be cams back:

My sweet little Gianetta, 1 will play a lul- 
laby ; it will make you well again! He sat 
down by her bedside, and forgetting his fa- 
tigne, played with all the fervor of his seul : 
hie anguish, bis hope, his love, seemed to 
breathe from the wondrous tones, and like the 
voices of angels descending to earth, they 
eased with their sublime harmony the pains of 
the sick child, who, at first, had listened with

head resting upon his slim, nervous hand, list
ening to the murmuring waves, as they broke 
at his feet, gazing sadly to the distance with

About ten minutes after, I sought Rupert in unutterable longing. Suddenly the joyous 
the library. A. I descended the stairs 1 heard F - .. ..... 8.. . 32. 3 <.

laughter of childhood broke quietly upon his 
musings ; a little girl camo running across th* 
waving field and threw both arms euthusia-ti-

voices ; on approaching the door I beard Rupert 
say "I thought you were dead," in low, con- 
strained tones; then I entered quickly. Rupert 
stood by the window, ghastly pale ; opposite him, 
a strange anguish in her soil eyes, was Miss Gray, 
I went directly to him. At my approach he trem 
bled convulsively.

Rupert, ! said, ‘tell me what trouble* you; I 
can help you to bear it.”

Without a word, he clasped me in his arms, and 
leaning his head upon my breast, bunt into tears, 
sobbing like a child.

"Maud, come away ; this man is my husband,” 
I heard Miss Gray say.

Her - ice sounded like one speaking from a 
distance. My Rupert another woman’s husband ! 
Was she mad?

“It is not true!" I cried; ‘‘it is not true 1 Ru
pert, dearest, speak to me, and say it is not true.”

"[leaven help me, it is true,” be moaned.
Then, for a moment, I thought my brain was on 

fire; I was wild with pain and passion ; I could

cally about his neck.
Oh, yo<i naughty, naughty Nicolo; what 

are you doing here? I’ve been looking every 
where for you! Uttering these half scolding 
words, she continued to overwhelm him with 
caresses, and laid a little basket filled with 
wild roses and eglantines at his feet, in token 
of her childish aff ction The shadow of a 
smile flirted sc» 084 the boy's face as he looked 
into her laughing eyes ; he ran his fingers 
through her flossy curls, gave a sly, cautious 
look around, and whi-pered:

I ran away from my father, Gianetta; bo 
gave me leave to rest, so 1 came to this lovely 
place—you know how I value my short liber, 
ty, and how I adore the murmuring of these 
waves I Listen to their wierd music !

It is too bad of your father, sighed the 
child, to lorment you with those hateful ex
ercises; you will die of overwork! Pool 
Nicolo, so mother said to me, is much too de- 
licate; his bewitched violin will be the death

Better that earthly presence, e’en the dearest, 
Is the great blessings that our parting bring;

For in the lonliest moments God is nearest, 
Aud from our sorrows heavenly comforts spring, 

If God be with us.
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Good-bye, good-bye, with latest breath we say it, 
A legacy of hope, and faith, and love;

Parting must come, we cannot long delay it, 
But, one in Him, we hope to meet above, 

It God be with us.

Good-bye— "tis all we have for one another, 
Our love, more strong than death, is helpless 

still,
For none can take the burden from his brot her, 

Or shield, except by prayer, from any ill— 
May God be with you ! not reason, I only knew I loved him ; ! could not of him b fore long, and it will be his father’s 

live without him ; in my agony, I shrieked aloud, fault I And mother is right ! she added, look- 
“Rupert, don't leave me! She cannot love you ing anxiously at the young boy’s worn face.

THE ALDINE.

Every issue of the ALDINE is a surprise to all 
who see it, since it shows a positive growth in art, 
beauty aud literature, from month to month, as 
gratifying as it is wonderful. "Superb" is the only 
word which fitly characterizes the illustrât tons for 
the September issue. The pictures are charming 
iin design ami faultless in execution. A copy ol 
Wertland’s “Little Rose,” drawn by John S. Davis, 
and engraved by C. Maurand, opens the current 
number with a flash of beanty almost dazz ing 
For feeling, beauty, expression, and exquisite

as I do I Oh Rupert, it will make no difference 1* Do not fear for me. Gianetta, replied 
I love you—I love you !" Nicolo ! I shall not die yet; I must grow up

I beard Miss Gray’s pleading voice, but I turned to be a man ! Look, how strong I am ! Ile 
from her with loathing. Then mocking faces drew himself up to his full height, his dark 
floated around me; Edith tearful, my father’s eyes flashed and a smile of rare tenderness 

grave and pitiful, the boys’ entreating; but my na- played around his ripe lips With his strong ,, 3 arms he lifted his little playmate and held her 
ture seemed changed in my despair, for I hated suspended over the water for some seconds, 
them all fiercely : were they not trying to separate Sadness does not linger long in the heart of a 
me from my idol ? A great black veil seemed en- child ! Gianetta seeing him 80 gay, com- 
veloping him, hiding him from me even as I held menced singing, pausing ever and anon for 
him ; then the darkness engulfed me, and I fell some bit of childish goeeip. Nicolo listened, 
senseless to the ground. amused, at the artless prattle about her flow

For weeks 1 lay at the gates of death, and era, her doves, her games, and her dolls, and 
through my long illness Mary Gray attended me whenever he sank into an une nscious fit of 
like.sister. When I regained my strength she abstraction, Gianetta quickly brought him to 
told me the story of her life—the romance that, as hims If with " playful shake or tender kiss, „ 
a beedless girl I had longed to know 1he children remained on the srand until

8 * 8 know. the stars came out one after another, smiling
She had been governess to Rupert s sisters 

when he was almost a boy. He fancied he 
loved her, and she loved him with all the ear- 
n- stress ol her nature. Yielding to his entrea- 
ties, Mary consented to a private marriage. 
Then, before many months bad passed, she 
found that her young husband had already 
tired of lier devotion, and longed to regain his 
freedom. Poor Mary! At first, she said, the

wild, feverish eagerness, which gradually gave 
place to calm repose. The restfulness of her 
soul was depicted upon her flushed cheeks, 
her little hands were clasped peacefully, as 
•h- murmured gentle prayers for her faithful 
friend, who with tearful eyes and nervous 
hands was trying too soothe the anguish of 
lis own breaking heart as well as the pains 
which racked the form of his sweet little Gia-. 
netia. When be had finished playing, she 
held out her thin, white hand : 1.3.1

Dear Nicolo, she said in a low, broken 
voice, I am going to leave you. I hear sweet 
angels calling me. You cannot follow me; 
you must remain’ behind ; but far from this 
place, you will become" famous, ell the world 
will speak your name—oh, then, do not forget 
your little Gianetta! Her head sank back 
among the pillows, and almost without a strug
gle the sweet eyes closed forever!

Nicolo remained gazing absently upon her 
lovely face. Alas, tor the first time it was 
deaf to his tears and supplications Wild with I 
grief, he wandered about all dey and part of 
the night, without aim, without any thought 
save that of his loneliness. He visited the 
water fide where only a few days ago they 
had been so happy together ; he lingered in 
every spot sacred to their mutual pleasures, 
and when at a late hour he returned to his

4

my fancy endowed him with a thousand heroic at-finish, this picture is equal to a twenty-dollar-steel
engraving. -A Storm in Utab,” by Thomas Mo- tributes, then I knelt and blindly worshiped my

idol. Ob, the passionate fervour, the deep, trust-run, is a faithful transcript of nature, showing the 
war of the elements in that strange land. The en- 
graving has all the finish of a bank note. The 
two full-page pictures in this number are "Com- 
eng from the Forge," by John 8. Davis, and "King- 
ston, New York,” by Kruseman van Elton. The 
dormer is a bold and spirited sketch of a scene fa 
miliar to all childhood life in the country—two 
boye on the back of • horse which bas stopped to 
drink from a woodland brook on its way home 
from the blacksmith’s. A dog on the rustic bridge 
Engages the attention of the eldest boy. Van

ing tenderness lavished upon that shrine ! ! could 
scarcely believe in the reality of my happiness 
when he confessed his love aud asked me to be bis 
wife—his wife! I would have been content to be 
his slave !

Surely the course of true lore never flowed 
smoother than did ours. Rupert was all that was 
desirable ; my father heartily approved of my 
choice ; the relative* on both sides were highly 
pleased ; so it was settled that we were to be mar
ried at once.

The few months of my engagement passed rapid- 
ly away, an<1 the time of my marriage drew near. 
Edith was unable to come to us, until the day bo-

alike on the serious eyes of Nicolo end the 
drowsy ones of the pretty Gianetta. Then, 
indeed, they turned their steps homeward, 
their arms wound around each other in the 
innocent loving embrace of childhood. After 
a long walk, they turned down a narrow lane, 
al the end of which stood two humble cot- 
tages, overgrown with vines—one the home 
of Gianetta, the other of Nicolo. At the 
threshold of the former stood the mother of 
the little girl, anxiously awaiting the return of 
the children, whom she tenderly embraced as

Elten’s landscape shows a charming stretch of 
country, and the ancient city of Kingston, New 
York. Mr.J. D. Woodward furnishes a general 
view of the Palisades, as seen from the Hudson 
river—a striking picture. The other illustrations 
ie this number are “A Bad Job,” from the origi-

agony of the discovery had almoat killed her, 
■but at last she resolved to be a burden to him 
Ino longer. During his absence she left thefore the wedding; and by my particular request, ,.

Mm Gray and the children were to accompany be was free. She one to my 
1. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the years rolled on, Rupert persuaded himself

nal of Stammel, showing the interior of an ar- Now, it was one of my pecu liarities that I never that she was dead 
morer’s shop; "The Women of Schorndorf," from dreamed I but at this, for three nights in succes- Mary Gray and I both hopelessly loving 
the original of Haberlin, a historical picture ; three sion. I dreamed precisely the same dream. I tho’t ! Rupert Gordon as women can love but once 
views of Lincoln Cathedral, showing the church, 1 was clasped in Rupert’s arms, close to his heart, 
the interior of the Western Transept, and Bishop and my happiness was complete ; then Miss Gray, ship 
Longland’s monument ; and • pretty picture for her yak face wet with tears, came and begged me J 
fall— “Gems of the Changing Autumn !" to leave him. Icol I not account for it, but she bed he called for

The Aldine Company has determined to estab- inspired me with a great terror, and I clung more 
fish an Art Union, similar to the well-known Art closely to my lover. Gently, her sad area gazing 
Union to England, aud distribute its works of art, pitiful Vinto mine, her ice-cold bands restraining 
both sculpture and paintings, which are constant- . the, *e loosed my clinging 
by collecting, among its subscribers. Art pre- my frantic cries. I saw

note for him to tell him that 
sister, and as

they came running up to her; then, wishing 
each other good night, Nicolo crossed over to which reigned there 
his Some.

room, he shuddered at the awful stillness.
He looked across to

Gianetta’s home. The window was open; 
lie could see the child lying asleep in her nar-On entering his dingy little room he sighed 

deeply, rai-ed the window to let in the mild 
night air. and opening a chest, drew from it 
an old violin. Seating himself near the case-

row bed, almost hidden by the profusion of 
wild flowere which she had loved while upon, 
earth. A priest was kneeling by her side, bio 
venerable head bowed and his trembling lips 
murmuring prayers lor the repose of her soul. 
Nicolo threw himself upon his knees: Fare- 
well, farewell my joy, my love I As you have 
told me. I am going far from this place, where 
everything recalls my cruel loss ; where I can 
find neither rest nor forgetfulness, deserted as 
I am by every creature! At these words he 
trembled—something cold touched his hand. 
It was the spider ! Poor insect I he cried ; 
the only living thing left to me! Come,Ï 
will play to you, fur the last time, the airs, 
which my poor Gianetta loved. I will play 
them as a requiem lor her soul I

in their live*, formed the covenant of a friend
which has lasted even until now. ment, through which the silvery moonlight

saw Rupert once again. On his death- flooded, he passed his fingers across the strings, 
me, and I went to him ; he" - -and drew from them the most entrancing

di-d with his hand clasped in mine, his dear 
head pillowed on my breast. I was not heart- 
broken, for Heaven had sanctified Rupert’s 
suffering even as it had mine, and I could part

strains of mu ic. dying away at limes into 
wondrous melancholy, then swelling into tri- 
amphant gladness

Scarcely had he commenced playing, when 
a large spider crawled out of the vines and 
came on the shutter.

"Welcome ! cried th* young musician gayly, 
and as it advanced, he laid his finger on the 
window sill allowed the spider to make its 
way over it, and placed it in triumph upon

arms, notwithstanding from him feeling that our separation was but
Rupert vanish from me, for a day, aud that before long I should rejoin 

my first and only lure in the better land where 
lie awaits me.

miums, valued at $2.500, will be distributed among and 
each series of 5,000 subscribers. Supscription ^hen 
tickets, at $6.00 each, entitle the bolder to the duced 
“Aldine” for a year, to the new chromo, and to a in the

knew that be would never be my own again. 
I awoke, weeping bitterly. This dream pro- 
a painful impression upon me at first ; but 
general confusion aud excitement I soon

seventeenth of May was to be my wedding

A Worcester boy was engaged in nocturnal 
cherry stealing a short time ago, and was ob- his violin, where it remained, during the whole 
served by the owner of the fruit, who, unno- performance, as if enchanted by the wonder- 
ticed by the young robber, placed a large stuf “- 
fed dog al the foot of the tree and retired to

forgot
The

ticket is the distribution of art premiums.
The literary contents of the September ALDINE He took out his violin. the sweet, sad 

, strains of music fl coded the air, wandering out 
to the little dead child, who seemed to ^n1**

consist of a poem by Elizabeth Akers Allen, “The day I on the sixteenth. Edith and her 
Bobolink ;" a sweet story of the child love of rived, 
Nicolo Paganini, from the Italian ; an admirable 
paper on "English Landladies,” by Mrs. M. E. 
W. Sherwood r “The Story of the Lightning,” a

family ar- 
all in high spirits, the children in a perfect i

ful magic ol the music.
Nicolo continued practicing until his eye-

watch the result of his strategy. The boy 
descending, observed the dog, and then the fun 
commenced ; be whistled, coaxed, threatened 
invariably, the animal never moving and final
ly the youth, accepting the inevitable settled 
down to passing the night in the tree. After 
some hours had passed wearily enough to the 
lad, morning dawned, and the proprietor of 
the tree coming from the house, asked him how 
he came t> be in the tree, to which the boy 
answered that he took to it to save himself 
from the dog. who had chased him quite a 
distance. It isn’t healthy for a smaller boy 
to s y stuffed dug to that youth now.

A Hamilton wood sawyer, while walking along 
the street, received a severe blow in the face 
from a swallow. “Swallows” injure plenty of 
people.

lids closed in sleep, and not until the sun shoneof excitement over Aunty Maud’s marriage. at their message. Even the flowers sceme.”- 
nod their hall opened corallas, and the,2 
ing priest paused in his devotions to r seer 
the musie’s diviner poser. ‘ a / 9 - - to

On the morrow the red rays of the ,„
across a sleep mg child. Mill cl.apinz .. fell/ 
ved instrument, ou cords of ".nich 1. del 
spider ! . w A, y a dead 
Pagahuu’” of this tile rosmance is Narh

From THE ALDINE for S’ptember.

Science is the trunk of , migh y tree ne 
roots of which penetrate into the unknown, at. 
the branches flourish in th , useful arts.

Every 
ration 
cheon

into his eyes did he awake from his sound 
slumbers. He arose, and replaced his mute, 
still sleeping companion carefully upon the 
vine l-aves.

Every time that be laid aside bis violin, 
when inspiration or strength failed, be sank 
into his habitual morbid revery. The absence 
of the spider increased this feeling of solitude, 
for he was attached to the creature with all 
the passion of a fervent and unhappy dispo
sition. His father was a hard and relentless 
master —his dead mother he only dimly re- 
membered as having smiled upon him with 
in ffable sweetness as she sung him to sleep 
with her gentle lullaby. But that was so I

thing in the house was in a state of prepa- 
for the ceremony next day ; so after lun-

took Miss Gray up to my room to showpoem by Edgar Fawcett; "Theresa and Her
Lovers,” by Frances Lee ; an interesting account her my wedding present* and exhibit my trous- 

— — scau,” ike the silly, excited child I was. I friedof “The Women of Schorndorf : ′ “The Discon- seau.
wedding dress, too, with its shining satin 
and looking at myself in the mirror, I could

tented Sister," a poem by Helen Barron Bostwick ; on 22 
a lengthy article on Frans List, by Elsie Polko ; ilolds i 
a charming account of St. Martin’s Day, a child- scarcely believe that the face peeping from be- 
ren’s festival, by C. W. Conant; "Voices of the ngath he mist-like lace veil and delicate wreath

Night," by Jenny Burr; "Monsieur Le Blane," 
by Mr*. George Bartlett; "At the Tomb,” by 
Solis C. R Dorr; and Lincoln Cathedral, by Fol- 
der Walker. The Editorial articles upon music,

be mist-like lace veil and delicate wreath
was Line, it looked so flushed and radiant with 
happiness. Miss Gray, in her quiet, gentle way.
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