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GOOD-BYE.

Good-bye, good-bye, it is the sweetest blessing
That falls from wortal lips on Mortal ear,
“The weakness of our human love confessing,
The promise that a love more strong is near—
May God be with you !

Why do we say it when the tears are starting ?
Why must a word so sweet bring only pain ?
Qur love seems all-sufficient ti'l the parting,
And then we feel it impotent and vain—
May God be with you! i

©Oh, may e guide and hless and keep you ever,
Ile who is strong to battle with your foes ;
Whoever fails, His love can fail you never,
And all you need Ile in his wisdom knows—
May God be with you ! i
Detter that earthly presence, e'¢h 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.

(ood-bwe, good-bye, with latest brehth we say it, |
A legacy of bope, and faith, and love ;
Parting must come, we cannot long delay it,
But, one in Him, we hope to meet above,
1t God be with us,

Good-bye— 'tis all we bave for one another,
Qur love, more strong than death, is belpless
will,
For none can take the burden from his brother,

Or shicld, except by prayer, from any ill—

May God be with you !
THE ALDINE.

‘Every issue of the ALDINE is a sarprise to all
who see it, since it shows a positive growth in art,
tbeauty and literature, from month to month, as
wgratifying as it js wooderful, “Superb” is tLe only
ward which fitly characterizes the illustratious for
AbexSeptember isuve. The pictures are charming
iin design and fabltless in execution. A copy of
Wertland’s “Little Roee,” drawn by Jobn 8. Davis.
and engraved by C. Maurand, opens the current
mumber with a flash of beanty almost dazzing
#For feeling, beauty, expression, and exqnisite
inish; this picture is agual to a twenty-dollar steel
engraving. “A Storm in Utab,” by Thomas Mo-
ran, is a faithful ipt of nature, showing the
svar of the elemeats in that strange land. The en-
graviog has all the finish of a bank note. The
¢wo fygll-page pictuces in this number are “Com-
ing from the Forge,” by John 8. Davis, and “King-
ston, New York,” by Kruseman van Elten. The

THE STORY OF A DREAM.

My only sister, Edith, married when I was
scarcely six years of age. My mother died soon
after that event ; so | was left at bome with my
father and brothers. My father said I resembled
my mother, and [ think loved me better than any-
thing on earth. The boys, too, indulged we in
every whim. [ doo't think I had a wish ungrati-
fied. They said | was pretty ; and in my youth-
ful vanity I imagined myself besutiful, Ab, me!
those happy days of my bright girlbood, when I
was careless and light-hearted, dreading no evil
because knowing none, are even now a pleasant
memory to me.

My sister lived at some distance from home ;
absorbed in the cares of her family, she rarely
visited us, but [ spent nearly half my time at El-
langowan, the ndme of my brother-in-law’s place.
I was deeply attached to my sigier and her child-
ren ; and [ found a dear friend in the person of
ber 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, notwithstanding her five-and twenty jears.

I liked ber frem 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
ber carly life She recvived no letters, avoided all
society, and appeared (o have a morbid terror of
meéting strang~rs. | had a girl's curiosity ; but
Miss Gray never spoke of berself, 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
ber own griefs—and griefs | was convinced she
bad., I was determined that the owner of those
sad, browa eyes, had a history ; but my sister
laughed at what she styled my romantie notions, |
Miss Gray had come to ber highly recommended ;
sho was devoted to her little charges ; there the
interest which Edith had in her governess ended,

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

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

I looked out, and saw Rupert coming up tbej
avenue. My noble Rupert, with his happy care- |
less face

That is Rupert, Miss Gray. Have you seen bim
before ¥ Are you ill ? [ asked, for ehe trembled
like an aspen lesl,

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

About ten minutes after, I sought Rupert in
tle library. As I descended the stairs I heard!
voices ; on approaching the door | beard Rupert
say “I thought you were dead,” in low, con-
strained tones ; then | entered quickly. Rupert
stood by the window, ghastly pale ; opposite him,
a strange anguish in her solt eyes, was Mies Gray,
I went dircetly to lim. At my approach he trem
bled convulsively.

Rapert, I said, ““tell me what troubles you; I
can help you to bear it.”

Without a word, he clasped me in his arms, and
leaning his head upon wy breast, bumt iotq tears,
sobbing like a child,

“Maud, come¢ away ; this man is my husband,”
I beard Miss Gray say. - :

1ler v ice sounded like one speaking from a
dis'ance. My Rupert another woman's busband !
Was she mad ?

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

“Ileaven help me, it is true,” he moaned.

“it is not true ! Ro-

A CHILD'S LOVE.

Oun beantifal afternvon in May, s child
was wandering thoughtfully along thg lowery
banks of the Genes, his back torned to the
village, and his grave eyes fixed vacantly up-
on the blue ¢xpanse of waters, like a troubled
soul vairly secking companionship. He ap
perred to be nbout thirtven years of aze, his
face was pale and sorrowful, his eyebrows,
strongly marked, while bis dark eyes sparkled
with & weird Urilliancy which ut times had an
almost sinister expression

1o remained lost in thought som= time, bis
hend resting upon his slim, nervous band, list-
ening to the murmuring waves, as the; broke
at his feet, 2azing sadly to the dis*wnce with
unutterable longing. Saddealy the joyous
laughter of childhood broke quietly upon his
musinas ; a little girl came running across the
waving field aud threw both arms cuthusia-tis
cally absut his neck.

Ohb, yon navgkiy, naughty Nicolo; what
are you doing hera? I've been looking every
wherg for you! Uttering these ball scolding
words, sLe 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 fli'ted nc:oss the boy's face as he looked
into her lanzhing eyes; he ran his fingers
through her flossy carls, gave a sly, cautious
look around, and whi<pered :

I ran awsy trom my father, Gianetta; he
2ave me leave to rest, so i came to this lovely
place—you know how [ value my <hort liber,
ty, #nd how | adore the murmaring of incse
waves | Listen 1o their wierd music !

It is too bad of your father, sizhed the
child, to torment you with those hateful ex.
ercises ; you will die of overwork! Poor

Then, for a moment, I thought my brain wason

Niculo, #0 mother said to me, is much tvo de-

fire; I was wild with pain and passion; I could licate ; him hewitehed violin will be the deatl
not reason, [ 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 shricked aloud. fanlt I And mother is right! she added, looks

“Raupert, don" leave me! She caunot love you
asldo! Oh Rupert, it will make no difference !
I love you—I love you !”

I beard Miss Gray’s pleading voice, but I turned
rom her with loathing. Then mocking faces

1 wes twenty when | first met Rupert Gordon,
For two years Tfad reigned as a belle, and as yet
my life had never known a gricf. The first time |
looked vpon kis face, the first time 1 listened to the
persuasive music of his voice, Ilovetl bim—loved
bim with all the mad recklessness of-a headstropf
girl's first love. 1 saw that he was bandsome, and
my fahcy endowed him with a thousand heroic at-
tribotes, then I knelt and blindly worshiped my
idol, Ob, the passionate fervour, the deep, trust-
ing tenderness lavished upon that shrine ! [ could
scarcely believe in the reality of my happiness
whea be confcssed his love aud asked me to be bis
wifé—bis wife ! I would have been coutent to be
bis slave !

flated aronnd mq; Edith tearful, my father’s
grave and pitiful, the boys’ entreating ; but my na-
ture seemed changed in my despair, for I hated
them all.ficrcely ; were they not trying to separate
me {rom my idol ? A-great black veil seemed en-
veloping him, biding him from me even as I held
bim ; then the darkoess eogulfed me, and § foll
senseless to the ground. 2

For weeks | lay at the gales of death, and
through my long illness Mary Gray attended me
like a sister. When 1 regained my strength she
told me the story of her life—the romance that, as
a beedless girl, I had longed to know.

She had been governess to Rupert’s sisters
when he was almost a boy. He fincied he

ing anxiously at the young boy's woru faee.
I Do not fear for me, Gianetta, replied
'Nicolo! ¥ shali mot die yet; | mnst arow up
tobe aman! Look, bow etrong fam! Ile
drew himsell up to kis full height, his dark
tyes flashed and a smile of rare tenderness
played around his ripe hips  With his strong
arms he lified his little playmate and held her
suspended over the water for some seconds.
Sadness does not linger long in the heart of
child!  Gianetta secing him so gay, oo~
menced singicg, pausicg ever and anon for
some bit of childish gossip. Nicolo listened.
| amused, ot the artless prait'e about her flow
era, her doves, her games, and Ler dolls, and
whenever be sank into an vneonscious fit of
abstraction, Gianetta quickly brouzht him ‘to
hims If with a playful shake or tender kiss,
' The children remained on the s'rand until
{ the stars came out one after another, smiling
alike on the serious eyes of Nicolo snd the
drowsy ones of the preity $Gianetta. Then,

\
was good to him, comiog often to his room « -
listening in silent admiration to the inepirio
music of his viu“&“' But Gianetta detesi
his spider. “There is witcheralt in it!"” sb
would say, with a dainty little sbudder, snd
so the insect was never wdmitted during be
visits.. 'When his fingers grew siiff with ex
ercise, Micalo enlivened the Lours by tellin;
fairy tales, romantic adventures and his ow:
hopes for the future to his delighted little cor-
panion, who would listen without dariog to in«
terrupt, her eyes gleaming with joy, as she
pressed the [-veri<h hands of the sgitated nar-
rator, Sometimes Nicolo told her of Mozart.
who was already famous at (be tender age of
six. Oh, Gianetta! lie would exclaim, how
shall 1 seem beside bim | - And hot tears chas~
ed down his attenuated cliecks, I vain the
pitying Gisnetta tried to console him—bis was
the jealousy common ‘o genius ! P
Oue day the young musician, under the di
rection of his father, bad been performing
series of monotonous cxercises, so that his
arms seemed paralyized. Utterly worn out
be Inid side bis violin, and leaned Lis weary
liead against the window, when all of a sudden-
he hesrd a sharp ery. It was the mother of
Gianettn who called to bim. Springing up
with alacrity, he rao scross to his playmate’s
home. He found the little girl lying on her
bed, her form wern with a raging fever, her
breath coming bard and slow, and her bright
eyes looking fix-dly into space. On recog-
nizing her {riend, slhe looked at bim with &
supplicating glance. which Nicolo readily in-
terpreted.  With tears in his syes he ran
swiftly for his discarded iustrumeunt, crying as
be cams back :
My sweet little Gianetta, 1 will play a luls
laby ; it wi'l make you well again! He sut
down by her bedside, and forgetting his fa-
tigue, pluyed with all the fervor of his sul :
hin anguaish, his hope, Lis love, seemed to
breathe from the woudrous tones, and like the
voic-s of angels descendivg to earth, they
estsed with their sublime harmony the pains of
the sick child, who, at first, had listened with
wild, feverish eagorness, which gradually gave
place 10 calm repose. The restfulness of her
soul wus depicted upon her flushed cheeks,
her hittle iands were clasped peacefully, is
~h+ murmured. geatle prayers for her faithful
fiiend, who with tearful eyes and pervous
hands was trying too soothe the anguish ot
his own breaking beart as well as the paine
whictt racked the'form of his sweet little Gia-
netta. When be had finished playing, she
beld oat her thio, white band:  , . - '
Dear Nicolo, she said in a low, broken
voice, [am going to leave you. I hesr swaet
angels ealling me.  You ganpot follow me :
you must remain’ behind ; but far from this
place, you will becutne™ fandous, all the world
will sp-ak your name—oh, then, do not forget
your little Giavetta! Her head sank back
amorg the pillows, and almost without a strug-
gle the sweet eyes ciosed furever !
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