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AN AVVT7M noua,
Oold blows the. Autumu wlud sud drear,

Proe ent the. lwerlugr west ;
Low wall tb. crlusoned louves sud oser.

As If they lou«ed for reut.

Upon my heurt tbhe seemn te fal
And stay Ias ioyfu tone,

Awaksung thore a plaintive oel-
The ocho ef thoir ewn.

0 foroot le-aves, trois yonder tres
Yon'rs borne on languld wing.

Nor beur wltblu tbe waadsrlag brosse
One whisper of the Sprlng.

Whlle far beyoud the. sky's darit oloud,
1 knew the Mars abîme cîsar,

And that beueath the Autuma sbroud
Awalte the. future ysar.

(Prom eh. Ge-rMa, of &chulze.>

When the evening giew la dylug,
Ris. th. moon and stars on higb,
Wheu lhs stars sud moon are fading,
Stops lh. sun int the sky.

lu the hssvens' orimion gliry,
lu the. &un'$ Illuming glane,
lu the moon and ail the. pianota,
eee 1 but thy oountenauee.

Other formes may poe beforo mie,
Noue I seem te heed but turne,
From sar I feel tiiy oemlug,
As If thy thoughl called tu mine.

Y.t whsn thon art by me slttng-
'£hon, tudoed, 1 uethlg se.,
For my oves o'srflow wlth woeplng,
Joy aud pain eomo ove? me.

Ah. I wlsh net te forget thes,
Cruel though the. momory b.,
Evor art thon near my spirit.
Theugi forever far from me.

GowÂi LEA.

COUSIN GEORGE.
A WOMAN'S STORY.

Tht. momng 1 have been, as usual with me
whén the westher t. fine, idling away an heur in
the pretty gardon that surrounda our cottage
home on Lake Ontario. It t. the bonny spring
tiie ; the air t. deliciously cool ; the early
lloivors are fragrance itself ; the waters of the
lake shine brightiy through the trees, and ahI the
scene i. eaco. How in it that at moments when
thee ifuences are sreund us the memory is se
very active, and trains of recollection pas b.
fore our mental vision as if revived realitiest
The shap of a bough, the shadow of a paaing
cloud, arve ail, the scent of a flower, carnes us
back tbmongh the stery of our lives. I know
that in this matter I am but repeating the
experience of ment of us ; but the subject i.
curious and suggestive. Weli, on this particu-
lar moîning my senses are, I suppose, unusually
acute, and, stirred by I know net what, I seemn
te paa' through nome episodes of may life, the
recehlection of which 1 would tain avoid. The
ghosts of the past are around me again, and re-
fuse te b. exoreit-ed by the more efflort of my' will.
The best way, they ay, t., under such cireurs-
stances, te accept the situation, and, that this
may ho effected cheerfully, te write the story
down and have don. with it. 1 will do se.

lu thie old cottage, thon, I, the only chiid and
daughter of a well-te-do farmer first saw the
light. My father and mother were plain pepple,
and content with the moderato ploasures which
their home and the iocality previded. Every-
thing about the place was substantial and good.
Show they cared little for, and I tbînk I was
pretty much of the same disposition, as muo as
I begunt te reasen at ail upon the small intrinsic
value of much that se many highly prizo. At
ail events, my training was one of induatry at
my bassons, industry ut my househeld duties,ý
and, indeed, iudustry in ail thingi,. And 1 was
sutisfied, nay, more, happy. My mother-dear,
good mther-and I, loved each othor with as
much confidence as affection, and I was s fend of
father sehe was of hie little Mary, grave as ho
was, us a rule, though neyer te me.

Net far from our homestead wus that owned
by my mothem's brother, aise a fsrmer, where he
and hie wife snd their only sou George lived.
GWeîge wu. but a little boy wheu my narrative
t comme*nces, sud 1 but. a liftte grirl; a knd asQ the

Mpoke eut, sud teîd me thât ho loved me. It
was one evening-the next day ho wus te retuin
tce llege for the hat time. W e were walking
slowly along the hanke of s little streama near
the bouse, my baud in hie. The golden sunset
wue foding rapidly, loaving faint reflections upn
the pink and violet cloud-flecked sky. uTbe
birds had gene homo, only a softly-twittered
goed.night seuuding now and thon fromn the
leafy coverts. AUl was so still as te b. almeet
oppressive. We bsd not epokon for several min-
utes, and I had a growing sens. of something
coming.

"Mary," said ho at lest, -1I wonder hew
muchi jeu reaily cure for me 1'

"lWhist s question, George,," I answered.
"0Yen kuew we bave alwaye been very dear te
eacb other."

14Yos, but that is net whst I mesu. I arn
geing away to-morrow. I amn almeet s man,
and seen shall b.eue quite. Yen have been
in my theughts aIl the time I bave beon ab-
sent from yeu. Your presence bas exiated
with me in the clasa-reemesud the lecture -hall
sud in my solitary walks, and even my dreams
were censtantly of yen. Mary, wben we were
cbuîdren we leved ase children do. Now it t.
diffoent. I love yeunouw, poSonstely, with
my whole hoart, sud 1 feel as if my wholo
future depends n oun e. Speak te me,
deareet, will yen net t"

I wus glad, oh, how glsd 1 Now 1 understoed
myseîf. Hsd ho net known ail the while what
I now know, that ISwas whotly hie t Did ho net
know that he was my hope, My love, My aIl t
Thas pf tpars tbat wore tresmiug down my

fac a f ifed t o heneeded ne words, sud
with that moment a uew life began for beth of
us. Oh, yos I we exchanged vows of censtancy,
of course, sud in my heurt of hearta I rogistered
a vow that, whatever came, I would b. faithful
uute deathi. Trials, misfortunes, nothing on
esrth should shako my loyslty te thie my firet
sud ouly love. Hew leng we talked tegether
after this I canet tell, but the lampe weme
lighted when wo entered my home, sud faced
the four dear eues waiting for us. Tes wa soson
ever, myself in s flurnied etate that sujected the
old china cupe te mauy a uarrow escape, sud
mode fathor say, with a twinkle in hie oye :
IlWhy, whst's the matter, Mary!1 Yen seom
etmurk comical to-night." Mother aaîd nethingo,
but smiled te hersef in a quiet way that mnade
eue foot worse stilh. I was thsukfut when the
meal was over sud I ceuld settle down in a cor-
ner with my sewing, sud stiil more se whon oui
gueste departed sud I wus at liberty te eeek my
chamber for the night.

Net te sleep, bowover, just yet, for I bsd
hsmdly laid my head upon the pillow when
mether came te my bedaîde, sud bending ber
kiud face down with s tender kies, wbispered te
me t etol hem ail. Witb my arme about hem
nock, sud my blushes hidden in bem bosom, I
sebb.d forth the happy tery, sud ber teom
mingled with mine as ehe prsyed God te blese
hier darling chihd sud hlm who wus te b ase hem
darliug son. As 1 listeued te the solemu words
a great content etolo over me, sud the future was
full of hope sud jey. Next moriug, father, tee,
hlessed me, sud, as.he folded me te bis heart,
eaid 1 sbould make s goed wifo, for 1 hod been
thie best of dsughtere. 1"4But," ho added,
Ilthere is plenty of time. George muet have
ebown bimeelf wortby before ho cau have my
bonnie girl. I learu from Elisha (that wue
George's father> that ho dose net wsnt te ho a
fermer, but te enter mercantile, or other buai-
nos., in Toronto. Well, I have ne particular
objection, though 1Ilmi*ht have wisbed other-
wt.e. Hie education wil havoben s good oee;
we witl give hlm every chance. As I said be-
fore, ho muet prove himseof, ase both yeur
parents sud hie always said,, when talkiug about
yen two."

"Wby, father, hiad yen sud uncle talked
about us before t" 1 aeked,, witb blushing sur-

"Sitlny use!1 0f cure Did yen thiuk we
were ail bind t"cors

The celIege days were ever, and Georgewaa
home again. His career had flot been brilliant,
but hie said hie had worked incessantly, and if ho
had gained no honours, IlOther fellows were
the same. Where," he laughed, 114would the
value of honeurs b. if every fellow got themn, so
that it la in the very nature of thinga, and a
necesity of the case, that flot every fellow should
get them,"-a kind of logic that did flot satisfy
me; but then ho spoke with queh a breezy
cheerfuinesa, and so handsome a face wsu amil-
ing at me, that how could 1 question a word -ho
said? Let me sketch hintas tati, athletic
figure, active ase a panther; a fair complexion;
clear cut fMatures of the true Saxon snould, blue
eyeq, bright and iaugthiig; short curly hair, soft
as slk ; a voice ftit 7of musaic, now low and ten-
der and now th'Rl'n with trumpet-iike tone..

thought hm like Iereward the Saxon, or any
auch beo. And 1 was proud of him-indeed
and indeed, I w»s.

But 1 niust net linger over tht. part of my
life. It is enough te say that George s departure
for Toronto was sooià after arranged, and a va-
cancy was made for hum in the 3ommission
houa. of-& Co., where he wus to learn their
trade and the art snd mystery of tting rich.
We parted bravely as we could, with many pro-
testations and poIses te write often and
"lNover, nover forget." We should beable o
meet but seldom ; travelling in those days wse
flot wbat it is now, and "lbusiness, George,
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business," wau what father and uncle uaid te
him.

And time passed on.
I wrete often te my dear one, and hie, tbeugh

os. frequeutly te me. I had little te say in
my lettors really, but I filled them with loving
nonsense. Ho et firet usod te speak of many
things-the city, the firm, the store, bis as.o-
ciates, hie boardiug-heuse snd its peopie, snd
the few amusements, the theatre, for instance,
for which hoe found time. They were ploasant
letters. and I used te think, frem whist I had
read of publisbed correspondence, net without a
certain degree of literary menit. It was net
long, however, before a change of toue, that I
cannot describe ws perceptible in them. They
were net les. effectionate, but there ws some-
thing about themi I could net fathoin. In later
times I should have called them "«fast," net, I
mean, directly, or in formn of expression, but
instinctively 1gsthered that the social atmos-

p hors surrounding him had changed, and net
for the better. Especiaily I noed that though
at first ho used te explain what church hoe hsd
attended, what lecture heard, or what book
read, ha ceseed te sImud. te these, and spoke in-
stead of pleasure excursions, young men's parties,
sud varions amusements that were certainly net
in vogue in our quiet neighhourhoed. Puzzlod,
though we were, we ail lookod forward with great
expectation te bis first visit, I moat of ail, s
wus natural.

Among the persona mentionod in George's
lettera now sud thon, wue s Robert'Seymour, a
clerk in the ame store, s feilow-bearder, sud
apparently s frequent cempanien, thongh, as
George wrote, hoe wasnet the hrightest, élevor-
est, or livelieet porson te "Iget alonq with." I
could disceru in the chance allusions te Mr.
Seymour thaT, the latter had impressed him with
a feelin.g of respect. " Bob would net go with
us," ho said in eue of hi. lettems, "suad wheu I
got home at twe o'clock in the morning bis

nilmu hiz made-me laugh, though 1 must own
I felt aihmed of myself." On othor occasions
hiesserious friend sppeared te have sdmonished
hlm, net altegether te bis gratification. I ofteu
caught myseti woudering what sort of porion
tht. Robert ws. That hoe wu a true and sen-
sible friend, at ail evente, 1 ws sure; snd I
louged for an epportunity te question him. about
oui darling. It came in due course, for, on a
hint 1 gave, George invited him, te join him on
hie first visit since hoe had been away-a long
six menthe.

The expected day came at hast, snd 1 was up
with the sun and merry s a lark. There were
three heurs te wait-the stage would ho in hy
two in the afternoon, but my festive prepar.
atiens were complete by ton o'clock in the fore-
noon. There were flowers festoened in the par-
leur, sud indeed ail over the bouse. I had
mode elaherate devices in the way of pastry and
sweets, and as te my personal adomumets-
well, i. net .a ittie vanity naturel te yeuth?1
Oh, the tedieus heure of waitiniz; oh, the beat-
ing of my heurt when the distant sound of
wheels and hoofs grew nearer sud noaror, until,
turning a corner of tke read, the stage was in
sight, sud I 8aw hum waving hie haudkerchief
s if hoe had gene frauticl I pas. over the joy
of that meeting, the haudshsking sud kisses,
the tempeet of affection at which a tali, grave
young man w.. gazing sileutly. Thon wo sud-
denly remembered hi. existence, sud in hearty
fashion mode bim truly welceme. I see him
now as 1 saw him. then. Abovo the average
heigbt, sud of dignified carniage. Hie ceunten-
suce 1 bave said was grave. The word is hardly
the night eue, for thore wue net a particle of
steness in the dark-cemplexiomed face sud
deep brown eyes that were turued teward me.
The expresson rather wue eue of a capacity for
affection tee deep for mirtb, having a serions-
nous aIl its own that attrsctod me irrest.tibly
though 1 could net tell why. He sud George
seemed te b. close fnieudesud I was glsd of it,
epcishly s romn the meliable character which

Roet booked like psessiuglho wotild I
theught be a stmeng prillair for hLt more notable
frieud te lean upon iu case of ueed. I felt con-
fidence in hie courage sud bis judgmeut. 'I
kuew, nay feared, that George might need sncb a
mentor, for, ini spite of my love fer humi, I could
net shut my oye. te, a certain weakues.suad
thinneassof fibre-that t. the ouly way I eau
describe it-in his moral organization, sud
which, te me ut leset, became more sud more
ap peut.

The visit was te b. but for a few dsys, whicb
we ali teck came should b. well eccupiod. sud

influence in my mind which would increas in
spite of me. 1 tried ahl I could ; I prayed for
help to throw off a feeling f distrust of George,
anci a tendency te view imaet a disadvantage

~ard to moral dignit and worth when cern-
ýX oMr. Seymour.î could net help It. I

ws very miserable. I knew that I loved George
se much as ever, but alese! I could not esteem
him ase once I did. And yet if I haed been asked
te point eut what particular circumstances haed
caused this change I could not have explained
them, nor, indeed, myself.

Explained t Net thon, but soon, ah! al too
aoon. It was about five montbs afttr that
memorable visit that George's father came over
to our house one morning, ooking vory anxious,
I thought. Ho showed my father a letter, and
the immediately went out together. What
coldb. the matter ? I haed a presentiment of
ovil at once, and that in connection with
George. I would certainly ask, if the trutk
were flot told me at once. It was told me-I
haed ne need teasek for it. " George h.. been

writingte, hie father for money. He is in some
difficulty it seem," said my father suddenly,
ase we sat by the fire that evening. IfThere is
soniething more 1 foar that ho keepe back."

,IlDoes he give any ressent1 Ho waa wel
provided with funds," said my mother.

4- No; but we shail soon know," ws the rp-
ply, given in a tone that seemed te forbid fur-
ther conversation on the aubjeet, which ws
dropped, though each of un wus tortured by it
evidently.

Somehow, I wsnet surprised, though my
heart ached with an undefinod pain, a strange
dread. However, nothing more was said, and I
suppose the tnoney was sent ; indeed I kuow it
was. Net long afterwards a startling thing
happened. A neighbeur of ours who went occa.
sionally te Toronto on business called, I fancy
at my mother's request, at the store of Mt-ssrs.

-te, inquire for George, who, te hie great
surprise, wsnet there, nor haed beon for the
pat twe months ! Aaking the reason, ho wue
told that the flrm knew of none ; he had simply
absented himself and they knew nothing what-
ever of where hie wae or what he w.. doing.
They hied sent te hie boarding-house-he haed left
there in debt. Net even Robert Seymour had been
able te, find him, and there wse ne due to what
had become a most painful mystery which ho
had nover ceaàed trying te unravel, but shrank
from writing about, hoping as e hoad for igfht
day after day. This wse terrible news for alof

us at heme, and anxieus were the consultations
thereon. The ultimate resuit was that Georgeos
father set eut himself te try and diecover what
wse amies. Ho ws away ever a week, and
when ho returned, alone, looked ten years older
at leset.

Ho had found hie son, who haed broken loose
from ail restraint and jeined the seciety ef a
set ef dissipated young mon, who lived upon
their wits, if living by fraud and violence could
be se described. "I den't think hoe is a party
te their trimes," said the old man in a broken
voice. "Ibut they fascinated him by what ho
thought geod-fellowship, their gaiety and ap-
parently merry hife."

" fHad hoe ne excuse te offer ?" asked my fa-
ther.

«IlNone. Ho professed great rnitence, hew.
ever; said ho thought ho muet avo been mad,
and promidod amendmeut. Ho even wont with
me to eiMesrs. - who, Ged hblsa them 1
toek him back fer eue more trial. Ho asaured
me, further, upon hie boueur, that ho would ah-
ways be Open with Mr. Seymour, whe on his
part pledgd himself te look after him, and re-
port te me faithfully. But 1 fear, yes Mary
dear, I shndder at, what may yet b. in stere
for him and al eof us."

Bitter thoughts by day, and through long,
sleepless nights henceforth for me. My idel
was shuttered and lay in the dust. I have heard
and read eften of homes desolated, of hearts
broken, of utter mimery, begun just in this way.
The self-confident man, the pleasant fellow,
wrecked by hie own popularity ; small indul-
gences leading hitn seun te excesa, and finalty
the human being, hem te responsibitity, tmuted
by his Maker with mauy talents, losing the
very semblance ef manhood, and draggiug al
who clung te, hin into the mire. Stili I hoped
and prayed for the best. Surely, the brîght
youth te whoxn I had giveu My heart wse net
destined fur a fate tike this 1 Surely hi. peni-
tente muet bo sincere, hie reselution, steadiast 1
(led grant they might ! And, truly, there was
a gleam of hope, for he wrote severai times


