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leaving him upun the bank in a very duzed cun-
dinun,  Fecling, peihaps, vagucly, as hie stands
thero alonc, that St. Pierro has been too much
for im.  Feeling perliaps, vagudy, that o pos-
mble bfe, vatsde, and bvyoud, nud quite differ-
eat from lus own, is typind in ils waters, and
which he can no wore fuchion 1o lus Likiug than
Lio can turn their turbuleace to calm.
EsriiLr.

- —— .

R. THOMPSON'S UMBRELLA.

¢ UGUSTA, I wish you would praciise
Chopmns march. M, Thompson hhes
wusie.”

Oh! how sick | was of beanug about Mr.
Thompson! My poor aunt, sho weant it very
kindly, of ceurse, but sho litilo huew bow she
made me hato those single gentlemen whom sho
80 wished mo to pleasc. 1 ias an orplan, aad
had forty pounds » year, and my sunt's annuiy
died with her, so I suppuse her anatety to see
mo marricd was both commendablo and natural,
but to mo 1t was «ireadful.  Morcoset, perhiaps
because I was o proud girl, and perhaps, tuo,
because X was a foolish one, the mere fact of o
man, young or middle-aged—fur only the vld and
wedded wero excluded—coming to the house on
my account, made him detestable 1wy eyes, 1
should not worder if tha. were not the reasun
why I pleased none. I was said tu bo pretty—1I
may say tnat now, alas! it is so long ago—but
plaiger girls, wath no greater udvantages than I
had, went off' at a premnum ia the marriage
mm’iset, and I remained Augusta Raymond, un-
cared and unsought for. Idid not care, not I.
Lonly lamented that aunt would worry both
theso unfortunate gentlemcn and me with vain
cfforts to make them adoure e, and make me
hke them. She was my best friend, bowever, und
1loved ber dearly. Sol now sat dovsa to the
piano and played Chopin’s march, and practised
for the benefit of the desoted Mr. Thowpson, who
was to como thus evening, and who litile kaev,
poor fellow, ho Lad becen invited to spead aweek
with us for the espress purpose of fulling in love
with his second cousin s niece. I had not seen
Dnm since I was a chuld, Ho was a joung man
then, tall, duik, and grave, und already un the
road to prospertty. 1o was a rich man now—at
least, rich for such & poor girl asl was, but be
was Mr. Thompson, and 1 hated Lum, besides, he
must be ol4, quite old.

1 thought of aul these things whilst I was plag- |

1ng, and then 1 torgut them, for the divine wmusiv
boro mo away, aod music was & passion to me

en.

Wa lived in the country, and a small Lut beau-
tiful garden cnclosed by aunts cotlage. Iuwas
a low one, with broad rooms, a little dark, per-
baps, yet strangely pleasant. At least, they
scemed 80 to we. I dearly liked tho room in
which I now sat plaging. It was our best ruom,
but it was also cur situng-room. A central table
was strewn with books, some of which were dear
old friends, and otbers wero pleasant and new
acquaintances, Flower-stands, worh-baskets, and
dehighitful chnirs, chairs made to 1cad or drcam
in, added to the attractions of 1lus apartment. 1
cnjoyed 1t even as I played, but then, to bo sure,
the windows wero all open, aud ev cri une gase
me & glimpse uf the green guden with o patch
of blue sky above its nodding trecs, and the
sweet scent of the jpignonctis came inwathevery
breath of air. YWhero are you now, pleasant room
and greca garden? The ruthless hand of man
bas laid you waste, and my eyes can sce you no
more. Is thero no bomwe for lost jlaces, nodrcam-
land like the Indian s hunting-ground, where the
things that b.. 3 once heen may enjoy a shadowy
existence? Are you really forcver gone and lust,
save when you come back every timo a woman,
whose bair 18 turaing grey, bears that giand
wmournful music to which your pleasaut Lome-
liness would seem so little akin?

My dear! Mr. Thompsoni” sud my aunt's
voice, as I cloged the jnstrument. 1 turned round
and saw bim ; tall, dark, grave, very little altered,
and not at all old, Wo had cxpucted bim fur din-
ner, and ho bad come for tuncheon: I forget how
the mistake arose. Ashoopened the garden gate,
Lie met my aunt. They beard me playing, and
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~tuod by vue of tho winduws to listen. When I | could nut seo the tears which flawed dow. ny

waoed, they eatered tho 1vum, and it was then
that, as I said, I saw Lim.

Idid nut Koow it at the tme, bat T huew it
lates, Thked lum from that very mument. ! am
uot oure that cvery girl would have Liked Mr.
Thompsun. Ho was decidedly good looking, aud
he was both shrewd and pleasant; but he had o
quaint and abrupt manner, which was apt to
startle strangers. I liked itwell, however, I liked
that cceentriuty which never took lim too far,
and that slightwant of polish which gavo flavour
tocverything hiesaid or did. I liked all,cxcepting
his umbrella. Thavi detested. Itwas large, solid,
mussive, und dreadfally obtrusive, 1le bad it in
lis hand on that bright warm day, and long as
our acquaintance lasted I ncver saw Mr. Thomp-
sunt without it. Latcr, when our intimacy bad
progressed, I taxed him with this, ¢ Yes,” ho said,
good humouredly, «I confess it is my hobby. My
carlicst ambition us a boy was to po3sess an um-
Lrella, and my greatest Lappiness as a inan is to
go about with one.”

Of cuurse wo did not speah about Lis umbrella
on this the first morning we spent together. Mr.
Thompson praised my wusic, and, looking me
full in the fuce, told me I played .iivinely. He
said it without preamble, and I saw ho neant
it. My aun! was delighted, and I filt pleased,
but, somcbow or other, I also felt that Mr.
Thompson treated mo Jike a little girl; and so
be did—not mercly then, but ever afterwards,
Tiresume man’ I had thought him old beforo 1
saw Lim, and I cuald not make Lim thiok me
old now that he saw me.

Mr. Thompson did not stay a week with us,
hut a month. Ob, that happy munth, with long
golden days and delicious evenings, and meusic
aud sweet couverse! shall I ever forget it? If
the wakening was bitter, let mo remember that
the dream was very sweet.

Mr. Thompson was to leave us acxt morning,
and wo were in the garden together. I knew by
this time how I felt towards him, and, kind
thoagh he was, I doubted if be cared much for
me. And when he said, ¢ Augusia, 1 havo some-
thing to say to you,” my heart began to beat,
He used to call me Augusta now and then, hav-
ing kuown me as a cLild, but ncver had be said
it so kindly as this evening.

Ab, well! Isuppose many women have to go
turough the bitterness which came to me then.
Mr. Thompson hud met wy cousin Jessie at Mrs.
Giay's, proposed to Lier, and been accepted From
tbe mowent Lc mentioncd Jessie’s name, I knew
my fate. Without seeking it, I suppose, sho had
cver stood between me and cvery good, Sho had
Lad takcn the friendship of my best friend,
tbe llhing of my nearcst relative—I was not
really wy aunt’s nieco, only hcr late husband’s
—and uow she had forestalled mo in the love
of the only man I had cver cared for. Surely
she was not to blame in tbat, but, oh, how
bard, how very bard, it seemed to me! The
nighiingale sang in the trees above us, pure bril-
Lant stars burned Ia the sky, the garden was full
of fragrance, aud Mr. TLompson went on poas'rg
Jessic's praises in my ear. She was so handsome,
s0 bright, su genial, and go delightfully lunocent!
And what do you suppose be told rae all this
fur? Why, because hie wanted mo to go and live
with them. My aunt’s health had beea failing of
late, and ke was awaro that I knew tlio worst
migi\t soon come, so hic wanted me to be sure of
a home. I burst into tears.

“ My dear good child,” he cried, warmly, ¢ if
I were not going away, I would not bave gricved
youso. You bave, ¥ know, & true warm heart,
Your dear aunt may live for ycars, ouly, if she
should not, Jessie and [——a"

* Pray don't!" I interrupted. I could not bear
it. The more he praised me, the kinder ho was,
the wnore I wept and felt miserable. At length,
at my request, be left me. 1 grew calmer after
a while, and weat in.

* Do play Chopin's wmarch for us, my dear,”
said my aunt. Poor dwas aunt! sho wanted mo
to fascinato him to the lagt, She littlo knew that
Jessic, whew she disliked 50, had Leeu beforehand
with mo there.

I played it again. It was tho kneli of all my
hopes, A grey twilight filled the room, and they

checks, T played well, they said, and I bulew
1 did. Something from myself was in tho suus,
that cvening, and that something was very su.
rowful. Mr. Thumpson vatus and o8t by mysshey
Ibkad done, The survaut brought in the lighy,
and a lotter for wy aunt. Whilst cbe was cadiyy
it, hio said, softly:

“You will think over it.”

“Pray don't,” 1 entreated,

* But you dv not know how much I like yo,
bo insisted: ““and then you will do wy litde
heedless Jessiv good—-poor childish darling! Be
sides, I have set my Leart on something.”

This crowned all. I guessed bis meaning, ke
had a younger brother for whom he weant oy,
Ho had all Lut said so thisevening ju the gardes,
“Jt would do John, who was rather tght, all i,
good in tho world." I could not bear it. " I sy
and went up to aunt.

* “\What news, aunty?” I asked.

“ News, indeed!” shereplied, amazed “ Ther:y
Jessio going to marry my cousin, Mr. Norris, ol
coough 1o bo her father. T wonder what Lo wi,
do with tho little livt?”

There was a pause.

Mr. Thompson came forward, I did wuot dure
to look at him.

“What Jessio is that?” he asked.
not 3iss Raymond’s cousiu?"

“Yes; tho same. Do you know lher?”

“T have scen her at Mrs, Gray’s.”

He spoke very calmly. Isappose Le did na
gglicvc it. I pitied Lim: from my Leart I pitie

ira,

“ Perbaps it is ot true, aunt 2" I suid.

¢ Not truc! why she writes it to e lerself—
there’s her letter.”

1 looked at kim now. He was pale es deatl,
but very firm. Neither troubled look uor qu-
voring lip gave token of the cruel storm withia
Something now called 1ny aunt vut of the room

% Augusta, may I look atit?” he asked, glus
cing towards tho letter, which my aunt hd
handed to me.

I could not rcfuse him. 1 gave him thoe letier.
Ho read it through with the same cumposur,
then looking for his umbrella, which ke woul!
always keep in a corner of the sitting-room, k
said, very calmly:

¢ think I shall go and tako a walk.”

And be went out, and we gaw hima no more t:1
the next morning, when he left us,

My aunt was disappoiuted to find it X
Thompson had not proposed to wo after all, an
I was hurt to tho heart’s core by the coldnesso
his adicu. My valuo had gone down with ny
cousin's faithlessness; wmine had been at thebet
bat a reflected light. I was liked becanse Jess
was loved. '

She became Mrs. Norris soon after this, S
was married from my aunt’s house, out of regad
to Mr. Norris, who was related to her, and wh
disliked Mrs. Gray. * That busybody,” ho calld
her, and I am afraid she was a busybody, Jeast
was very bright, and seemed very happy. S¥
teased me unmercifully about Mr. Thompson, S
was sure, she said, he had madc love to s, ad
ghe looked at mo with crucl significanco assk
spoke. But I betrayed neither his secret ax
mine; and though she vexed me when she quizl.
him to Mr. Norris, especially about Lis umbrelly
I did keep silent.

“Tam sure ho will be married with bis ua~
brella under his arm," she said, tho cvenis
bc{zo,x;e ber own wedding. * Don’t you thit
50 !

I did not answer ker, I went out into the gt
den, and woundered how she had charmed hin
Alas! I might have wondered how, withw
seekir g ity ho had charmed me. o

Jessio's marriago was a blow to my aont.
had alwaysthought I should go off first, Shaws
also craclly disappointed by Mr. Thomps. <" &
difference, and perhaps sho guessed the meanitg
of my altercd looks. I beliove I got pale asd
thin justthen, Aodl wasalwaysplaying Chopiat
march. .

“My dear,” said my annt to me one eveaisg
‘¢33 not that very mournful ?%

«X liko it, aunt,” T replied, but I resolred&
play it no more,
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