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“REMEMBRANCE™

Like 2 moursful wail of music, a tender,
sad refrain,

The wemonies of other days are coming
back azam ;

Town the aides of baow ago. with 3 slow
and solems tread

Walkiee to the sacred ashes of the loved,
the lost, the dead ;

From the boried past, dead faces that
Joved with tender smiles

C. e to bless me, and caress me, in these,
memory highted aiddes

Oh, the past, the dreams of passion,
down the aises of jong age,
Clasping hands snd kssing faces that |

joved and trusted so !

Some were false. and cold, and cruel
b‘&-r-_qb-#
Siall not come to cast & shadow, shall

not come o bring & blight. -

Maay 3 whitesailed ship bas drifted
o'er the ocean far and wide,
- ninilld—,m
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I look far off across dnehhe.lwelo
mit Do tears -
ldy see the shadow of the swifily

CARNRE yeeen,
The past—ah_ ket the dread pnng
and hide the zrave with flowers!
Strensthes my basd. and nerve my heart
to mect the coming bours.

THROUGH WIND AND
RAIN,

[ el

BY MARY CECIL HAY.
(Comtimued.)

“May I hear, before I Jeliver this, of
my cousin 'Will’s health asd welfare 7
dsi&pa-'uiu,mhm
thsvazh the Squire’s and muntering
with him into the next room, Miss Ag-
ner’ letter in one hand. I didun’t pre-
wad to 2o o with my fizurés, for every
m&dyﬂylw
w1l coough whe wasmpaking My. Will's
sieemece fatal 1o the desr old bome.
From that very hour the end followed
= paturally, in spite of its mystery,
that 1 seemsed to have been expecting
% all just as it came.

That very night, when T was sitting
alne in my room, fancying the whale
bouschold was in bed, my door was
softly opened, and Miss Aznes came in
m ber white dress, far more like a ghost
than—She came in, | say, almost with-
out 2 sound, and dropped upom her
knees at my side just as she might have
done if I had boen her mother, and she
—brokenbearted. I couldn’t may a
word ; I cnly put my hands wpon her
soft dark hair, and tried to keep back
the toars; old women are so silly about

“This is good-bye,” she said present-
Iy, raising her white face; and at that
moment the steadfast light within ber
eyes was sad to see.  “Good-bye. This
ife is over for me—from to-night.”

“My dear,” I cried, as I took both.
ber chilly hands in mine, “what is that
I‘"I-ﬂl, lf-AslS' g

Hav-cenkb_

SRSl ~

" a very whisper at the last word, =0 no

wonder [ could not feel sure I bhad
beard aright. Yet mot for anything
could 1 ask her again, becanse I seem-
ed to understand it all so well, after
: these suspicions of Captain Wander's
which I had everheard. ,

“] am going—to-morrow,” she whis-
an unuitered longing in them. “I am
going because—my usele has lost—his
trust in me.
—his son's—Jife. Lruin it! . I have
an oM friead who will reccive me—I
thisk. She is poor, but I—will help
her. I—need not be—a burden,”

“Where is she, Miss Agnes 7"

Bat no. not by histing or asking, or -

mmn;z.eoddlmthamfor
mation. She would not leave me the
powerafwl'q&.’\\'ilﬂaeipm

“But tell him," very

softly, “please tell hi thiz one
thng that k-ahghue,jdul
might kneel at my own mother’s side,
I pray he will do as his father wishes.
l&lbquuehm—wamd;. His
father has been as my father, and I
have 5o word fo say to-night, or ever,
but—God bless him.”

I don’t know whether I answered at
J;I.&nqnot;bdlheﬂ:hawm]
breast and—well, never mind that,

Strug*wuy it was on the mext

morning, just before Miss Agnes left
utht Lord Luxleigh brought his

dn

He thinks I would ruin-

mmw,mam
I'guessed that both wmy master and
Captain Warder had ‘been yesterday
aware of her return. I was lingering”
with Miss Agnes in the hall—just mak-
ing tasks to keep me beside her—when
the two young ladies met. 1 was a poor
judge of course, but I did think that
the frail, sad girl, who was going alone
into the world for the sake of Mr. Will,
was far better worth his love, than the
girl who with ber foreign veice and
dress and nnw,mwnebm
what my- dear was resigning. Quite
mdythe Squire introduced his
young cousin to Miss Lnxhgh, ‘but

. som-how his voice sonnded all dliar

et
Ai!hndumlagﬁlllhe

was gone, then how thay crept by ms,
bringing us peyer the music of ;a. girl-

ish voiceand willing step : dringing us |

eves no woud:from, the outer world 0.
tell usof her... Though I -eould  sec
that the Squire missed her more than
words could say, he never even unttered
ber name. Captain Warder did wisely
not to leave him alone just then know-
mg-htth-ptymonsvwldbefor‘
him, after the bright companionship of
his adopted daughter. The intergourse
besween Luxleigh and Wesmede became
very close. Perbaps Miss Luxleigh
enjoyed the Squire’s perpetual parra-
tives of his son’s perfcetions, and per-
baps adulation of every kind was we}-
come to ber. In any case she came
very frequently to Wesmede, and so
aided Captain Warder’s attempt to keep
Mr. Capleton from being solitary.

So time weat on till Mr Will’s return.
Of course I knew nothing of what
passed between the father angd son, but
I happened to meet my young master
on the stairs justafierwards and he
pasad-emdwutiword or glance,
hxseyahnng,nﬁ his lips drawn
tizht upon his teeth. Later on when I
was tired of hearing him g to and
fro in his own roo-,(vaundo&" to,
him, to give him thé ‘welcome/T'd als
ways given in old times when he had
come from sehool or college. At first 1
thought he was going fo turm away
from me, but quite suddenly (as if be
rewembered that his-secret lay in my
keeping) he tarned and greeted me.
It was a good while, though, before 1
wrusted myself to give him Miss Agnes’
message, and almost as soon as ever I

repeated it—he, standing, in utter still-
ness to listen—the door upmed, and
Captain ‘Warder came in with his
greeting : a greeting far to loud and
cordial to be quite honest from him. -

Mr. Will looked down with silent
contemﬁ upon his cousin’s outstretched
hand, then he turned to me as if he was.
not even aware that any one else stood
there. “OM friend,” he said “I am
going away again, to fetch my cousin
Agues back to Wesmede ; so_you see
Imnstamweryonrweloomebxmoth
er good-bye.”

I was looking st.ta.lght into Captain.
Warder’s face, but I conld not find out
wheuher his surprise wasreal or feigned.
“Your father found himself deoeived
in Agnes Capleton,” he said, “and pat-
ndyhvm.oq;w to her
retarn here. eatiiv odi
uwm“ﬁugd. _my young :
mkm&wfmm*u-al
C-phmwavda'sfwe!benhﬁwm
room ? .

Mr. Wl.llhdﬂleng m&arnevmth
his fagher after that; and from what
he told me afterwards, when he came
to see if I conld; help him by the faint-
est clue to Miss Agnes’ present home,
I understood that my master had said -
if be could not return to marry Miss
Luxleigh he need mever return at all
and had strictly forbidden him to bring
Miss Agnes o Wesmede. From that
—even witheat being told—I could
guess that Captain Warder had been
present at the interview in spite of
Mr. Will’s earnest wish to see his fath-
er alone; but I did not wonder the
father should fear trusting to himself
this refgsal of his son’s anxious prayer.

Not for mounths after Mr. Will's de-
perture did the 8quire betray any sym-
toms of having taken to heart the
defeas of his scheme or the absence of
his son ; and 50 the peoplegn'tony
iedld'nAum,andthu Captain War-
der was as good as any son to him ; but
I knew better. Sometimes, wandering
to his door late in the night to be sure
that all was well, I would hear the old
man weeping like a'girl; and a year
afterwards I found those letters of Mr. .
Will's, which were mever answered,
worn to shreds, as 2 century could not
have worn them had they lain in the
Squire’s desk instead of—where they
did lie.

(Continued on Fourth page.)




