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*CAND has lie left Ris birds and flowers,
And must £ call in'vain,
And through the lony, long summer hours,

" ' ' Coon!

R S T o K 1\.’i\\l b) the hr&uk wnd in the glade,
o T s . Are all vur wanderings o'er 20 70 i e
while my brotler with me pluged, & : .

Wil lie not come agnin?

! X Wonld I hud {ured hingmore I Lot Lot

Fon a \\-hllc our. herulue ﬁ.lL checrcd by: thc

vening wore away she hnmm l.o tire of her con-

; i,
feelings, and i rising she walked er, to the. win

dow, wondering whut could detain Neville so very §
long from her.
" Cuplnm Waorburton has no doubb much to
i ovcupy him 5 his thoe is not his own or he would |
; be here,” rcplu.d Mus, Bruce; “ perhaps this boul:
of prints may nmuse you till he comes”
. Kutherine again sat down und began tmhing
-uver the Jeaves with caréless uuhhnrune. 'No-
thing had power to engage her attention or b
guile her Lhuugllls-—ucry instant she lnoLLd to-
5 wards the door with n restlessness she Luul(l not
“+ conceal.  Mrs. Bruce asked her if she w ere fond
“of reading, und produced & few hooks, the conlents

- versution, w hich hud nothiag in connnnn \\'n.h her

of which told the Christian state of her own mindl, ;

. % Yes! Tum fond of reading,” replied Knthe-

purm.ulur]‘) Byrou's.”

«And were you allowed to read Lord Byron’s
works ?" asked Ms: Bruce, rather ‘sur] pl‘lhcd

u Vut oll of Lhem, though L read many more
- than ny governess knew of. "I used to hide; them
* under my pillow-—bus’ ého’ st me the” e\nmplc
* “far she always led a novel the
. efore she got up in the morning.”

* Andl to such n person was your education on-

trusted " thonght \\'rs- Bluce, as sho puzed.with’

kmd actenuonsof her amiable hu:msa' fmt s e

rine, glancing her eye aver them, “but not sudy
books as’ these. Poetry is my favorite sxud)-—'

herself, co mml

Mus, Hesavs,

" much interest on the lotel_y crenture,  * Alag !
g the resu}l. mlg‘hl. have. beerr, foreseen.”

é ln' Mr. Bru(' }\ul.herme ﬂe\\ L‘llng‘l) to
im,’ *\duunm,,“‘ Oh 1T am~
What. s detained y

ahull e go.

i

row "

her, findness to you," veplied her husband, .
vieing into the room with o ﬂuahcd nn(l vexed
counfenunee. i

" Nay ! no thanks. Most hnpp) am I to have
beenot’ the slightest use,” returned Mrs Bruee,
srossing the hand of Katherin 1 hope o
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nre qu-t people, but we are
i And she sighed,

‘persons.”.

fxedly on the beautiful ﬁ(tco“\ulhemm_ “ oarie
our ~—3" he pnused ere he finished.

ed it the instant she emered the room and I
feonred I shonld be considered rude for Suzing on
her.. We had the misfortuue to lose & very deur
and’ onl) child one year ngo,” added \Irs. Brucc

‘her is so. e\tmordmnry that I could almost l‘nnq
harstnmhng before me. “You.aren little tallor,
and pcrhﬂ.pa funer, lhnt is the only dlﬂcrenco,",.

Katherine was wuchc«l by the words and mnn
Cn ‘hcr_ lo:
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¢ ner of the bereaved nolher

¢ Captuin Warhuvt ton now cnl;rcd cenimpy, tied :
p pinied

ds .
“glad. 30\1 are’

“Yas ! w)u.hIlm\o lhm)l»ud Mrs. Sruce lor '

vill rome often to see me, ) \[l‘a. \\'urbmlon. w ol
¥ fqm_l of )oun;; :

“ \lm-\-"’ said Mr, Brace, w lio had hocn gu/mg
not you traceu likeness ‘in - Mrs, Wi urhurm" lu :

“\es my {ove!" replied his wife, ©1 l.llhcl)\ ore

10 Katherine, “ und the resemblance you henr zo
S




