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ROSEY, DEAR.

Dr. Johnson was very scvere on the quandum poets
of hisday. Our recders will nothave forgotten theso
cclebrated Hnes descriptivo of tho majority of tho pro-
ductivns of that class of liopeful aspirantas
“\With my bat upon 1y head I watked along tho

Strand,
And thero I met another man with Aés hat In his
hand.””

Wo wonder whattho worthy doctor would have
thought of tho following brilliant productjon had he
Ueen favoured with it

Rosey, dear, for you I am pining,
Sure, my poor heart is worn away;

All day, love, for you I am whiniug,
In sorrow oll night I decay.

Al! when you aro gay, I am sighing,
Small wonder you no'er think of mno;
I'ma moping about slowly dying,

love, his salary was small, his position uncertain,
and e 31 from the train of tho Leiress’s follow-
ez, proud and honourable cnough fo shrink
from tho appearanco of fortunc-hunting. The
way soon opened to amend his fortunes, A re-
sponsible position in tho Parish branch of the house
whero he was employed was soon after offered
him, and, at the end of three years passed abroad,
he returned home a member of the firm, Not a
day had passed without Minnic, his pet sister,
being called upon fora full deseription of “every-
body,” and thus he learned tho change in Helen,

11is card was takenup, and he was ghown into
the large drawing-room of the fashionable house,
where the orphan heiress resided with her aunt,
Upon the table lay the iucvitable atbum for pho-
togeaphs, which serves so well to fill up the
{edivus minutes a morning calier has to wait,
Mordaunt opened it.  Several well-known faces
uf ld friends met Lis eye, but he turped leafafter
leaf, till two pictureg, fucing cach other, arrested

While you aro so light and so free.

Ou my rivals you emile so winniug,

It makes tho blood rush to my head;
Then jealousy drives mo a sinning,

To wish you and I were both dead,

Oh! what have you done with your feeling,
For my weeping yunt haven't ancar:

To-night at your feet I am kneehing,
To-morrow you won't sce mo here,

L\:‘ould it not bo animprovement, Mr. William, to
substituto this for tho last Iine, ** To-morrow 1°'ll beon
the beor (or bier)?) .

Oh! Rosey, dear, you love another,
There’s no chanco for me, I suppose;

Then why should I trouble, or bother
My brain with a changeable rose?

V'8 your scx, 1 fear, that is killing
The poor boys, instead of diseases
To gain their affections you'ro willing,
But gain them, dear, only to tease,
WiLLIAM.
Sept. 91h, 1865.

TURNED TO ICE.

—

HE will freeze you to death,” said Minnic

Holmes, finislung an claborate description of her
friend, Miss Helen Ramsey 5 ¢ anything so cold
and still [ never saw. It issostrange, Mordaunty”

«Sostrange, that I can scarcely realise it,” said
her brother.  “She was the gayest of the gay
when I last saw her. Lo be sure, that i3 three
years ago.  What docs it mean, Minnie? Some
love story ?*

“ Nobody knows,” replied Minnie. ¢ Soon after
you left home, she went to Madeira with her
mother, who was in a consumption. In a short
time she rcturncd, bringing home only the
remains of Mrs. Ramsey. Since then she has
lived in o state of gloomy apathy. She was in-
lined to shut Lerself up entirely ; but her aunt,
after the yvar of mourning was over, iosisted
upon her resuming her place in society.  Still,
wearing heavy mourning, she looks strangely out
uf place among hier old friends, for her dress is
not more gloomy than her dark fice. She has
turned to ice.”

# Was she so fondly attached to her motler 7
inquired Mordaunt.

¢ She loved her very dearly,” replied Minnie ;
¢ but her death was not sudden.  For five years
she had been sinking slowly.”

« Strange!” said her brother,  “Poor Helen!
Do you think I had better call, Ninme 2”

¢ Certainly,” was the reply. “ She receives
visits—and you are such an old friend.”

Three ycars before, when Helen Ramsey was a
bell and beiress, winning lbearts by her beauty
and wit, and admiration by her  -alth and taste,
Mordaunt Holmes bad learned to lovo her. lle
was the cldest of nine children, and his father, a
phy<cian in full practice, had given bim cvery
adsaatage of education and position ; but when
his college course was finished, he knew that his
duty was to carn his own livelibood. No idler,
e carnestly sought employment, and becamo an
active member ofa large commercial house, Stil},
at the time he first learncd tho secret of his own

his attention. So like, yct so different! The
one, a tall, handsome brunette, standing in an
v evening dress of rich silk and lace, The heavy,
black braids interwoven with pearls, cncircled t
face full of animation and life. The large, dark
eyes, frank and fearless, shone with joyous light;
the rosy lips wero just parted in a smile,  Well
Mordauut remembered the merry pacty who
wert te *sit for portraits” when this pne was
taken; bat the companion, facing it, was new to
him. Ier heavy, black drapery shrouded her
neck aud arms.  The glossy braids were gone,
and plain bands swept tho pale checks, The
dark cyes looked forward as if the vacancy before
them was filled with haunting shadows ; and the
perfect mouth was set with stern, resolute sad-
ness, Oano ycaronly had flung its shadow be-
twween the two pictures. Ile wasstill studying th.
faces, when tho rustle of a dress beside hire made
him turn,

“1 am glad to see you, Mr. Holmes,
missed you from our circle.”

That was all : the cool yet kindly greeting of
mere acquaintanceship. Yet ber hand trembled,
and was cold asice, as he took it within bis. If his
lifo bad prid the forfeit of his Loldness, he could
not havo resisted the impulse to break the icy bar-
rier sho offered him.

Only a few words of sympathy for her loss, of
pleasure in again meeting Ler, passed his lips,
but his tone of carnest sincerity, his warm clasp
of thelittle cold hand, and his ook of sorrowful
interest spoke volumes, Perhaps she understood
him, for even more chilling was her tone in an-
swering,  In vain he tricd, through the long call,
to bring one smile to her lip, one word of cordia-
lity to bid him bope he could move her.  Each
measured word, every inflexion of the bard, cold
voice drove him despairing from the attempt,
Minuie was right. Shewas turned to ice.

At last he rose to go. Yearning with painful
interest over this broken life; longing to gather
the sad heart into the warm clasp of his love, to
comfort and love this mourner, he must bid her a
conventional adicu, take up hat and gloves, and
walk off ag coolly as if his own leart was not
aching with sympathy for ber burdencd one.
‘T'here was no belp for it, and, accepting her cold
% Good morning,” he left the room. As be stood
with the hall door open lic suddenly remembered
a message of Minnic's about some fancy bazaar,
in which she was interested, that he had promi-
sed to deliver.  Shutting the door again hastily,
he crossed the hall to arrest Miss Ramsey before
she left the drawing-room. As hoe stood in the
open doorway hesaw her; not as he had left her,
crect, and cold, Lut half lying upon the sofa, her
face buried in ber outstretched arms, her frame
shaking with sobs. Such utter prostration of
grief he had never witnessed.  Her whole figure
wag convulsed ; the little hands were clenched,
and she moaned audibly. Ilo wasa gentleman,
although a lover, and res raining tho impulse to
tbrow himself before her, and, entreather to telt
hita her sorrow, ho sofdy retraced bLis steps
through the hall and left tho house.

Mordaunt Holmes loved Helen Ramsey too
truly, too constantly, to let his one repulse dis-
courage him. Day after day he sought her, devo-
ting tho whole treasure of his beart and brain to
ber service, trying, by every tender wile to win
tho laugh 19 her lips, the fire to her cyes, fully

We have

ropaid for an cvening of striving, if but onco the
palo lips parted to smilo on him, ‘There were
hours, though rarc ones, when she threw off her
mantle of sorrow, and gave him thought fur
thought, smile fur smile, nay, sometimcs, he
almost fancicd an answering look of love fur
love. But some memory would break the spell,
and, like the Gorgon's eyes, turn her to stone
again,

At last, weary of the uncqual contest, ho risked
all, They had been trying some new music, in a
half lazy way when almost unconsciously his
fingers dropped upon the opening notes of the
ballad # Rock mo to Sleep, Mother,” A gasping
cry arrested his hand. e looked up to sco tho
still, cold faco suddenly convulsed with a horror
and misery that appatled bim. Involuntarily be
spoke,

4 Helen,” said he, “whatis it? Let mo sharo
this burden of sorrow. Ilove you,anditkillsmo
to sce you suffer go.”

% You love me?” she said, in a tone of passion-
ate grief. ¢ You would hatome if I let you see
uy beart.  But I will, I will, for this lifeis kill-
ivgme. Iam breaking my own heart, to drive
yoars away. While you come, I linger in the
light of your love, as & moth doesround the fatal
lamp, knowing it must bhight my life at last ; for
I love you, Mordaunt—loveld you more that you
80 proudly drew back from me when I was rich
and coveted ; and now, when you arer  com-
forter, and cansodelicately try to rencw .y life’s
sunshine, I still repeat, I love you. XNo, do not
take my hand, for—for—it is the band of a mus-
deress 1?

t Helen, you rave,” said he.

‘“No; Iam calm, rational,” she “oplied. ¢
Lilled my mother—my mother, for whom I would
have died. It was in Madcira, where tho soft gir
and lovely climate were restoring her life.  Sho
suffered with severe pain at times round the
heart, and the physician gave me « lotion for
external use that he warned me was poison.
Other medicine she took hourly; and one night,
wearied with long nursing, [ left the bottles on
the table ncar her to reach them without rising
from my place beside her.  While I slept—slept
with 2 mother’s life in my charge—she took
the wrong wedicine; she dicd i convulsions
beforo we could summon a doctor—the phial
pouring its puisonous contents from her clenched
band to the floor.” .

“ My poor darling!” said he,  « Oh, Helen V?
ho continued, ¢ I have no words to comfort such
sorrow. Only ITeaven can help you.”

¢ I dare not ask forgiveness, she said ; “ my sin
« istoo great.’

¢ Hush, bush ¥’ Mordaunt. # This is your ein,
Hclen, that, for an involuntary omission of duty,
you dare to question your Makers mercy and
love. Ob, my darling! seck Him for comfort.
e will lift this Leavy burden from your heart
for ever.”

¢ Oh, Mordaunt, help me I” she sobbed. “ T am
all yours ; kelp me to bear my sorrow as a Chris-
tian.”

The ice was broken. Throughout the engage-
ment, through the ycars of love that followed
the quiet wedding, it never formed again,  ‘The
carcless girlhood was gone. Theringing laugh,
the light jest, might never return to their olden
placo; but tho happy, carnest, Christian woman
lived to bless the love that first won her back to
warmth and light when ber heart was Tunsep To
IcE. M. E. C.

CoxxMoN NoT VULGAR.—Sir Walter Scott once hap-
pening to hear his daughter Anno say of something
that it was vulgar, gavo tho young lady tho following
temperate rebuke.—'* My love, you speak hko a very
young lady. Do you know, after all, the meamng of
this word vulgar? 'Tis only common. Nothing that
is common, oxcept wickednoss, can deservo to be
spoken of in & tono of contemnpt; and when you have
lived to my ycars, you will bo disposed to agreo with
mo in thanking God that nothing really worth having
or caring about n this world is uncommon.”

Do x0T ReriNe.~—Most persons will find difficalties
and hardships onough without secking them ; let them
not repiue, but take them as a part of that educational
disciplino nccoesary to fit the nmiind to arrive at its
higliest good.



