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| letters he Leld in his

{1ady who stood in the broad light of

[

[ had battled with Fate and been worsted
is prepared |

|in

Ilu»tnnnll-r.

above list ‘ papers,

v

The
the houses farther and farther apart.
| There was a faint breath of air now,
i i and she took off her bonnet, letting its
Far out there where the blue waves gather : coolness touch her face. « Such a quiet

Aad softly foam as they wash ner side, | fuce i as—the face of a oirl in i
Alois s Novwagtin barie 1 1ythie ‘ti.lCt it was—the face of a girl in its
In all her beauty, and all her pride.

Select  Porkey,

A BARK, LYING AT THE MOUTH OF
OUR HARBOUR,

the 1‘:\('0,‘
of an old wowan in its utter weariness
waters, | —weariness of life. A youthful face |
‘No voice, eave the wirds at night; ‘frnm which all youth’s brightness and |
s lill“rl\!v::\“l;l\pczmg L h'“m”"‘l freshness had been struck out,
Grow pale nBl (hAir« ;:.rmwful gight. | Something strangely fine and true in
Patient shelyeth, no hand can move her, ! the girl's nature the had inherited
A hopeless wreck on that hidden shoal, | from her father, along with the deep
4 11:?‘2‘}1:.\;: leaped o’er the gleaming | hagcl eyes, and fine reddish-brown hair
Like a thing of life, in the ocean’s roll. | that belonged to the !Bruners. He

| was of French extraction, as Nathalie’s
would show. Mrs. Bruner

was not. Mrs Brumer had been a
Dight—daughter of John Dight the|

fairness and rounded outlines,

No sound, save the lap of the restless

I

on, poor ghip, for a wild storm
gathers
And phantom forms grow out of the
rain,
Comes a ghrick from the
voice of some angel,

name

wind like the |

In angry dispute with the shoal, for ner, the poor but proud gentleman, |
)'U“] )'ﬂ“l.

could have warried] common, lmrd,!
A stillness, and then, with 1,.5.'\Hu:xing‘

fierceness,
The wind sweeps

down, while the
waves reply.

She had been very pretty ; perhaps the |
n LA : gecret lay in that, Her eyes were
i l:;‘::‘“-‘”“ vigh in this mad commo- | ,qy her hair black : her son, Nuthu-'l.

Youre froed from$he shoal, but only | lie’s only brother, had inherited the
good looks, and sowe of her hardness. |

to die.

The storm sobs away and the waters sink | She was a clever, eapable woman, and

downward; Lekino, g " ap e = ar ¢
A TRt T a the Shofs Wk tRed ithlngﬁ had )um]uru]' with her; but

find you frec; ‘lu:r husband had not lived very long to

They fasten you safe with their ropesand | enjoy them,

their hackles,

1 slowly they'll

weather to lee,

Anid rip you “"“'l Nathalie had been given to wonder
|

ately whether her life would have bheen |
| a failure if her father had lived.

Halifax, June 14 1885, E.

Tt is a sad, sad thing when a woman |

In

NATHALIE.

at twenty-two pronounces her life a
[ failure.  When the illusions, that make
youth sweet have faded away, the

ufmma VStnrg.

i|vl«u.~‘unl dreams vanished, It comes
{ to us all eooner or later in life, llxinl
| discnchantment; but to most it comes
Lndiai gradually after years bave brought
| wisdom and the soul hus learnc d tn\

The sultry Auguct day was drawing

to a close; going out in he
kind of oppressive stillucss that fore
So thought
Harris in his unpretending little office |

post-office and family groecry com

told a storm,

Vi 24 §
Postmaster | trugt in somethir

g higher and surer i
But for her to |

\ |
whom there was as yet no thought of

than eanrth can give,
bined—as he stood behind the counter | ©OMPe! sution, the coming year:stretch-
looking over, one |;)’ one, the ]:nl. t of ed out M“““y' empty of l”“u'im"
hand.

for any of

he #aid, turning

| The shadow of their coming was on
“No, No lettors
folks) Miss Bruner,"”

a flovid, smiling

vour | her face now, their chill on her heart.
' The

carth and sky was unhceded.

solomn quiet that brooded over
What

and rige of moon to

face toward the young |

were st of sun

X “to hor in hor desolation ?
the open door. A young and gracefal 'lul to her in her desolation ?

who wore A little way before her a couple of

She “ lovers stood talking over the garden

two-and-twenty,

a plain summer wuslin. had a
the girl coquettish in cheery

vibbong and white muslin apron—the

llow, clear voice, and a face that \\‘nu“""“""r
hardly pretty and yet not plain only
like the face of one who young man’s head bent down close to |
the smcoth, pink cheek, It was a
‘prt(!y 1 ‘cture enough, and Miss Bru-
ner glanced at it ag she went by with

tod the | n still, inserutable look in her eyes.

| tircd looking,

| the fight This was. Nathalie
| Braner,

| “No letters for yon,’
“Her
though,

your
added, regarding the various addresses
“Mr D.

and then passing them across

re pl'"
Was #he thinking of a time when ¢he
1 thus had

are kome nNews- |

and a book of gome | hac stood with® a lover;

{ kind | thrilled at the sound of a voice, the

for brother,!  he slowly
‘\h-uuh of a carcesing hand—when she
[ had believed in a man’s truth ?

8he did not believe in it now.

|

| Bruner :”’

throngh spectacles : Leroy
She

had come to huve small faith in any
Ho was mayer in a|eon of man,

the counter to her with heavy, deliber-

ate movements, And yet how wenk we

hurry, this steady-going old man, never | women are. How weak this woman
his | was, that a trifle like that could shake

“T'he neighbors are all well \ht-r wo |

geemed to get excited or to lose
temper., Her face regained ita listless
np your way, I suppose, Miss Natha- | quiet,
lie ?”

“Quite well, thank you,”
gwered, gathering up her parcels to go.

her eyes their weary outlook,
never changing,  Never changing until
¢he an-|by-and-by a step gounded in the road
tehind her—a man's firm  footfall on
the hard beateu path.  What was
there in that to drive all the faint
color from cheek and lip; to make her
heart stand gtill ?  Looking at her now
you would know that the step was one
¥ had listened to for a hundred
whose faintest echo she knew
by heart. But it was six months
inoe she had heard it, and another
woman listened for it now.

He had retnrned, then ? He had
anme back to his home after this long
absence!l  The conviction that it was
w0 flashed over her, and set every pulse
in her frame thrillling,

«Miss Bruner ! Nathalie 1"

She turned at that, glancing up at
the man beside her. A perfeot athlete
of a man, with a strong, masterful face,
and cyes that kept their owner’s seoret
well,

“Ope thing more, Mr Harris—a paper
of soda, please,”

It was handed down from the shelf
in & ponderous manner, as if it had
weighed a ton ivstead of a pound, Mr
Harris then eame round and followed | she
the young lady to the door, timies,

“We aro going to have a rain before
long, I think,” he remarked:  “Not
before you get home though, Miss
Nathalie,”

She made some reply in her low,
pleasant voice, and set off homewards
along the wide country vond, Tt was
getting dusk, Ohildren played about
still : ehildren from the farmhouses on
cithor side. Miss Bruner nodded to
cach group as she passed, but did not
pause on her way, for the sun was quite
down now and home a mile distant,
On, she walked, without thought or
fonr, her dog beside her.

Shio was not & heroine, this girl 1
am telling you about, Not by any
means one of those boastfully fonrloss
on who are ready to do and dare
all sorts of hazardous things, Tt was
bor nature to be strong where many
others are wonk ; and, worse for her
to be wenk where many others are
strong,  Whether this strength had
ever been tried, whether this weakness

l

“You have returned, Mr Vander-
ware 77

If he had expected scart or blush he
was disappointed; Perhags he did not
enro for those things now ?—and yet
he did all too well. Married though
he was, he would have given much to
gee her face kindle na it used to at his
coming, - There was no thought of il
in his beart, but he loved bher better
than he would ever love another, He
bent to look in her face, some sudden

wom

road became still more quit-c,lhis own as he did so making it gentle | going morning and mght ¢

almost as a woman’s, The gentleness
was in his voice, too, as he spoke.

“You are not glad to sce me as |
am to see you, Nathalie.”

“Your—family are well, I hope?”
was all she answered ; and calunly too.
She would notjsay, *Your wife.”

“Yes, quite well.” He held jher
hand longer than he need have done—
friends claim this' much, you know—
and then released it. “Let me have
these parecls,” he said, taking them
from her quite as a matter of course
in the decisive way she used to like so
well,

How tender he used to be with her
in that past time ! Somchow his pres-
ence tonight scemed to bring it all
back to her—the strong man’s protect-

farmer, How ever Louis Leroy Bru-|ing love, and all the hrightness 0("

thesa midsummer days a year ago the
sweetest of her life,Zwhen she expeoted

solfish Betsey Dight was a marvel. | to be George Vandeware's wife. She|little love!

might have been ; she would have been
his wife this night but for her mother’s
interference.  She had been . hoping
lately to forget him; she had been
striving for it. But what made this
agitation within her? Had the old
spell come upon her once more—the
She
¢he did not stay
She only knew that it
was like heaven to be with him  again,

gpell of this man’s influence ?
could not have told;
to ask herself.

And walking by his side along the road
that was familiar ground to both their
feet, she forgot reality in the bliss his
brought.  She forgot the
coldness, the estrangement, the separa-
tion and misery of the past year; she

jresence

forgot his marriage, and seemed like
the sweet girl he had known, shy and
winning, with wise and pretty eayings,
and smiles that came and went, making
of the pure, delicate fuce a churming
picture.

He stopped at the gate to bid her
good-night, not venturing to enter.
Putting down the parcels on the top of

[ the flat post, he took her hands in one

of his, and smoothed her hair with
the other.

“(lood-night, Nathalie.”

“Good night,

But she

ought to have said Mr Vandeware,

CGreorge.”

He bent down with a quick move-
kissed
{lis arms cloged about her suddenly,
and she felt herself drawn close to bis
*My little love 17

Do not condemn him utterly.

ment and her—once—twice,

breast.
For
that one mad passionate moment he
forgot that he was a married man,
forgot everything but this pale little
irl ho beld in his arms, and that he
loved her.  An instant she yiclded
herself to the close strong clasp—only
an instant; then she remembered, and
drow herselt free, The gato closed
suddenly botween them catching up
her parcels, she flew away, and he
stood alone under the elmtree. So
there was nothing for him but to go on
home, the of that
white, startled face with him for com-
l""ly ',
faintly spoken, in which he had caught
but one—sin,

“My little Nuthalie I" he murmured,
from the depths of his remorseful heart,
“Oh, what demon of anger and obstin-
acy possessed me! Curse my own
pride and folly! My true little girl
—sgho Joves me in spite of all, and my
conduet is killing her! It is hard to
remember that the two who should
bave becn the most tender with her
were the most cruel—her mother und
her promised husband I”

And while he toiled on up the hill,
beyond which lay his home—the home
where his wife awaited him, his wife
whow he had married in spite and
pussion—Nathalie lay upon the ground

taking memory

and the ccho of wome words

in the darkest shadows of the garden,
her face in the wet grass, her hands
locked together us if they would never
unclasp again.

There were guests in her mother's
house, - SBhe could hear that. The
sound of their voices came through the
open windows ;  cheerful, pleasant
voices, with now and again & burst of
laughter, Mrs Bruner’s was louder
than all, 8ho could be wo charmingly
agreeable when she chose and rhe
was good looking still with her forty.
five years. Her eyes sparkled yot;
the hair worc its bright purple black-
pess, A woman who looked well to
the ways of her housebold, und kept
up the observances of religion in her

had worked her gorrow, you shall #oo |

hy-and-by. warmth and brightuces flushing into

family. A Christian by profession,

o aek for
And yet beneath
g0 much that was good in her heart
{and in

grace from on high.

life was an underlying hardness

‘in her nature; harder was igsthsin anyl

substratum of granite.
ruler,

She wasa born
She had ruled her husband
while he lived ; she ruled her son and
daughter now, if not with a rod of iron,
at least with a sway that was well-vigh
absolute. The influence acquired over
them in childhood, she had maintained
with a firm hand ever since, She
would like thcm to be happy, but it
must be in her way. She was good in
People liked her—most
weople that is—and Roy and Nathalie

oved her.

the main.

l

Nathalie sat there etillj unhceding
the within,  Their
worde, grave or gay, had no meaning
‘tnr her. Ouvly one sentence rang in
“My
my little love!” and the
lips George Vabdeware had kissed
formed just one wild, frantic wish :
“If T could only die to-night!”

talk going on

| her ears over and over again:

Oh ! the loncly days abd nights, the
bitter pain of disappointment, the
heart-sickness, the weariness of life,
She had been through it ; had been
living in nothing else for months,
She had thought the worst was past—
that she could never suffer like that
again,  And now to find that the vie-
tory was not won after all-=that the
N‘)

wondcr that, knowing her own weak-

battle must be fought over again |

ness as she did, she should shrink from
the trial,

How the sight of George Vande-
ware's face to-night brought the old
days back—the days when she had
first known All that this life
held for her of joy or brightness lay in
that time What he had
geemed to her eyes then, like aJenight
of old, “Brave, and true, and tender.”
Her mother liked her then; she had
been gracious to him, and welcomed
him to her home, Perhaps what had
attracted Nathalie to him at first was
Not
however ;. Greorge
Vandewure’s parents were Duteh and
had settled here.

him.

a hero

nig foreign extraction, French,

a8 her father was,

He was of substance

too. He wae of noble looks; a wan
of powerful framo and will, thirty
years of his lifo and more wore gone.
He asked for Nathale in warriage, and
loved her dearly.

Then oame the explosion, Mr
Vandeware offended Mrs Bruner; and
she forbade him tho house, She told
him that he only wauted Nathulie's
woney, and otherwise insulted him.
She was & women who could sting
while ghe iosulted; none better; and
he was not one to stend it.  Nathalle,
always bending to her mother's will,
had bent then, George would have
married her in defianes, but she bowed
to the subjection of her mother,

Her mother | Recalling it now the
soul of the girl flamed into revolt.
What right had Mrs Bruner to insult
(ieorge in that way—before his very
face to? Ho was a proud man, well
Mrs Bruner kocw that, and he never
Nuthalie
o8, but she could not

to meet him,

came to herghouse again,
saw him somé
£0 out purposc Though
he asked her to again and agaio, she
wouldgot listen to his proposals to set
her mithor at defiance and murry him,
And at last he got his temper up, and
did not ask her any more.  And after
that met  him  walking and
riding with Clara Wilson, the loveliest
young widow in the county; and peo-
ple laughed and gaid her reign was
over. She knew hor dream was,  Her
brother Boyal had been away at the
time ; or perhaps—who knew =it
might have all turned out differently.
Just o week or two—looking back it
geemed to Nathalie but a day or two
—and then came the news of his mar.
vinge to Mrs Wilson, and of their de-
parture after the wedding,

And now he had come back again !
And poor Nathalic knew that they both
loved each other as passionately a8
evor, and that their lives had been
wrecked, TIn this hour, lying there in
her pain, Nathalic scemed to under-
stand it all more clearly thon she had
ever done before; shoe believed now
ghat she eeed not and ought not to
have been sacrificed ; that neither God
nor duty required it of her

“How wenk 1 was! how pitiably
wenk I’ she moaned in & sort of con-
temptuons pargion for herself, remem-

she

!

"hm'inp‘ how all her life long she had
yielded her own wiil to her mother's
Emu] finally this one bright dream of a
{happy future. All that her woman’s
heart craved of peace or joy was iu
'lthut of her own, 2
Huhlmml'u love, and pleasant dreams
i beyond it.  And aching
heart | ch, empty hands! oh, young
| face that must grow old and go down
‘,‘nt‘ last into the silence of the grave
unblest by children’s kisses!  Was
\MI‘H your mother-love, Mrs
Bruner, and your faith, George Vande
{ Then Heaven pity that one

ware ?
| whe has nothing surer to trust to,

dream—-a home

now—ol,

tender

(10 BE CONTINUED.)

Don’t.

|
‘\ Don’t snub a boy because he wears
shubby clothes. When FEdison, the
inventor of the telephone, first entered
| Boston, he wore a pair of yellow linon
breeches in the depth of winter.
l Don't snub a boy because his howe
is |>1:|il‘\ and unpretending,  Abraham
Lincoln's early home was a log cab
in.

Don't snub a boy beecause of the
ignorance of his parents.  Shakespeare,
the world’s poct, was the son of a man

who was unable to

write hig own

name,

Don't snub a boy because he chooses
an humble trade. The author of the
Pilgrim’s Progress was a tinker,

Don't snub a boy because of physical
Milton was blind.

Dow’t snub a boy beeause of dullness
in his lessons,

|

deformity,

Hogarth, the celebrated
painter and engravor, was a stupid boy
at his books.

Don’t snub a boy beeanuse he stut-
ters,  Demosthenes, the greater orator
of Grecee, cvereame o harsh and stam-
mering tongue,

Don’t snub anyone, Not alone be
eause some day they may far outstrip

|
|
|

| you in the race of Jife, but because it

is neither kind, nor right, uor Christ-
ian.

Keep on.

In the mountaioous part of North
Carolina there is a settlement of Scoteh
Highlanders, still the
Janguago and quaint customs of their
forefuthers, S —

who preserve
|
\ Dominie was
kirk for
many years, and some of his shrowd
sayings are rtill remembered,  The
old pastor once took a young member
of his church to task sharply.

“What ails ye, Donald? A twel'- 1
month ago ye were ayo keen wi' the
Sunday-school and at the prayer-meet-

n

minigter in this mountain

ing, an’ now ye scldom show yer face
at either. Yo hae given up family
prayer, an’ I mirdoubt me that yo
ead but seldom in the Holy Book.”

Donald replied, “that his heart was
unaccountably cold, that the fire and
hope of his early faith had died out.”

“Man,” said the Dominie, severely,
twhen T started to Kiroputtoch yes
terday, I heard the coach before me,
and whiles the driver blew his horn,
and -the sun was shining, it was aye
gay und enmforting, But in the after-
noon, the sun was hid an they was nae
horn.  Did I sit down on the rondside ? -
No, I knew the road to Kirnputtoch,
and T walked in it.  Ywre on the way '
to & Kirnputtoch on high, Walk iu
it.  If the sun of heaven shincs on ye,
and the angels blow their horns, weel
and good. But if not,—keep on the
road to Kirnputtoch.”

Many of us could draw strengeh and
comfort from the homely lesson of the
old Domini

A vewly-made 'Squire belongiug to
the gulf shore of Nova Scotin had a
complaint laid before him. in whioh
the plaintiff averred that he had been
assnulted by a reighbor with intent to
do bodily harm, The Maugistrate at
once issned the neccssary papers and
awaited patiently the day of trial
meanwhile oceupying his spare time
in reading up cases boaring on the.
trial,  On the arrival of the hour the
door of the best roorn was thrown open
and there sat the 'Squire bolt upright,
in the big arm-chair, and on o table
in front of him his law books open
After listening to both sides, and sponk-
ing in an assumed and dignified air,
he thus addressed the plaintff: “Don.
ald MaeCollister, stand up aod hear
your sentence. It is the shudgwent of'*
this court that you be taken from
hence and fined $2 and costs or twenty
days in Pietou shat,” and with & fear.
ful expression, he added, “and may
God have merey on your sow),"s-Frg:
Press, ‘




