
TRE RURAL CANADIAN.

HOME CERCLE.
A4 LOVER SONG T(% A JJ'IPE.

r ~ Vehave been touers for forty yearg ;
0, dear lopokit, faded and! worti %vitli totra,
'«lat an eloqtment story of love yo tll !
Your roses arc dend, yet 1 lovre ye, %vell t

0, pale brow. slirined in aoft. Pilvery bair
Crowned with hjif'8 sorrow and flured with ente,
Lét ine roaci by the liglit of tho stars abovo
Thoso, dear, dear recorda of lithdul love. ti

Y. bave ehed snich joy on its who ny a
That 1 cammuot think ye are dimt to ditv.

%Vorn litlo bands ilnt. hiave toilocl so long,
Patient and toving, and brave and strong;
Ye wiIl never tire, y: will nover resI.
Until yen are croased oit my dairliig's breast.

0. warm heart, throbhing so clo:;o to minet1
Time only strengthens suds love as thine.
Andi proves that the lholiest love doîli last
'Wheon suintnr and beçtuty anti yotls are past.

AdIMOST.

A little IlSitting reoom," furnished as timeso
reoons are in most American ceuntry places. lu
one rocking-chair est a man of fifty, sawimig hlm .

Sself backward and forward. In the otber a
w omen, Somo five years younger, darnixig stock-
ing8 oni a mock orange.

Some one tau down tho staire, wbicli led frem
tIhe room above, and burstimg open the dooer at
their foot, launchied lierself ixito the rooni with a
juxip timat mnade tie fler shako. A bouucing
girl, with higli colour simd a wiaiet that told of
good health-a pretty girl, fuit of life and morri-
mnent.

She 'ivore a briglit ninelin dress aud baad pleuty
of rîbbon at ber waist, in ber liair and about lier
throat, aud sIc carried lier bat in bier band ana

4crosFed the rooni witiiont a pause until her baud
was on thoc or-latch. Then:

"Hello, tbore, Sylvia," cricd tIe Maxi in the
rockiug.dhair. "Wýherp are yen going te ?"

«« "bes, where be yen flyin' this time e' ciglit?2
eehoed tue woman.

IlJust a step," rcplied the girl.
"9But where ? " repeated tIme mani, sternly.

* "Te fessic Sritli'8, fathier," answered the girl,
*looking down at the floor.

de Vbat for?2" askcd the woman.
,(To practiso for the choir next Sinany, mother,"

rsaid Lhe girl.
"weil,- said tIc mother, "lyeti km go, thoni."

:: Only hoe home hy toit o'clock," said tlîe fathor.
de es, sir, I will," replied Sylvia, ana opeucd

the door sud sped away ; but once eut of resdli
cf any cye that miglît have foilowedl lier froni the
door, she turxicd back upon tho patli she Lad

cf en crosse. tlie rond, aud in the aeep shadow
oftroc ana rock and bush passed her own

home againu; tho shadows of her parents in their
rocking chairt waving be anid fro upon the blinds
giving bier a little qualmn of terrer; ana, turning
ie a green lane, w'ihl ledt cburdbwara, hoard a

low whistle, gave a littie chirp in ans wer, and in a
moment more was clasp,-d lin some ene'e arme.

"4Yen are liere," saisI a voico in lier car. I
began to beliove thoso twe dragons at home Lad
locked yoU up for the xiigbt. How laie yen are,
dearest i -

ciYen muet net spoak se cf my father and
mother, Frank," eaid Sylvia; andI reaily I lied se
mach be do i could flot get off before-the dishes

"b es, I l<now, ail sorte ofhfonsebold drndgcry,'
said the young maxi wbose wliole drees anid mon-
ners betokened him a maxi of fashioxiable habits
anaI who wore d iamonds whicb, if they were
genuine, epohe of wealth beaides. " 1Yos, 1 quite
laudersana. Hasn' tbe olia lady more serise of
the fitng Um teoset you at, ach work ? You 1

I b

WVly yen should nover bo set at housmnaid8&
tashe. Lot mo sec tho littie white biande, dear
little bande, that miglit bo a queeu'e. It'e a
burning shamo."

4Yeu sec, ail girle do housework out bure iii
thie counitry, soid Sylvia, lookiug up into the
aye of tho mani besido ber, whoxn, evon iii the
etarliglit, one coula seo was liandsome. IlThe
richest girls do. Squiro Cauliiiower'e daugliter
often waelîes, and Miss Cunibermede, the Min-
istor's sistor, is always dusting, and- "

"lBut tliey are no example for you," said Frank
Shaw. "lMiss Catuliflower ie a groat, fat, coarse,
youtig Vercon, ana INEs Ctiniberinedo very ex-
cellent, no dloubt, but offly a prini aId niaid, and
au ugiy eue0. And You, Sylvia, iniiht ho a
princess. Yeti are ixo more lilie the other girls
lu Dingleberry than poreiain is likc dlay."

Sylvia bhîshed with pleasure and iiatteredl
vauity. site a aiways tboughit Miss cauli-
flower a hiandeome, showy girl, and as "lthe
Squire's daugliter " a very handsonie, aristocratie
persona'go ; wihilo Miss Ctumbermedo, whoso thick
biack eilks rnatledl se grandly as elie passed Up tho
churcli aisle, if net so young s sho liadt been, badl
always scemed b lier remarkably ladylikze anid
ploasant.

And now to bo bld that shc oxcelledl theni both
îîotoniy in beauty but gentility, was deliglitfül.

git's a shaîne," repeatcd the yûuxig mani.
ccBut yeti se0 your parente don't know your value.
If I liait net Conte bore, I suppose they wouid bave
inarriedl yen te that rustie with the iil-tempered
coutitenance. \Xhat je bis namne, Silo Patch ?
Axid yen woid have waslied dishies aud millccd
covs fer liii for tho test of your life. A pretty
fate that for you."

441 tbink yen mean Silas Parisb," said Sylvia.
"And really lie is not aiways se ill-tempered

looking. Yu sec, lho didn't like '

tgOh, jealous of mol1" said the yeung maxi.
"But lie was to bc your fate, 1 thixik. Patchixig

bis kuncs would have boe part of your vocationi.
Ho bail patches on both, if 1'm net mistakiex, when
we met himi in the woods that day."

<' But those wove wiorkixig ciothes, said Sylvin.
Ho does dressevieil on Stuîdays. Arid ne won-

der hoe was angry. Ho usedl te corne and se me
very often, axud-"

"lJust as i Baia, i sec,,, raid tho youxig maxi.
,"Veli, you'vo donc witli hlm, and you'l have
donc witli ail this soon, if yen choose. You have
enly te say the word, and we are off for New
Yorkz; after that for London, Paris, Viexina; and
wherever yen go yon'Jl hoe the sweetest, and
pretticet, and jollicet girl te ho secu."

"O Franki," cried the girl, 'lhow perfectly
splendid!i If oniy father and mother would con-'
snt-"'

IlThat'e net likely," answered the youxig mnu.
"I tlink what your respected father bold me

when ho last saw me wae that ho didn't want city
chaps ho knew notbing about bangiug around bis
danghiter. No, my love; yen sud 1 muet rua
away. Aftor that we'll talk te the oldgentleman",

"1But mother?2" sighcd Sylvia.
"iMothers always forgive," said ber lover.
Ityet seemeacd bher that even if Site were fer-

given afterwards, sbe could net tako se terrible a
step as te run away. and vet how coula slxe giva
Up ber love 2 This wonaerful creature whio had
seemed aimo8t a visitor from another werld whcn
hoe first dawned upon lier siglit i Ho know ber
heart anad played bis carde accordingiy.

"lSylvia,"1 ho said, ne the voice of a dlock near
hy warned the girl that it was time te go borne;
",Sylvia, darliug, the time bas corne whcn yen
muet decide betwcen two conreeg. We must part
forever or yen muest bo féroyer mine. I leave
this place forever nexi; Thuraday night. WilI
yen go with me ?"I

1Oh, Frank, panted Sylvia, "lOh, Frank, bow
eau Igo? Perhalia fallier svolld give nie Le youif
yen wont and asked himii, aud people will talk 80 ifI1
mni away, ansI it 'iould hu o e mmdi iicer te have
a wodding in churob, sud a brido3maid. 1
promniscd BeBsie slic ehould stand up witlî tue,
sud -$

IlYeu Seo Yen (101't love nme. Yeu Caro more
for what people eay," saisI Frank.

IOh, Frammk-," cried Sylvia, buratiug iute teare,
"Cnîî't yen sc lîow dIreadIfnlly wvorried 1 amn?"

Amd thmon Came hisses ansI flattory, ansI the girl
prenujeed te leave borne with Frank Shmaw at nino
o'cloek oi the ucxt Tlmursday night.

It was the heur for tho last train ; toe could
ho îîo effective ptirsuit until LIe ne\t inornung,
liud-

"lTmon yen will be mine forever, Sylvift, saisI
Frank.

Se the girl loft lier lover ansI tan home, as yot
net bolsI emieugl ta bravo a little scolding. But
suce wias net seoldied.

"lYen forgot we bmail prayers at ton, didn't yen,
Sylvia?2" asked te fath or.

IlWeil, practisiug hîynins does nmnke tmo time
fly," saisI the mother, snd Sylvia's lîeart Llîrobbed
rcmnorsfm']ly.

Uttcrly under LIe power of bier foolieli fancy
for titis etramîger, as lie 'vas, Sylvia 'ivas very un.
happy mis LIme days wiore on. A decently brouglît.
up girl of time olsI Ptiritan stock doos not limbe
kindly te the breaking of laws. It -cas delighthil
te thiuli of heing Frank Sliaw's wife aud living in
eleganco ever aftor :but siewoiuld greatly bave
prelerred te enter that blissful state tlmrougli the
regular gateway of a niarriago iii cimurdl with a
fle eilk dress, bier motmer aud father presexit andI

ber friemîds looking on. Once or twie lier hcart
alrnost filed bier'; but Tlmursdlay cveniug arrived,
anI lIme tiieught tIat lier lover wouldl bc 'vaiting
lu thc lane for ber iasI tIme olsI magmietie influence.
She muet go te him, and once witî hiii she muEl1
do0 as lie willed.

Love axid imexperience blinded ber oyce. She
bclioved bun a wiouderfnli being andI an c.:ýegsut
gentlemaRn, whcu, in fact, lie was a mn of less
than ordinary mina andI vmlgarly ostentations
manners. Hie big ring and pi, bie dangling
cliain and senis, bis strxt, bis braud-new clothes,
ail impose upomi lier. The mn wias ne more
genuine tîman bis diamonds, but sho believed iu
boLl implicitiy.

Se Tlmursday niglt lîssI corne, and LIme littlo
valise was packcd. It iay hidden wlmero she
coula lay lier baud on it, aud Sylvia's oecs
'ivatcee the dlock, the bauds airendy pointea te
cight. The next night esite womldh net ho tîmore.

rShonld shc over sit in that Iittle room. sgain, ever
Ssc ber mother's good, faded face ; licar ber
fatmer, 'who, tiiongl Stern at Limes, really iovea
ber, as sbc kuew, ca3 bier by time pet naine ho
used te wlvien ie was bcdt pleasod. AnaI to-imugît,
in au uuwomted moment cf softness, ho ha
talion lier on bis k-nee ansI isia

ilWhy, girlie, yen arc as prctty ns your mother
usea te, ho wvhon 1 first kncw ber."

Could shc go ? Yes, sIe muet. Frank 'wouia
wait for 1er. Frank who loved ber se.

SIc had arisen andI wae about te make some
excuse for slipping eut cf Lte lieuse, lest if she
Larrieil longer thoso faces eliould wca-en bier pur.
pose, 'whcn there came a louaI knock nt the door.

" «Conte in," cried the farmer.
And in came a boad-a Ehaggy hcaa, anaI with

wild red iair, ansI bclow a wilder red chin .ecard.
ccI'm lin a pick-le, mister,"I saisI tho voico. IlI'm

a drivin' a lady up be B3unker's Tavorn, anaI Ive
get a wheel off. Ily passenger le a nxighty high
striky critter anywfay, anaI you orte hear ber
screeeh. ThaV's ber now."

"Â U righ> strauger,"ýad. liearmer; fetoli
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