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~ ~ JOHN V~OGAN.

THE PARTING.

Though silaeno and ooldeass may part as for-
ever,

Mid all the dull pain welling deep in my
heart,

I have come to tell you, at least it were well
you

And I, in forgiveulel and friendshis should

part.
That, th'ongh, cBuld I see your fair form here

befora me.

Faint sighs of the old love my face would
betray,

O(ce lavished upon you, 'tis fast drifting from

Tis wanitg a:id fatling andl pasi g away.

E',en in w, v. lJl" th wouill you inflicted is
p:ti n~tag,

A v\ice ill ti hI.art pel'ad. in soft tones for

Who w•.:ered wtil faltered; were tickle and

alteredd;

Oh! wh'y were you false when you should

hlavi i,,ei to:e ,

I iov,d yop too well, and too well did you

i dirank t.ee., the fri.'lndhip my vision had

Tl'at fiie•AsHip youi pliglhtedl, that friendship

yo , ,lihte l ;
Tihe prize v :: tcrth' nothing when h 14 in

tie hmi.d.

Mv faith. as :a st:ve mad.- its own early grave,

Altio,;gh you once fearedl would I be ever

The vow, t'aIt wr . er: speii 1,y you have 1ean

brokeu
From tfirst t,, . Li-t. I wa: '. :ihfal t, ; ,..

NI :;:ile hay I 'i . ' .I 1;..i have.l I \evercl;

If faili .s I i:.1. , -y we.'t well known t.

'T h love . o, " , "l -"t r.it 1 ":" l t, :

\. , t v , r 1 , , h e . ". , fai t;. .,t f l t o y ,'

'You :,'ib. te i. : ell. l., not ,roffera reason ;

I spare yoi t
t
, p ot, of tha : unl a4" it

it;,k,

V . .. ,Iro ni t . . . ' Is , "n I 'e" better,

it ,:h,1. . , , t i n u. : l . h a t 1 . k .

Anid 1 t ".r, mys.t-. i !::. .t w h r, yo. 1 lft

I: : t- et y,, '..a ", '" . o ,, , , 1 te li.

YF n o L.,V : youir la .,i;, I "V, t+ tut-,_ t~ bay

part,
You hange"dl it; I dild lt0. W•ail fir.ije- I

It i . :
," ., faz.; r t.11. [

laI t ltll Ili , -teh i".r ,r f. ';t'1! t,; llIile.

I-,,r ', hat -,,u on( r e r I haldl love you as

Th,,u.h wlhat 1you try now may be nothing

to nip,
iur fri:eld'.hip thoughl :;cwer can never ha

truenr:
Go--be you to th,:: what I wish you to be.

I freely and truly asnd wholly forgive yon-
No chidlings within my sal •oson shall

glow;

And. ifl lung to you. renttmber 'twas through

If weak I have been' it was you made me

so.

I bent to your power when Its spell wea upon
me,

But yon must not blame me; ah! full well
yon know

That you shoull not grieve me;denough that

you leave me,

I am what I amn; it was you made me so.

AN ANOICY WORD.

A hasty word in anger spoken

By her, moy kind new friend,

Fell hbarshly on a heart that's brokme-

That broke, buteould not bend.

An idle thing abs•may forget;
Buit I-I nIever can;

Oh! call it not a weak regret,
Nor dteemi m lheJs a man.

For what more manly than to feel

A frnenlsbip so sinoere,
That timw can never wholly heal

The wound that rankles here.

That rankles here about my heart,
And dime the snunmaer day

Until I feel how near thou art, -

A yet mo far away

Al editor lelitc,4 hol ;a coloured bIl'-
ber made a (deadiad tlf him. lie of-
fered hina the nuhal diune lor shariltg,

when the tellow Irew himself up with
totaisd-railuie pomposity, and saitd,-

" I understia d dat you isi a editor."
" Well, what of it 1" tatid we.-
" We ntteber ch:uge editowr nainh !"

" But, mny wody" friend," we couttu-
adt, * thetre are a gnd manoy editure
trimv•ling nu oal.das, and such tire-
ralify oUt yer psrt will pruve a raiuh
oust bisuse•s.'

"Obh! never mid,' remarkyl the
barber; "we make'it upef d" p, -
men9

SUNSHINE AND SHADOW. t

BY JOSIE L. THURLOW.
t

Marion Holton sat at the low par- I

lor window, watching the magniflte '• t

July sunset. A rare picture she made, ti

in her pure white dress, the swveet,

childish hace asurrounded by a wealth I

of shining curls, aul a look of perfect I

happiness in the deep, starry eyes. As

the glory of the dying day lighted her 1

fair tace, she seemedl like some bright
dream that imust, ere long, fade away,
leaving naught but a beautiful memory t
of what was now so fair:

There was another occupant in the
room; her mother was sitting by a

small work-table, ;tpparenltly absuorbtd

in hersewiig ; but there rva a tiout&i:!d

look on her usually teretle ;'ite, ;as hler

eyles wraun.lercd from her work to i."lr

daughtrs l hap;py fl .
" Marian, darlingu," she said at latst, t

" I wish to talk with von."

The youn.g girl stare rd, the crimson

deelwnitg in her cheek, theln; laughed

softly.
1" Why, nutmmta.* she said, merrily,

11 one wouldl think 1 d.d not allow you
to tal k to te only" on stat-l o':asiool+.
by the solemn way yo;tu spoke."

She went to her ;mother, and, seatiig
herself on an ottoman at her feet.

looked up. smiling, into the tellter
taice Ieldi:sg o er iher then, seteing

ti.e satdnless there, she said, gently-
1" It muist .he somethinig seris,ll,

ianllatla, tso make you look sosadly."

"It i.c setio1s, Marion, andl :ra,htilt
witht a grief I wuhtl ti:: ~:aret :;.,

were it possible. It is of Alan Chester

i wiSh- to, Speak."
'1 W hy. I;mlliinla, ;' t t itiJ .5 .t .1ll

titlie i" ;a.kt.d .si.rlioll, sit n it- /lt .
` _1li:al1 is 11t 1 Ho ). -11, il \ 1)'t, I. 11|\

(child. You 'toultl 0tei tTr i)e haipp, a:S

the il .ie ol ole thao tian ; a ltar I)l'c `t

his alntiahiood. as to aiple.rI to ne. s'treet
1ntox1t atedl."

! t l not'Vel d ,l"'c :a, . 1 ', i nl, "' Yua
hlt'e n mlla .a d ill, e' .ctl Lit' Is 1.rv'te

that degrading vice."
." M1yd :ti chial,'I, it is tI>,) trite. L :t

:isglht, :;s I i 't l lll l i:,.,as n, .' l .Ii- }

io.tt'sl, L . i t' th ir u 4ll . Ill 'l• te'\ I .| ,-

l, .uto'xicated. A, iei cal:.•c , tll4tr .hl1

1 int giart o. the stLiet ia4nl, I 4.:,t4,l

Uisitetliy see their f.iees. 1's ,o n :ih.'..

were m;ks, buIt the. outcr u..c ;t, aO
oVerico .le that tic hbal ptroWau;ly iost

inis, inll, to lt• horror, I recogniztll
Alia.I Chester.

" Are you sare. uiaiumuln f"

Mlarin s •ae' wa.is .'ule as ma ;a",ie.

" 1 shoti li not have thd you, had

there been a shadowu. of a doutot. .y13

poor child, what can I do to comfort
you " she asked, tenderly, seeing
Marion's white face.

" N.othing, mam111tta; I shall be bet-

ter alone." And she went swiftly up
to her room.

Mr. Holton was a clergyman and

Marion was his only child. Beautiful
and accoumpllshed, shl had niot been

spoiled by indulgence, and Jier mintd
was as lovely as her lace. Only at

year before, slhe hudl first met All;ai

Chester. At first ste hadl atlnired his

laughiung eyes and splendid form; but.
as she came to kILow hint better, his
nobler qualities of h.art a;, I mind hatd
won the ldelest love ol her young
heart. Atld whet,, only a few ntotihs

ago. ot.t saler the sighing elms, he
Ihadu told his love in ldeep, thrilling
tones, and asked her to be his wife,
she had thankted God, inl the lilinetss
of her heart, for o nmuch happiness.

Only two months more, and bshe wonuld
have been a bride.

Whent she reached her room, she
threw herself on a low ottoman, restedl
her head on the window-sill, and bntt

into a storm of tears. It was her first
sorrorw, and it seemed us if it was more

thatn sie could bear. By antd 1h she
, grew calmer.

"He will be here want," site thought..
S" I caunot aee him.-I caltllOt mineet hitm

.calnrl yet, and be must not see me
* thus."

She glaced Inato thie mirror, at her
pale, s fferilg face and swollen eye.

TIen abe seated herself as so-egpnt,a waiting,-dekn,and Buu wxrote a

Sfew lim., quNly aaled tbram, and

nwgtd his comng. There wee no

tears now, the storm had lassed- She LI

wondered at her own calmness.
Presently she heard him coming np t<

the walk. How well she knew that

quick, firm step 1 She heard him enter al

the parlor, and then her mother elnme

uip stairs. g
" Marton, darling," she said, tender- II

ly, "" Allan is her,; what shall 1 tell a
hilm 1" a

'" This will explain," handing her the e;
letter she had written.

- :. IT` t''i ltis.edl her tenderly to
she took the letter, and went down tot 4
tilhe parlor. She was deceived by e
Marion's caltlmees. h

Allan Chester began to wonder at it
Marion's delay. As Mi-,. Holton olen- f,
ed the door, le arose eagerly, with.a c
.,right sminle on his lips, tha;it quickly t

,naiild wheen lie saw Mrs. Ilotoin in- v
isieadt of hlis betrothed.

." lhe:re' is Marion " lie asked, anxi- r

o(luy4. " Is she ill, Mrs. tolton I" t

*' Marion is indisinOsed. and will not 1
ste you this evening" she shaid, cotdly. r

'" I think this letter will explain." 1:
Ile took the letter, bowed silently, ,

and left the house. What could it

leanu I Surely there must be some 1

iiistal;ke. 'There was n1o wa•l to accoult j
liil it. -

A short distiance from the house he

imiiet a youtig mliatt iamed Edward I

I)unireath. DIureatll had becit Allau's a
rival for Mari n's hand. and persistent- e

ly urged his suit after she had repeat-

edull toll himi it was hopeless; but

s i;t her engagemiten to Ailasi, he wdit 4

a; pare itlty r m siie1td all hope. As lie

t,:•,edl Alintut to-ligilt, lie suiled
I tri. tiamihLa tily.

" ll s he the key to this mystery, 1

wol,, i '" i:,aiti'tredl Allan. " lie took

id .. r 'ii 'h plie-as-"l ; 
p e
r'hals he is I

;it thlie Mitinit of it. Ift he .is made i

,i.•ilie for mie, let himn beware. I aut

iii;o to lie trilied with, as lie will soon

tilled out. .

Li' this time he hiad reached his

itan, aitd. liaslily lighting the gas, lie

lread ile l O.4iing "-

*" Ai.LAi. 'II ,TER:-W:e hatv met for the
last tLnel; !ieilltv.t't. yv.il ,ai d I ! aretr.L i•gerl .

Yol
, 

I,% t ,;0:.M"c:s c~ c" 1.1..t tell yol the rouslOlu

of this ; it ot. re einelltr latail Lu•g!ilt, antl you

Swel not bi at a lo s to accout• f r" it. E•-

i, •i a L'ol [ .i your inug.
Ma Luo FHLT..rx."

"' Last nlight," le ulietd, " 1 fell

aS.. ei oim the louiige, aitI did not
:.v:' k'. till late thlis iinolingi . Nothing
vta r, driniinal ii :lhait: I sh.ionil thinuk.

It i:cas elriuts,. tIiholghli, soLimetlling I

ie: er did lbeloiire. I suppose D)uireith
was at Mr. Hoittin's, distiiling pilisonI

into their iiliils, anld this is ithe iesull.
Iliere iSt Marion's laitih, : wonder I If

it is so wHaveil tg, it is best an she
t ay; we will'be strangers.

1 Meanwhile, Edward Diunreath had

entered the pleasant parlor of the par-

tounge. Mrs.' Holtonl received him
cordially, for slie aild Mrs. Duareath
had been schoolmates togethe'r, anid
I she was always glad to see her frielld's

I son. Without appearing to do so, he
i noticed Alihe was tinlnanlly sail, aid he
I thought he could guest the cause; biut

SIoe meant to know it, before he took
his departure.

" Is Mliss Mal'iOi at home 1" he lask.

Sed, presently.
" Sie is ;.t Ihomne, replied Mrs. HIl-

.ou, " but she is not very well this
e5efling. You mnust excuse her this
"time."
e "Certainly. But I hope she is not

4 seriously ill. I met Allan Cheater as

, I callle ip the street, so I suploe slhe
S wax too ill to awe him, anld, ot course,
I. I could not expectt to see her."

S" Thalwt dloes not neoessarily follow.'

said she. * Marion hlasl broken hLer en*

e gagielint withl Allan."
d " Inleed! I amIn glad toear it. I

it neves deemed him worthy of her," he

It said; " he isltao fond of wine."

e "I would not have lihcn 'c'd it, but

l ror the evileisme of my lln eye'," she
said. "I doln't see how we coukl ah
L hbae been, o dcteivted:"

"Oh, he's sly enough; lhwyers at

ways are. What satoldhes me.- is,

that yo ever"Mflllit him oat at all..

" *I probably ahould bot, btu'for s
accident."

It " Do you tbiak Matima would Iistem
a to p, seit man) be he asd .qer

o yeo h rk u'mrasyb i Ihrt l.-mgk it

the rebound.'" H
" They say so. and at least I can try ari

to win her love."
" You have my best wishes," said giF

she, smiling. let
Soou after, he bade Mrw. Holton MI

good-night. As he wended his way s5
homeward through the deserted streets, ha
an exultant smile wreathed his lips, cel
and lurked in the depths of his dark 'f
eyes. yo

" At last it is my turn, Allan Ches-
ter," he mattered, sneeringly. "I won- ea
der ift'you eter thtought I was tool et'
enough to yield my claim to Marion's nlo
hand, be-Case forsooth, you stood in .'a
my lpathb I have loved her too long se
for that. It was a perfect sncuese; I ev
couildn't have planned better; and if al
ten thousand obstacles stood in my be
way now, I would sweep them away I
like chaff. Sometiie, after I am umar- I
ried to Marion, I will tell Allan Chewr I
ter how I have tricked him, cunning St
lawyer though he is. How I shall glo-
ry in his misery I He will then know "
how I hate him!" And a wicked look its
shotle in his cruel eyes.

Allan made no attempt to see Mar- i,
ion. He was too proud to sue for her w
love, and, until he fathomed the muys- si
tery, he would not disturb her with he
explanations that he thought would be sa
disregarded. He kept away from so-
ciety; he would not even risk the
chance of seeing her. hi

Dunreauth, however tried to compen-
sate for Allan's delieitucy.. He was ti
ever by Marion's side anticipating her as
wishes, aund, by his delicate attentions, tt
tried to make himl If necessary to her ai
Shappineis. But he had misjujdged the to
depth of her love for Allan. She was 1
grt.teful to him tor his kin Incte, but w
he awoke no answering chord of ten- i
derness to her n-art. ta

" .Marioun, do you know how well 1 si
love you.r' he asked her, ono evening, 01
as they sat on a rustic bench iu tit a
gardlen. it

She did nuot answer, but a sad, ab- il
sent looki came into her eyes as she i
Sthought of thait other time, when Al- j,
Inu Chester had told her the same old, s
oid story. How long ago it seemed ! It
She had lived ages in the last few I
weeks. SaHe was so happy then, and 11
ilowu-would she ever know rest and g
happiness again I

Dunreath saw the look, and rightly I

interpreted it. In his heart lie cursed
Allan, lbut his voice lust none of its Ii
muinsic as he continued cahuly,- a
" Will you lie my wife, Marion• I

Your lifel shall be one of peagse andH
pilenty. You will never ktlow a wan:t
that love or wealth can procure. You
were mande tor luxury, Mariobh; a poor d

man could not make you happy;." H
Neither could a man I do not love r

make me happy. 4 do notr loe you,
Edward," she said, sadly. " It would i

be a sin to wed you."
" [ think you would learn to love

me, Marion. u8m1b tender, devofed a
love as mine, would certainly will a
response in time. Will you take time
to consider r"

"Do not urge me now," she said (
wearily. "Irave ne, and to-morowt
you can comb again." (

He took the white hands and press
Sed themn to his lips, and bade her good-
night. He was not dicoouraged, as

another man might have been, for he
t was aure he atoulld win at last.

After he had left her, Marion sat
Sawhile with her faac buried in her 1
lhands; she wodered' how she could

endure so much mtmrry. By-Arid-by
she artor, and walked slowly towards
a summerrhumse atMhebot of the gar-
den. where Alhm had -tnlid her his
I love. She had to go i ronndth'
summer boamse hetioerese•hing the en-

tralee, lnd lr hig•t foitatep made no
nt end oa the yieMldng tarf.

Neither had a itsuoent's warniny.

Iid she was starnig faee to fac with
Allsa Obeater. Hii a fo ranisati
againebthe trcnIe9 _ out on the
cear, s ,na tig b a me.' i btures
were it. fhW a i~u .but te maonm

9 sqal ge f st M, iid dvetry meeides

F. dibteA r,. .In hWegrslg tBe

Sheamt~tww 'mwrs ouid bPas do•e•.

/

He came torward, and took her in hi
arms.

"Marion, my darling, how can I
give you up t He cried. How can I
leave you t Marion, muvt I go away t
Must I leave you again u Lift your
sweet face to luine, anjd tell me what
has come between us I Have you
ceased to love we, darling t Tell me
if you have, and I will never trouble
you again."

" No, no, Allan ! Not that " she
said quickly,. "Its all these wretch.
ed, njiseriatle days, never for one mo*
uaent has m3y love wavered. Do not
.Ita;e me again Ailan. I know I de-
serve it for doubting you; but what-
ever I-have believedl in the past weeks,
whatever distrust and doubts have
been mine, they are all gone now.
Looking into your.eyes as I do now,
I know you would tnever deceive me.
I am ashamaed to think I ever believed
you could."
" What is it, darling t" he asked.

" what led you to think I was deeeiv-
itig you t"

TLien Marion told of her mother's
meeting him. escorted by two men
with masks; of all she had sumered
since, sand of her iwrf.ct. faith to his
honor now. When she fiAished, Allan
said, thoughtfully,--
"'Was your mother mire it was we t"
" She said she was, but she moul

have Been mistaken."
" Perhaps not," answere. Allan. "I

think I see through! the plot now: She
saw lay face under the full glare of
the street lamp, and there is hardly
another man in this village she would
uistake for me. 'I will tell you hat
I know alout it. That night' as I
was ~roing home from my office, I met
F'rank Graden, who ntopped ead spoke
to me, (a thing by thbeway, very un.-
sual, a:s we were not remarkably fnud
of eacti other,) and atally turned and
atwcoi nied ime home. He staid with
ame absut half an hour. While he ware.
there, I went utt of the room a me•
inent, anid, whep 1 returned, he was
just leaving theside.table on whih.
stood a pitcher of ied water. He
looked a little trilghteind and ct,nfused,
I nioticed, and wonidelad a little about
it. Ataer he was In.e, I drank a
glass of water, and it' 10ed bitter; I
thought it haodstood long in the
pitcher, acd through it out the wind-
ow. Then I felt terrible sleopy, iand
laid daown on the lounges, and nev•s
awoke till morning. 'the anext night
I came here, and, as I wIs going houm,'
I met Ewarad D)unreath, wuo lagahe4
utwkitnugly in my face. t'o more items,
and my case is cotuplete. Frank (ra-
denl is DaureLth'a must intimate friend,
and he never visited me in my own
rooms before."

"I see how it was," exclaimed Mar-
ion. " 0 Allan ! how I have wronged
you ! Can you evtr forgive met

"I do not blame you, dearest," he
said. " We have both suffered enough. .
Let us forget it, and thank God that"
our ctlond had a silver lining."

" Not a silver lining, but a golden
Sone; the purest gold, thaet will notr tarnash or (row less bright in all thde

coming years."

A MAN wrrIT TH•EI Aes--Thd
Williamsaprt, Pennsylvania," Gazette'
and Bulletin," is responalble for the
Sfollowhig :--

Among the ipaussengers mon the tnta
t bonnd InSouth last eveuning, was d maam

r born and raised in the county oefOt
r ego, Nrew York Hlsn amre ip Wilib

y Jacobs. He pride tahimeWM onthesei

I well.developed arat a.mst hbnds the,
r- aumeber extra .art .*a pl

a sovae the Sigh~ shopUi* basiA
bangs sy.pem e d.own the kbst'
can e ihaisem and loweredt at wilf. 1W

it t arter thaln the arnm ii *9-
' pet, not IpemIsses etanordinary mus.

ee, whicth he.displays whenrver ,waiton deumands it. bio I~rm" pal !!
Sthauagh a railrmd car or meetiug W
or the street wol,! olaserve slyal

e ofthi singaar egm UCa 

pecuaiar 

ft at his *Wtt

that hie has oftae ,~ ato swh be do t.Nb" xil "ft or hens

-.


