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Days thatare no More,

When many years have rolled away--
Whan we no more are young;

When many voices may repeat
The songs that we have sung;

When all thy youthful beauty pales,
Whioch time will not restore,

sSome tender thoughts may come agaln
Of days thut are no more,

The soul but slambers Lo awnks
Allke to Joy nnd pain;

And every holy thought and dreatm
Are sure Lo come againg

The youthfal heart, unmarred by can,
But dreams of days before;

The old heart lives on memories
Of days that are no more,

There Is a phantom world Lo come,
Whose gatewany s the tomb,

Where volees will be heard agnin
Beyond the bidden gloom.

Whefe shapes and shadews of the pust
Within the soul will stay

When buman hearts and human plans
Have crumbled to docay.

And then when years hage rolled away,
And we no more are young;

Whon other volees may repent
The songs that we have sung;

When heavenly sunshine on the soul
The beauty may restore,

some tender thoughis, perchance, will come
Of days that are no more.

'l‘wb Broken Promises.

FIYHE first remembrance | have of my

mother must have been when 1 was
about three years old, of romping and
«whasing butterflies through the beautiful

grounds supropnding our howe, with o

young girl, my constant companion and
playmate,

I can perfpetly remember the old nume,
who seamed to have as much care of her
as myself, trying to make me call my pretty
playmate ** Mamma,'' instead of ** Rosle,”
us 1 always did.

Of my father nothiong is clear,

Indeed, T do not remember ever having
one, uotil Twas led into the groat drawing-
room one day, and lifted up to gaze on “my
father.”

|

when General Newville wooed their daugh- |
ter, |
Al she,thio ehild wife, was happy in the |
old man's love, and  afterwimrd with ler |
Labe.
She nover had cause to regret

her mar

Pa. ! ringe, and sinterely monrned my  father's

loss,

She was only a little’ more than twonty |
whon he died, and 1 about five years okl

T was never separated from her for ome |
divy until T was eightesn.

T attended a preparatory school near home |
up to that time, and then eame the seépar-
ation. 1 was sent to college.

It wasa severs trial for me te leave her
—mother, friend, compunion, all to me. |
Often T had heard frionds laugh, and say |
something about another love coming to |
both, and separating us; that mother was |
young, and wonld surely marry sgain.

I did not feel very uneasy; for knowing
slie had beem a widow  thivteen yenrs, 1

thonght if, during that time, she had never | [ was disappointed at not being welcomed | Imagination—the brown stufll diess, the |

known love for aoy other than her boy, 1
might rest easy about the future. How-
ever, T concluded to give her & word of |
warning when parting, and received Iler|
promise.

Noy, no, my boy; do nob fear. Never will |
my heart wander frem you. And you,
Maroy, will ba constant to your mother.
We will live for ench other, and spend ouy
days here, in the old homestead, after your
college life is over."

And so pledged to cach other, [ went
away ratisfied.

At my vaeation I returned home, and
found my mother move beautiful than ever,
and hiad no cause to fvel at all uneasy about
any one winning her love from me.

No gentleman visited the house but the
family physician and the vld lawyer, neith-
er of whom could I regard with nny sos-
picion, as they were both married men.

Retuyming home at the olose of the sec-
ond year, 1 found things a little different,
Indeed no lady in the neighborhood enter-
tained so much company as my mother,
She said to me:

¢ My dear Marcy, now that you are about
entering  soclety, it Is necessary that I
should secure the best friends for you, and
surronnd you by such ns your dear father's
wealth and his former position entitled you
to. A year move, and you will leave your
college and take your proper place among
your fellow-men."

She made no allusion to our mutual
pledge, and seemed to have forgotten it,
Btill 1 had no renl cause then, even, to be

uneasy. ‘
But among hor guests was one 1 fancled

my mother was a little more attentive to—
a very handsome lawyer,

Aud T felt perfectly sure he admived her
very much.

Back aguin, for the last term, 1 went to
my college.

The months rolled swiftly by.

Agiin was vacation near, when I recelv-
ed aletter Trom my mother (which not only
surprised me dreadfully, but completely put
to flight any ideas of objecting, remonstr-
ting or pleading ngainst what had been a
dread during the last year, for it was then |
n reality.

Thus shic wiote—

HDEar Mancy.—Belioving the time
will come when you will think, with me,

Very well, even now, long yeuirs au it has | that o bad promise had  better bo broken |

boon, can I remember the feeling of awe
and fright which possessed me when, ns
they bade me, I pressed my lips on that
pile, cold birow,

“Dond,” they said ho  wis,

1 was very lonesome for some time after
that, for my pretty mamma no longer play-
ed with me,

She was quiot and her volee was hushad,

To this day I have o horor of bluck.

My first thowghts of oave or sorrow
wers commenced then, und seemed to me
sntirely attributable to the black garb,

But gradually the gloom wore away, und
again Rosio and 1 were happy.

T did not and would not eall her mummu,
ur mother, until 1 grew to be a big boy;
amd then only lboefore the other boys or
stenngers. The ldeaof that beautiful young
#irl being my wotlier, 1 could not undei-

My grandmotber was with ns, She was
the motheg T elaimed. 1loved her dearly
and was proud of her,

Her matronly beanty aod gentlo dignity
fully satisfled fuy ideas of what a boy's
mather should be.

Wheun 1 became old enough to under-
stand, T lonrned mucl from my  old nuise.

Sho told me my mother wis a ¢hild when
her parents gave her to my father, who' wis

But be wasimmoosuly rich and loved the
pretty ehilld, and ko they wero well pleased

| objecting aod remonstrating, which would

|

than kept, I take some comfort in the re-
grot I feel in giving you sorrow even for o
ﬂtllu while.

“This morning I was married to one you
hve met. I have thought it better to give |
you so groat a surprise, than the chance of

not only be very unpleasant, butall in vain.

“ Now, my dear son, do not worry, DBe

riectly sure, when your mother gave hor

eart Lo the one whose wife she is, ker love
for her boy was not invaded. Nothing can
change that, which is the purvest, most last-
ing emotion of s woman's heart—hoer
mother's love.

" Wo are going fora litkle trip—probally
shall be absent two months, My husband's
sistor, your maiden aunt, will help your
grandmn to make your time poss anpil r |
until our yeturn; when, I trust, you wihi
welcome mwe without any regrets, fesling
sire your mother has seovred happiness,
I wikh you would try and do likewise,

“* Lovingly younrs,

Yoo, it was thoe man [ feared, Ina
stovm of rage and dissppointment 1 stide
up aud down the floor.

1 took my mother's picture from my
bosom, and vowed never again to look on
the face of hor who, 1thonght, had treatod
mu ko oruelly,

1 vesolved to wrile smmedistoly to my
lawyer, wnd have him demand "a settlomont
of my father's eatalo; and when in posses-
sion of my portion, 1o leave the country.
T would never sgain vislt the “old home-
stead, '’ then no longer home to me.

Not only had my mother cruolly injured

spedking of my being entertained by hor
husband's sistor, an old mnaid, my perfoct
abominntion !

T, that had all those years kept myself
aloof from soclety, refused the numberless
invitations to become sequninted with beau.
tiful girls, to bo left in the care of a spinster!
Ugh ! T could see her in my “mind’s oye’
then, with Wer sharp, little black eyes, long
hooked nose, and corkscrew curls !

Every day of forty years, [ was sure, Go

{ me, T thought, but added really insult, by I Indeed, I soon felt if T had known hor all 1

my life, she was o confiding and kind.

We laughed merrily about my malden aunt |

| and T plainly spoke. my feclings with re-
| gard to that drended individunl,
| Boon my grandmother came, and formal-
! ly presented me to my young friend, Miss
| Bell.
During the evening, grndmother jn-
formed me [ should uot be annoyed with
| soviety of Miss Morton—that was the maid-
on aunt's name—for several days, aa she

MEAN MEN.

"V E kuown some very mean men in my

time. There was Deaeon  Overreach,
now he was so mean that he always earvied

# hen in his gig-box when he traveled, to

[ plek up the oats his horse wasted in the

mapger, and luy an egg for his breakfast in
the morning, And then there was Hugo
Himmelman, who made his wife dig potas.

toes to pay Tor the marriage license. |

where she was ! Not 1—to be enticed into | had gone to make » little visit in the neigh- | must tell you that story of Hugo, for it's

sewing-cirele meetings, charity fuirs, dona-
tion parties, nud all such gatherings, whero
maiden Ladies generally flourialied !

After a few days I grow  calmer, and de-
cided to return to my home, wait there my
mother's coming, settle up my business,
and then commence my travels,

of my coming, and so my arvival was unex- | beld the long dreaded person, I felt sure |

| borhood that day, not expoecting my arrival,
and it was probable she would not present
herself to me perhaps fora weelk.
* How 1 rejoiced !
I would make good use of the time dur-
] ing her absence,

not & bad ong; snd good stories, like good
potatoes, ain't as plenty as they used to be
when | was a boy, Hugo is a neighbor of
mine, though considerable older than I be,
| and n mean neighbor he is, too. Well,
when he was goiog to get married to Greteh.

| Nearly two weeks had passed, when, one | en Kolp, lie goss down to Parson Rogers, at
1 did not write to apprise my grandmother | morning entering the breakfast room, 1 be- | Digby, to get license,

HPamon,'” said he, ** what's the price of

pected. No one but the servants wore home. | with her back te me, the very picture of | & loovise

by my grandmother, but very much pleased
to know 1 should be spaved, at least fora
fow hours, the infliction | dreaded so much
—my milden aunt's efforts to entertain

After making mysell comfortable and
presentable; T entered the drawing-room,
drew a lounging chair to the window, and
seated myself ina position to command
the road and see my grandmother when she
would be coming home, which wouald be
soon, the servants said. i

I had watched possibly a half hour, when
1 beheld, some considerable distance off]
and coming at an almost flying vate, n le-
male on herseback.

Not my grandmother I felt sure, ov wmy
aunt. Neither of them could, or would
ride like that, Asahe came neaver, T be-
held the most beautiful girl 1 had ever seen.

Very young she seemed, with an abun-
dance of long golden curls, blown back
from her fair face.

On she came, up to the gate, and over,
without seoming aware that such an obsta-
ole had been in her way.

I was so completoly lost in admirvation of
the beautiful girl and her fine riding, that
I did not hasten  out
alight,

When I emombered my duty she was in
the Lall,

I drew back into the recess of the
dow as sho entered the drawing room,

Tossing off her hat, she sank on the sofa
saying—

“ Dear me ! it is awfully dull out here !
I wonder when that young man is coming !
I've been here a week now, and not a bean
hos crossed the threshold | Bat it is not
likely that young gentlemen would find

nd  assist ber to

win-

l their way where they only expect to moet
a grandma and a spinster of nocertain |

age."

Alvendy in those few moments, I had
fonnd some little excuse for my mother
loving some one besides hor son.

In fact, 1 was beginning to be reconciled
to that,

Indeod, T might say I was rather glad
than otherwise, for it gave mo the right to
go and do likewise, which I wonld have no
objection to, i’ 1 could win that vision of
loveliness.

It is no use to go around the truth; [ was
in love at first sight,

I thought, then, it was pot just the thing

to be hidden there and henring what sho |

thought was only heard by herself; so 1
mado u little nolse, advanced into the room
and moved o chuir,

A half-suppressed soveam fell on my ear,
and then she seemed abont to fly, when 1
explained to her who T was, and so on,

With » beautiful smile, she held out her |

hand and said:

“ 1 feel as if I knew you very well, from
your mother and grandmother T have hoird
so much of you. It Is tgo bad you should
have found no one here."

“1 wimn very well reconciled now to that,
I snid, and meant it too. * You aspoke of
my mother, Then you are a friend of hors,
and visiting here, I hope®" 1 continned.

A Lright flash  muntled her fuce, us she
ankwerod,

“Yeu, [ nm staying with your grand.
mother and—"'

My aunt,"" I said, Koishing hor reply.
“Are you acquainted with that worthy
lady, my mothor's madden sister 2 1 asked,

s Hlightly, 1 met ber here this week,” |

she returned with an arch smile,

Just as I thobgbt. By that smile I was
convineod that Miss Jerusha, or Patience,
whatever ber name wak, was not & very de-
sirable nequisition té any fumily.

Waiting the vetuin of wy grandmother,
we beoamé very well soquainted, Aunje—
she told me that was ber nsme—aund 1.

very same cap—yes, my maiden aunt.
| Fora fortnight nearly, 1 had been living
too happy to expect it could lasl—such was
not for earth—riding, walking, singing and
reading with sweet Annie Bell.  Day and
night was my heart filled with thoughts of

continually whispering, “1love thee, Ilove
thee, sweet Annie!'

That morning 1 had determived to whis-
to myself no longer, but to speak out to her
the dearest hope of my heart.

No chance of another day's happiness
| then.
| 8Bhe wonld bo always prying about, and
coming in just when I wished her inthe
Moon.

Welly 1 might as well face the eannon's
mouth at once—1 had o great deal rather;
8o, forward T went. 1 was glad Annie was
not near, for one glance of her merry oyes
would liave upset my decorous conduct,

My Grandmother arose to present me,

I daved not yaise my eyes,

The introduction throngh, Miss Moreton
said—**1 was dreadful sorry I wis not home
to weleome you. It is against my prinei-
ples to disappoint anybody.""

There was something in the voice that
caused me to look up.

1 looked ugain, longer and nearer.

What did T see ?

There was u clear, ringing laugh followed
by alow one from grandma, a ohuekle
from the servani, then by the removal of
the cap, spectacles and false front Lair, T
| was soon convinesd that I had been the ob-
Jeot of an excellent joke.

S Your maiden aunt, young man-—~Miss
Moreton ! Ave you not glud to make her
nequaintance ? asked the Inughing Annie,
There was no breakfust for me that morn.
ing: for as often as 1 was about to get a
taste of apything, Annie's glance of niis-
chief, or sume of my remarks repeated in
refevence to the maiden aunt, would set me
off in such a fit of laughter, that eating was
| impossible,
| After teasing me to her heart's content,
| she fled to the garden,
I followed; told her my love, and wooed
| Ler to be mine.

“ What, would you marry your maiden
aunt?” she lnnghingly asked.
| AN T answered © will not write here,
And she ns It was “against her prinei-
ples to disappoint any one,”" made me hap.
py. Boon my mother returned.
1 weleomed her without one regrei.
During the evening  of her return 1 no-
| tioed she watched Aunie and me closely;
and then she came, and  putting hor wrms
i aronnd me whispered:
*You can forgive me now Maroy. And
| now  kuow, that altbough we both have
jearned to love one onother, we nre still as
| dear to each other, It is not so my boy
| in my eyes sho vend the answer.
| Bhe told me aferwards that shie had in
tended @ plomsant little joke, and hoped for
just sugh an ending.
Bhe wanted thint 1 should be ss happy ax
| she was.

““And now you think o bad promise had
better be broken than kept, do you npot
Murey 7'* asked my mother "'

[0 think 1 do,* I answered, and olasped

i mother nod malden sunt in ono loving em-

| birnes.

| A few months aftor our relative positions

were changed ; und evary hour sinoe, 1 have

| blessed the day thut mother gave me in
oharge of wy muiden sunt, and broke that
foolish promise, .

|

& ' Mamma,"’ oried o ltkle  givl, rush-
ing into the room, ** why am Llike n tree "
Mamimu could not guess syhen the lttle ous
oxglaimod, ** HBocanse Thpve linbs, mam-

| ml!l

her, and echoing the words my lips were |

“Hix dollars,” sald he.
#8ix dollars,”  said Hugo, *“‘that's o
| dreadful sight of movey. Couldn't you
take no less "’
 No," sald he, * that's what they cost
me to the Becretary’s office av Halifax.™
“Well, how much do you ax for publish
| ing in church, then?"
* Nothing," says the parson.

“Well," says  Hugo, * that's so cheap |
can’t oxpect you to give no change back.
1 think T'1 be published.—How long does
[ it take?"

“Two Sundays.”

“Two Sondays!" said Iugo, **well
that's a long time, too. But two Sundays
only make a fortnight after all; two for the
covers, and one for the inside like; and &ix
dollnrs is u grewt sum of money for a4 poor
man to throw away. 1 must wait.’

So off he went, a jogging towards home,
feeling ns mean as o new sheared sheep,
when all at onee o bright thought came in
to his head, and back he went as fast as
his horse could eavry him,

“ Parson,' says he, “*I've changed my
mind. Here's the six  dollars; I'll  tie the
knot to-night with my tongue, that I can’t
untie with my teeth,””

“Why, what in *oatur’ is the meanin’
of all this 2" snys the parson.

“Why," says Hugo, * I'va beon cipherin®’
itout in my hend, and it's cheaper thaw
publishin® bans afier all.  You see, sir, it's
potatoe diggin® time; If 1 wait to bo called
in church her father will have her work fo:
nothing; and as bands are searce and wages
big, if I marry her to-night, she can begin
to dig onr own to-morrow, and that will
pay for the license, and just seven ghillings
over; for there win’t & man in Clements
that can dig and carry as many bushels ina
day ns Gretehen can.—And, besides, fresh
wives, like fresh servants, work like smoke
at first, but they get savey and lazy arter o
while.

-
The Carpenter’s  Dream.

A poor man wasa earpenter; and he ofteu
| aadd to himself and others: I 1 was only
lrinh, 1 would show people how to give."
| In his drenm he saw a pyramid of silves

dollprg—all new bright and beautiful, Just

then a voice reached him suying: ** Now is
your time. You are vich at last; et us see
your gonerosity I'' 8o he rose fvom his sent
| and went'to the pile to take some money
| for chaxitable purposes. But the pyramid
wits 80 perfect that he could not bear to
He walked all arvound i, bul
found no place where he could take a dol
lar without spoiling the heap. Be he deci
ded that the pyramid should not be broken!
I, . . and then awoke, He awoke to know
[ himself, and to see that he would be gener
i ous only while c-;rppural ively poor,
| E9 A place for everything and every
| thing in its place,™ said an old man to his
| doughter. “Belect not n wils, my son

[ who will ever step over a Lroomstlek.''
\

break it.

-——

The son was obedient to the lesson.
“Now," suid he, pleasantly, on a May
day, to one of bis companions, 1 appoint
this broomatick Lo choose me n wile, The
young lady who will not step over it shall
luwve the offer of my hand, "
| They passed from the spleadid saloon to
the grove, Bome tumbled over the broom
‘ut.lck, others jumped over it. At leogth »
| Young Indy stooped aud put it In its  place.
| The promine wik  fullllihd,—8he became
the wifo of an educated and wealthy young
man, #nd he the husband of a prudent and
industrions loving wife. e brought a for-
tune to her, and she know how o save one.
It Is not cusy Lo decldo which was undes
the greatest obligations, both were rich,
and each onriched the other.




