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WILT THOU LOVE HER STILL? 

Wilt ghou love her still, when the sunny curls 
That over her bosom flow, 

Will be laced with the silver threads of age, 
And her step fall sad and slow ? 

Wilt thou Jove her still, when the Summer’s 

smiles ; ; ; 
Ou her lips no longer live ? 

' wn or tors Twill love herstill, 

With right good will?” 
* “Thou wilt love her still? then our cherished one 

To thy sheltering arms we give. - 

Wilt thou love her still, when her changefal eyes 

‘Have grown dim with sorrows rain: 
When the'bosom that beats against thine own, 
Throbs slow with the weight of pain: 

When her silvery laugh rings out no more, 
And vanished her youthful charms? 
9 “+ With free good will, 

I shall Iéve her still!” 
Thon wilt love her still? then our dearest one 
We give to thy loving arms. - : 

4 . 

Remember, no, grief has she ever known, 
Her spirit is' light and free; 

None other, with falterless step, has prest 
Its innermost shades—but thee! 

Thea, wilt thou love her still, when the thoughts 
of youth °° ¥ 

In their blushing bloom depart? ~~, 
4“Thro’ good and ill, 

I will love her still!” 
Thou wilt love-her.still 2 then our darling take 
To the'joy of thy: neble heart! 

- Remomber, for thee does she willing leave 
The friends of her early days— 

No longer to meet their approving looks, 
. Nor their fond, unfeigned praise, 
Forgive her, then, if the tears fall fast, 
And promise to love her well! 

“1 will love her still, 
"With right good will!” 

Thou wilt love her still, then, with peaceful 
: 4) Lo trait, ’ 

We our sobbing sorrow quell. 

Lies soft on her mother’s breast; 
When her brothér’s voice is no longer heard, 
And her sister's hushed to rest— 

Wilt thou love her still? for to thee she looks, 
- Her star on life’s troubled sea! 

«I will love her still, 
Through good and ill!" 

With the marriage vow on her youthful lip, 
Then, we give our child to thea! 

’ 

. 

From the Columbian Magazine. 
NEW-YEAR'S DAY. 

BY MISS CATHERINE K SEDGWICK. 
[Continued from our last.] 

Wedid not get Pm rm, by 
any necromancy. one of those libe- 
ral people who inflict the reveries of their soli- 
tary moments upon the first doomed ears they 

*1 was thinking." 

. 

the gifts she had ppd for her brother's 
children on the beautiful lauristina whose top, 
ct jhe of the room, brushed 
tue ceiling. Net purses, gay colored em- 
broidered ers for S Eioustie li ne- 
hew, and dainty little bright slippers 
tom among the rich glass of white flowers. 

A ap ou, m Gret- 
chat A Fllen. Faas p 2 agli os as she took from her mistress’ hand a small, 
pretty plaid silk shawl. A shower of thanks 
_ po ftom her Ne uid, ‘do 
not you see there is something in Ad 
Gretchen unpinned and poise 3 It — 
picture, a coloured view of a small town on 
the Rhine, done with great exactness of color- 
ing and drawing, by a young artist friend 

Ellen Lyell, at her request. Gretchen’ 
words were checked for a moment, bat tears, 

© more eloquent than words, gushed from her 
Liddle them from the picture to El- 
en. 5 

¢ Oh, dear Miss Ellen,” she said, © who but 
you would have t of this ? and now don"t 
you believe the blessed moon this morning was 
a true token. Ah, Branbach! my dear old 
home! Ah, Miss Ellen, look here just under 
thut part of the castle. That is wera we lived; 
there all the Wepels lived back and back in the 
ages when the old castle that stands there now, 
oe ver + cx go - high hill— 

> many’s the time tand Hildergend and 
I have climbed to it—What was 1 saying? 
Yos when the castle that’s as old as St. 8 
had its knights, the Wepels lived ia the cottage 
below it, aud whan it was a prison of state it 
was one of my forefuthers that kept the koys 
of the disearded room of torture; and when it 

The basket was brought and Ellen arranged | 

. 

Bs
 

it was my 
sick. ‘There is 
the chapel, and 
those parings; 

always before old 
is the terrace gar- 

and there you turn and 
go up to the vineyard planted among the rocks, 
and so steep that they on ladders to the 
vines. Oh, my beautifel land'—my home— 
dear old Branbach!”” Poor Gretchen had for- 
gotten herself, the picture of her home had wor- 
ked a spell upon her imagination, and her last 
exclamations were in German. 
“What is all this lingo about?’ exclaimed 

Mr Lyell, entering the room and effectually 
breaking the spell: «The dirty little village of 
Branbach,’ he added, turning his eye to the 
pictare. I remember it well, and the greasy 
dinner I there. I see no sign of breakfast, 
Ellen. you think I can eat your New- 
Year's gifis ?’ 

Fllen, placing at his'feeta pair of acw slippers. 
We have set the breakfast table in the next 
room; it is quite ready. Bring up the cofiee 
and cakes, Gretchen.’ 
Jt will be cold there; it’s always cold there 

in the morning. What did you pat it there 
for?’ i 

¢ The children begged to have their presents 
hung on a tree, and I couid not move my lan- 

“| ristina.” 
< Aud they must bave it their own way. It 

used to be “first come first served,” but now 
the very last come is first and best served; the 
brat of a baby before its grandfather.’ 

Ellen made no reply, but opened the door 
into the next room, where, the fire. having been 
kindled long before daylight, the air was 
ly warm, the coals glowed in the full grate, 
the coffee sent up its aromatic perfume—incense 

wer umn apo ths abl. Thar was 4 were sm table. was a 

sa too, (Mr Lyell’s sine qua non,) and 
fresh y and Scotch marmalade, his favorite 
'dainties, got by Ellen with some trouble by 
‘way of a New-Year’s treat to her father. His 
frosty ‘humour melted; the slippers he said 
¢ were a mice fit, the room wes warm, and, on 
the whole, he did not care if the children for 
once had it their own way, and it was thought- 
ful of you, Ellen, to get this delicious honey for 

Ellen was not hardened to the caprices of her 
father's temper. She was fortified by the reso- 
lation not to resist but to endure.” She had 
long 2go made vp her mind that it was an in- 
firmity not to be cured, but that patience was 
armour of proof against it. Patient continu- 
ance in well doing is a sovereign remedy 
aginst most of the evils of life and a certain 
salvation from its worst remorse. 

‘ Where is the morning paper, Gretchen,’ 
asked Mr Lyell. <Can’t you reniember to put 
it on the table?, You know Ayers 5m in’ 

"There is no i on New-Year's 
Mr Lyell.” adh 1a ia: 3 
nae Give me last evening's paper 
“The old gentleman must have his moming 

and his evening paper,” said Gretchen to 
4 visiter in the kitchen, though Miss Ellen 
would not even buy her self one new gown 
this New-Year’s; well, she looked pretty enon 
‘in her old ones, It geents as if - eautiful 
soul came out more aud more every day into 
her face.” 

Mr. Lyell’s eyes ran over the paper carlessly, 
Suddgaly his attention was arrested, as Ellen 
obsarved, by something keenly ‘interesting. 
He knit his brows, bit his lips, threw down the 
paper, lighted his cigar, smoked a few whiff, 
than threw'it away, walked up, and down the 
room biting his nails according to his: habit 
when excessively vesed, and was leaying the 
room wlhien at the door be met Gretchen, all 
smiles, bringing in a very beantiful lady's, 
re We of ivory inlaid in ebony. 

~ did that come from "he agk- 

- I infor iss Elz, sir, 0d the servant that 
'gs all Mr. Lawrence's flowers and things brought it.” Ton B 

«« Joha, from the Astor house; was there no 
message ’’ : - 
« Nona, vil 
“It is from Lawrence, of course : 

splendid, is it not? Do you hear, Roland 
you see 2’ p 

¢ Yes, sir,’ replied Ellen, looking cold and 
impassive. : 

“I would not advise him to waste hig gifts 
bere. Strange ,” he muttered « that the 

cared for’ should have been only man you ever 
that rascal?” 

I do net deserve that, nor does Mercer.’ 
thought. 3 wish Lawrence would 8% 
more of his gifts here; they ruffle my father, 
and are em! ing to me; my father tas 
Just into _— spirit of the day. But it 
was in the paper that turned the 
rent. Stocks ve fallen, I suppose, but what 
is thatto us? She wus familar with the stock. 
table for she read it over every evening to her 
father, She looked it over. Stocks were ris; 
and she came to the natural : 
father was vexed that he no longer 
terest in the prosperous tum the 

had any in- 

city had taken. the 

which 
hould 

affairy 

That an old ap 
renc and gma should be chafed b i  cares—that all her pains to soften jt rg 
luxuries that habit made necessary should be unfelt, filled Ellen’s bosom for a moment with sadness and 2 sense of injostiee. It wag ber for a moment; she wiped away the i tears and turned t receive with smiles ang en. 

room witb i% clamorous happy ‘New-Year's 
- 

¢ Not eat them, but wear them, sir,’ replied 

J such a marriage was once within the circle of 

conclusion that her | 

should have been se. 

to Aunt Ellen. The stream must deposit a por- 
tion of the golden sands its channel is bearing 
onward. Ellen Lyell could not be unhappy 
while she was the source of happiness or cheer- 
fulness. There are those who would have 
reckoned ita hard fate to minister to a thank- 
less, fretful, exacting old man; to have been 
cut off in the prime of youth from the dearest 
expectations; to receive, as Ellen did at first, 
employment as favour and patronage; to see her 
gy. young friends and fashionable acquaintance 
alling away from her; to be obliged to contract 
the circle of her wants, to cut off the aceustom- 
ed gratifications of her past position and the 
pleasures natural to her time of life. In all this 
there were elements enough of discontent to a 
common character. 

But my friend Ellen’s was not a €ommon 
character. She began with the great truth that 
it matters not so-much how we are as what we 
are—that it is not our eircumstances, but what 
we make of them, that is our great concern; 
not the agreeable sensations of to-day that are 
of most import to us, but the retrospect of to 
morrow. If ber father was more ahan usually 
unreasonable, she redoubled her patience. She 
smiled at the superciliousness of the late friends 
(friends after common parlance) become pa- 
trons, and she received gratefully employment 
from these whose respect was enhanced by the 
manifestation of virtues which the change of 
her condition brought into action. If her gay 
young friends fell away from her she felt no as- 
perity towards them; they had their pleasures, 
she her duties; there were few points of real 
sympathy between them, and in her secret 
heart she might well have thought she wus 
rather the gainer than loser by the change in 
their relations. 1 : 

| One evil there was in her condition which 
was a serious unhappiness to her. The Mr. 
Lawrence to whom we have adverted was her 
persevering lover. His sister was her favou- 
rite friend. ‘Iie had an immense fortune. “He 
was a young man of good principles and good | 
feeli The world said © a slendid match 
for Ellen Lyell.” “You know the most fer- 
vent wish of my heast,” Margaret Lawrence 
had once said to her, and she said no more." 

¢ You must do as you choose; all young peo- 
ple do so now-a-days,’ said her father, ¢ bat I 
would lay any wager you are the only woman 
in the United States who would not snap at 
Arthar Lawrence.” 

* Do as you think best, my dear sister,’ said 
her brother Gordon, * but I must say there are 
few worthier men than Arthur Lawrence.” 

¢ You misunderstand me, William,” she re- 
plied, provoked to express the foelings her de- 
licaey had restrained, *I.would not marr 
Lawrence were he the only man in the world. 
1 do not love him, that should be reason en- 
ough. I cannot love a man whose character 
mn no sense accords with mine. Arthur Law- 
rence is, you know it, William, a common 
44 gh i more nor less; of virtuous habits, 
no doubt; amiable and well disposed ; but would 
you, would my father, would London, would 
any of my friends esteem him a suitable match 
for me were he stripped of his fortune? 1 may 
seem to you proud or vain, or both; but 
should require in my husband some correspon- 
dence of endowment, of cultivation, of taste to 
my own, and I hold that only tobe a pure mar- 
riage where this exists. <1 have not forgot- 
ten,” she added, blushing to her temples, ¢ that 

my hepe; nor do I forget that it no longer is. 
I cherish no vain wishes nor vain regrets. I 
see wo danger of uselessness or dreariness 
in single life; no danger of wanting objects 
for my affections while yours and Gordon's fa- 
milies are multiplying every year.’ 

* Forgive me, dear sister,” said her brother, 
-< we have ered in mneasuring you by common 
women.” . 
+ “That is not all you mistake, William ; wo- 
men are not allowed to use their powers of in- 
dependence. The vulgar world has made 
marriage necessary to them, and they dure not 
follow the true impulses of their hearts—the 
honest demands of their nature; and thus it 
comes that marriage, God's own most bles- 
oh institution, is'so often perverted to what 
it is.” 
But we have left too long the conclusion of 

our short story. day went on; Ellen's vi- 
Sitors were not numerous, bat they vere old 
end well tried friends, with a sprinkling of young ones, who were attracted out of the 
fashionable beat by Ellen Lyell's charms and 
graces, which, if they had lost the effect 0 no- 
velty at twenty-four, in our world Spring blos- 
rm ne guined by their maturity, expression 

Arthar Lawrence came with the in- gered to the last. wes — -- * 1 have not seen your futher to-day,’ he said 

"4, Ly ~o see argh — little pire Lyell, 
X Ww him take a big parcel off the entry table, and go " stairs with it, and I went up to show him Aunt Ellen’s new desk; 
I could not make him look up from his papers; but he did not look cross, and he did not scold 
me, though I spoke twice to him.” 

. Have you seen Aunt Ellen’ new desk: My Lasvrenee 2° Wodl 
_ No, Nelly, I did not know your aunt had a new one.’ 

Ellen looked at him with surprise ; but rence was ana of hows people who Htagedra % be of »80e was convinced he was innocent 

~ “Don’t you know, Aunt |. the desk’ pursued the ft gy T° "Ct 708 i as 5 I cannot even guess,’ 
«+ OB she does know, she dees know, insis- ted the child, mischi Y, * sha knows it's 

to 

“Now for a reverend 

‘you enll it? Well—yes paying one’s ¢ 

| ous desk 

| New-Year's morning, ©» 

{hing of flowers, and lots of books. I 
Id Jove you if you gave me so many things; 

don’t you love ving ren Ellen 2° ) 
To Ellen’s infinite relief the door opened and 

her father appeared at it, not lowering as he 
had left her in the morning, but bright and emi- 
ling as a clear October sky at mid-day. 

‘Ellen, my dear,” he said, ¢ I am going out 
to ask my friend to come home and dine with 
me; don’t ask any ethier company. You have 
a good dinner, 1 hope. Oh, Mr. Lawrence, 1 
did net observe you; good day, sir.” He stood 
for a moment as if wav then heckoned El- 
len to him and pie msaer 3 if you want to 
know what company you are too have, look 
over the arrivals in oat evening’s paper.” 
But last evening’s paper was not to be found, 

and Ellen could get no solution of her father’s 
sudden good humor and extraordinary abstracti- 
on; for most extraordinanry it was that he 
should have remained for one minute uncon- 
scious of Mr. Lawrence’s presence. g 

“There is no use,’ said Lawrence that very 
evening to his sister, * in thinking any 
of Ellen Lyell; she is as cold as an icicle to 
me.’ ’ & 

“You are right, my dear brother,’ replied 
his sister, ¢ Ellen knows her own mind, and is’ 
not a woman to be won dd gry yn up 
No, that is proved—well, it will be all the. 

same a hundred years hence!’ 2 
This - veritable conclusion of Mr. Arthur 

Lawrence’s love-tale proved that he was not 
matched with Ellen Lyell in heaven, where, 
as we honestly believe all trac matches are 
made. : 

All the Lyells—sons, wives and children 
mained as was their custom on New Year's 
day, to dine with their father The commupi- 
cating doors between the rooms were thrown 
open. One table was ed for the little, 
pa and their curses, and the other for their 
elders. ; 

¢ You see what your Aunt Ellen has done for. 
you, my children,” said Gordan Lyell. 
and keep quiet,or my father will stand a chance 
of having rather too much of what your ‘Aunt 
Ellen calle the ¢ music of your voices;’ butwhy 
does he not come ? 1 never knew him to.di 
a dinner before. ‘Whe upon earth can this 
newly arrived friend of his' be ? Some oid 
crone of an India merchant whom he knew for- 
ty years ago——oh, it’s that old Harvey, who 
was a school mate of his and who had. been 
consul this hundred years at ——, what do yo 
call the place? I heard yesterday he 
come home.’ a gi 18 F 

« Whoever it may be,’ said Ellen, wo should La 
be grateful to him, for bis arrival seems to have ge: 
wade it really a happy New-Year to my fa- 

Ee a CR a a] 3 
cile my father to making another place at A 
small tube. You Novel his notion of heaven, cL 2 
Flicn >—that there's plenty of elbow-160® 

* Hush, Gordon—they are coming; ring the 

don, ** muke ; kop best bows and yn chil 
dren, to grandpapa’s friend, and don’t speak 
above your breaths.’ Lp 
The door opened and old Mr. Lyell, his face 

smiling all over, ushered in—notan * old 5 
but a tall young or - rogers ivi) . 
his head covered with bright ¢ 
large dark eye brigterfed and moistened with 
mingled emotions. Gordon and William a 
ell sprang forward and grasped his hand, 1#3%¢ 
you Mercer? My dear fellow, wel 
welcome 

Ellen's first impulse was ta run out 
room but her feet refused to move. She becd! - 
fiightfully pale, and little Nelly, whose eye, °F 
all occasions, first turned to her aunt exclaimed J 
¢ what is the matter, Aunt Ellen?!” She 
“The exclamation produced a reaction. “lp 
rallied and the eloquent blood ‘rushing © not 
cheek expressed the welcome she of 
utter; she gave Mercer her hand: neither yells 
The awkward chasm was filled by Mr. g 
“ Mercer deserves our welcome, vo hoe] 
‘he isa re ry whe 7 . 
hard for five years, and lived out of mes C : 
reach in China. I know what it is 80 

of the 
became 

there, and here is some of the fruit of INGS5'C 
—hare are the Samasaty: Mr. Lye Sid 
on the table a parce! pers. 
his debt to me, with net and compost 
interest—God bless him!” Mr 
y A lite 100 pcs of this, of boar. Mr 

ell,’ said Mercer; deprecatingly. » 
“Not a syllable too parce ~ andre 1 

grandchildren shall know who of all men a : 

they should most love and honor.” ; 
eran is much more,’ — Mercer - 

embarrassed by Mr. Lyell's excessits: 
thusiasm, yr act yd honesty © 
serves,’ | 4 ) 

Not a bit—not a bit. Simple 5 

simple honesty; but I'can teil you it ja 199 
rest of virtues now-a-days. J of ve 
heard of copudighion ant in Chins, Be 
our new wa wg debts. 5] 

new tangled woils and doings. Lal” 2 i 
come to —_ bo ey oo = 
A fi after when | en" 

loving mien, Graton, oe ert £1 Des y t to Haskett Mercer, * 
Eien. sho said, *1 knew when 

came the true love wi 
after it. Remember the wa 

Love attoropts much for Gods 1088 0c 

looking to the promise. 

— 

.


