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VAGARIES OF LIFE.

CITATTER 1.

Mr. Longfellow i3 now dead: he slipped
hiz moorings, nawticd, on the very mght of
the I'rices’ retury to town; lous cxpected,
and without a strugele, his death brought
no violence of gvief, being to hin but a
glorious release.

Sir William, sister, and Lucy, arvived at
Dridlestone i time for the last rites; and.
the solemn ceremonial over, things began
to wear thenr wonted calin yet clicerful
sunshine,
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2 VAGARIES O LIFE.

“Look on this pieture, and on this!”
Bridlestone and Lawrenceville; Norah Dur-
ton and [Iélena Greenspur; Norab about
to be warried, and Héleua returned from
Ler wedding tour,

But first Nornh: one evemwne shortly
after My, Lougfellow's denth—it may have
been that of the faneral, when we remem-
her Blake dined at Bradlestone—8ir Willinm
proposed a wallk in the zarden to the jaded
spivits and melancholy faces around him.

“ It will do us all good,” said the worthy
Baronet cheerily, and accardingly they saun-
teved out.

Deing  far advaneced into the spring,
spreading leaves, odorous flowers, balmy
airs, and earolling bieds, lent their genial
inflnence to that seotling twilight hour:
every one scewed the better for i, m-
deed,
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Sir William, with his widowed sister, and
Miss Price leaning on Luey Sandys, led
the way : i just so heppened, thevefore, that
the curate and Norah were left hehind.

“Mr. Longfellow has wmade ample pro-
vision in his will for Nowah,” begou Siv
William, when the parties were sufliciently
seatteved to permit this introduction of pri-
vate topies; “and. as I thiuk I have dis-
covered a certain prelerence Iately working
its way in the oiel's mind, it iz just as well
that Lersell and Ler worthy choice should
have weans to carry ont their project.”

“But are yon certam,” asked Mrs. Long-
tellow interestedly, * that the regard is re-
eiprocal 7"

“ Noralt seems pretiy eeriain of it!" re-
twrned the old gentleman drily,

SWell, T wyself consider it not only
likely, but desivable; it would be, n all
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vespects, a well assorted mateh, Mr. Blake
is so excellent, and our dear Norah......”

Now let us fall back on No. 2:

“We should hear of them so far as Gib-
raltar, in another week, should we not?”
asked Miss Irice,

“I hope so; I darve say we shall, unless
Wellesly be so new-fangled with Lis trip as
to forget us eompletely,” rvetwrned Luey,
pausing to disentangle the skirt of lher
dress from a straggling brier.

“Why, Luey, my lass!” cried the old
maid, with a jocose oscillation of her head,
“what lover does this portend ?—Who is
there eoming to marry you?”

Just at this moment a step, heard on the
gravelled path behind them, caused hoth to
look hurriedly round : it was ounly a footman,

“Whowm do yon waut, Taylor?”

“I'm in search of the master, wa'nm;



