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She is singing n song that she sang fur me
Often and often in byevne years,

- And wny ears are blessed, though iny eves must beo
Dim with the darkuess that vomes through tears.

11.

T am not angry,~JI am pot made—
L odo not rave ut the fates that Kill—

There is semething within me that makes me glad,~—
Let her love me or not—] can love her still

Il

Tf she knew that I heard her sing to-night,
Wouid the faintest quiver disturb her heart?

Wauld her ears grow deat 1o the mlded wight
Who is usinge the words of the marriage tuart?

Iv.
What matier? I worship her, body nnd soul—
For a tauch of her tingers day and night
[ wenld work and wait till the ashy coal
OfF my hite rekindied in love's own light.
v
And 1 stamd oataide as proud as a god
With the sold -n thought of what once has been.
I threadbare enat and shahbily shod,
While mintons of fashion sareomid mygaeen.
VI
“Tis many a lonely, wearisome day
Finee she sang that seng for myselt alone-—
Bat her voice is hushed and 1wy way
With a widowed heart that has tost s throne.
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CHAPTER 111

AT THE TOP OF THE CHIMNEY-STAIR.

et

I rear my readers have thought me too
long occupied with the explapatory founda-
tions of my structure : I shall at once pro-
veed to raize its walls of narrative. Whatever
further explanations may be necesaary, can
be applicd as bLuotiresses in liew of a broader
base,

One Sunday—it was his custom of a Sun-
day—1I fancy I was then somewhere about six
vears of age—my uncle rose from the table
after our homely dinaer, took me by the hand,
and led me to the dark door with the long
carrow-headed hinges, and up the windinge
stone stair which I pever ascended exvept
with him or my aunt. At the top was another
rugged door, and within that, one covered
with green baize. The last opened on what
bad alwavs seemed to me a very paradise of a
roon:. Jt wasold-fashioned enough ; but child-
bood is of any and every age, and it was not
old-fushioned to me—only intensely cosy and
comfortable.  The first thing my eyes gener-
ally rested upon was an old burean, with

a book-case on the top of it, the glass-doors
of which were lined with faded sitk. The

next thing I would see was a small tent-bed,
with the “'hltt:\t of curtains, and »uclmxmm:

fringes of white ball-tassels, The bed was
covered with an equally <bharming conuter-

pane of silk patchwork. The next object was
the penius of the place, in a bigh, close,
casy-chair, covered with some dark  stuff,
against which her face, surrounded with its
widow's cap, of ancient form, but dazzling
whiteness, was strongly relie w_d How zhall
i the nhrunk»n yet delicate, the
gracious, if not- gracefnl form and the face
from which extreme old age had not wasted
half the lovelinesg?  Yet I always beheld it
with an indescribable sensation, one of whose

fear. Perhaps this arose partly from the fact
that, in going up the stair, more than once
my uncle had zaid to me  You must not mind
_what grannie say 4, Willie, for old prople will
often speak str'u)rzc thmgs that yeuny people
cannot understand.  But  you must love
grannie, for she is & very good old Jady.?

2 Well, granpie, how are you to-day 77 said
my uncle, HERD) e‘ntr'n,d this partuu!ar Sun-
day.

1 may #s well mention at once that mny
uncle called ber grannic in his own right and
Cnot in mine, for she was in truth oy great
grandmother,

¥ Pretty well, David, -1 thank you; blut
much too long out of my grave,” answered
;. grannie; in no sepulehral tones, however, for
* her voice, although weak and nneven, had &
s sound in it like that of one’ of the upper
“strings of 4 violin, - The plaintiveness of it
[ touched e, and T crent near - her——ncarer

" than; I believe, I bad ever yet _gous of my
own will—and lsid my bhand upon hess, |
- withdre s it instantly; for there was something
in the touch that made me-—not  ghudder,
Jexunctly—but creep. Her hand was smooth
-aud soft, and ‘warm too, only somechow the
skin of it gecmed. dead. With a quicker
‘movement than b«longed to her yecars, she
. caught hold of mine, -which- she keptin one

‘of her -hands, while she stroked it with the”
other. My »hght repugnance vanished * for
Cthe time, and [ noked up in her face, gratefnl
for'a ltfn«i«.-mt:ss which was Altogf_'thcr new to
me. :

elements I can isolate and identify as a faint
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#What makes you so long out of your grave, .
grannie ¥ I asked.

« They won't let me into it, my dear”

“ Who won't let you, granuie 77

“My own graudsou there, and the woman
down the stair.?

 But you don't really want to go——do 30u,

graunie '

# 1 do want to go, Willie, 1 ought to have
been’ there long ago, 1 am very old: so old,
that I've forgotten how old I am. How old
am 17" she asked, looking up at my unele,

- Nearly ' ninety-five, grannie; and the
older you get before you go, the better we
shall be pleased, as you know very well,”

s There! 1 told you,” she said, with a
smile, not all of pleasury, as she turned her
head towands me. “They won't let me go.
I want to go to my grave, and they won't let
me! Is that an age at which to keep a poor
woman from her grave 77

“ Rat it's not a nice place, is it, grannie 27
I asked, with the vaguest ideas of what the
grave meant. ¢ I think somebody told me it
was in the churchyard,”

But neither did 1 know with any clearness
what the church itself meant, for we were a
long way from church, and I had never been
there yet.

“Yes, it isin thc churchyard, my dear.”

i 1s it & house 7" 1 asked,

+ Yes, a little house; just big enough for
one.”

4 1 shouldn’t like that.”

#0h yes vou would”

¢ Ts it a nice place, then

“ Yes, the nicest place ip the world, when
vou get to be so old as I wm.  If they would
ounly let me die!”

“ Die, grannic ™ 1 exclaimed. My notions
of death as vet were derived only from the
fuwls brought from the farm, with their necks
hanging down long and limp, and their heads
waggling hither and thither,

» Come, grannie, you mustn't frighten our
little man.” interposed my uncle, lovking
kindly at us both.

¢ David!” said grannie, with a reproachiul
dignity, ** you know what I mean well enough.
You know that until 1 have done what 1 have
to do, the grave that is waiting for me will
not open its nouth to receive me.  1f you will
unly allow me to de what 1 have to do, 1 shall
not trouble you long. Oh dear! ob dear!l”
she broke out, moaning and rocking herself to
and fro, © T am too old 10 weep, and they will
not let me to my bed. I want to go to bed.
I want to go to sleep.”

She moaned and complained like a child,
My uncle went near and took her hand.

i Come, come, dear grannie ! he said, “you
must not behave like this. You know all
things are for the best.”

“To keep a corpse out-of its grave!” re.
torted the old lady, almost fiercely, only she
was too old and weak to be fierce. ¢ Why-
should you keep a zoul that's longing to de-
purt and goto its own prople; lingering on in
the coffin 7 What better than & coffin is this
withered body 72 The child is old enough to
understand me.  Leave him with me for half
an heuwr, and 1 shall trouble you no longer, J
shall at least wait my end in peace. Bot ]
think I should die before the morning.”

‘Ere grannie had finished this sentence, I
had shrunk from her again and retreated bv-
hind my uncle,

4 There ! she went on, ¢ you make my own
child fear me. Don't he frighténed, Willie
dear ;: your old mother is not a wild beast ;' she
](,ves you dearly. Only my grxmd-chlldrc n
ar: so undutiful! 'I‘hu,:_» will not let my own
SOM come Near me.”

How I'recall this T do not kuow, for 1 could
not have understood it at the time.  The fact
is that during the last few years T have tound
pictures of the past retarning upon me in the
most vivid and unacconntable manncer, so
much so as almost to alaro me: Things 1
had utterly forgotten——or so far at Ieast that
when' they rewnrn they must appear only as
vivid imaginations; were it not for » certain
conviction of fact which accomapanies them—
are: eonstantly dawning out of the past.  Can
it I that the decay of the observant facultics
allows the memory to revive and gather foree ?
But I must cefrain, for my business is to nie-
rate, not to speculate, :

My uncleé took e by the hand, and tnrned
to leave the roowm. 1 cast one look at grannie
as he lid me nway, . She had thrown her head
back ou her chaiv, und her éyes were slosed ;
but her fack looked offended, almoat tmL_,r_y.
She Jonked o my. fancy ax if phe wore trying
but unable to lie down. My uncle closed the
doors very gently. -Tn the middle of the stair
he stopped, and said in a low voice, :

¢ Willie, do you ‘koow that when people
grow very old they are not guite like other

_people T?

“Yes, They want'to go to the (‘hllruh-
yard,” I anawered,

“wPhey fancy things,”  aaid my
“ (frannie thinks you arc her own kon.”

e And ain't. 177 1 asked innocently.

B#Nat ('xzu,tly P he angwered, ¢« Your father
waa her. son’s -son.
wants to talk to yon as - if you were your
‘grandfather.  Poor old gragnic. ¥ don't wish
you to go and see her withoot your sunt or
me - mind that.?

Whether 1 made any promise 1 do nnl T

um,:lc.

curtains of iy bed ws wells

7 many moements had . passed,

“went, and T owat Tooking.

She forgets that, and.

~the past, -

xuembcr but. 1 kuow that a new’ somulhing
wag mmgled with my life from that moment,
An air a3 it were of the tomb mingled honce-
forth with the homely dolights of wmy life,
Grannic wanted to die, and uncle would. not
let her. She longed ,fur her gruve, and thoy
wonld keep: her above ground.  And from
the feeling that grmnuoic ought to be buried,
grew an awful gense that she was not alive—
not ‘alive, that is, as other people aro alive,
and a gulf was tixed between her and me
which for a long time I never attempted to
pass, avoiding as much as I coulid all commu-
nication with her, ¢ven when my uncle or
aunt wished to take me to her room, fl‘hcy
did not seem  displeased; however, when 1
objected, and nof always intixted on obedicnce

Thus alfairs went on in our quiet houschold
for what scemed to me a very long time.

CHAPTER 1V,

THE PFPENDULUM

Ir may have been a year after this, it may
have been two, I cannot tell, when the next
great event in my life occurred. I think it
was towards the close of an autumn, but there
was not so much about our house ag elsewhors
to mark the changes of the seasouns, for the
grass was always green.  [remember it wos
a sultry afternoon. I had been out almost the
whole day, wandering hither and thither over
the grass, and 1 felt ot and oppressed. Not
an air was stirring. I longed for a breatls of
wind, for I wus not afraid of the wind itgelf]
only of the trees that wade it,  Indeed, 1 de-
lighted in the wind, and wonld ron against it
with exuberant pledasure, even rejoicing in the
fancy that I, as well as the trees, could make
the wind by shaking my hair about as I ran.
I must run, however; wherens the trees,
whose prime business it was, could do it with-
out stirring from the spot.  But this was muach
too hot an afternoon for me, whose mood was
always more inclined to the passive than the
active, to ruu about and toss my hair, evenu for
the sake of the breess that would result there-
from. I bethought myself, 1 was nearly n
man now; I would be afraid of things no
more; I would get out my pendulum, and see
whether that would not help me.  Not this
time would I flinch from what consegnences
might follow. Tt them bewhat they might,
the pendulum should wag, and have a fair
chance of doing its best,

I went up to my room, a seuse of high em-
prise filling my little beart,  Composedly,
vea solemuly, 1 zet to work, even as somv
enchanter of old might have drawn hixs circle,
and chosen his spell oat of his ironcelagped
volume. I strode to the closet in whicl the
awful instrument dwelt. It stood in the far.
thest corner. _As I lifted it) 2omething like a
groan invaded my ear My notionx of icoality
were not then sufficientiy developed to Tet me
know that grannie’s room was on the other
side of that closet. T abmost let the creature,
for as such 1 rigacded it drop, T was not to
be: deterred, however, 1 bore it carefully to
the light, and set it gently on the window-sill,
full in view of the distant trees towards the
west.. 1 leit it then for a momont, asx if that
it might gather its strength for its unwonted
labours, while 1 closed the door, and, with
what fancy I can scarcely imagine now, the
Possibly it was
with some notion of having one place to which,
if the worst came to the worst, I might retreat
for safety,  Again Dapproached the windew,
and after standing for some time in coutem-
plation of the pendulom, T set it in motion,
and stood watching it.

1t swung slower and slower.  JU wauted o
stop. It should not stop, T gave it another
swing.  On itowent, at first somewhat dis-
tractedly, next’ more regulariy, then with
slowly retarding movement. . But it shm:ld
not stop,

I tnrued in haste and got frome the side of
my bd the only chair in the room, placed it
in the window, gat down before the reluetant
instrument, and gave it a third swing. Then,
my clbows on the sill) T osat and witehed it
with growing awe, but zm“huz determioation
ar wall. Uncs more it showed signs of refusal;
once wore the forciinger of my n;:ht hand
wliministered inipnlse, )

Something gave acrask nmda ﬂw vreature ;
away went the pendulnw, swinging with a witl,
I wat and gnzed; nlmost horror-stricken, = Bry
the feelhng of
tecvor had rigen to sueh a lnright that, bt for
the very terror, I wotld have seizid the pen-
dulum in a frantic grasp. 1 did not. - On it
.\ly dismuy was gra-
‘(lrmlh’ subsiding.

7 have fenrned -sine: (hat'n certain ancestor.
—or wis ho only R great-unele 2wl forget —
had a taste for inechanivs, even to the emze of

thé perpetual motion, and could work well in
. brags - and-iron,

The. creattire was probat ly
some invention of hig, . Tt wag a real marvel,

how, alter #o many years of idlenoss, n.vuuld
now goas it did. L confesg, an | conte mplate
the thing, { wm in w puzele, mnl almost fancy

the whole n dream.  Bat lu, it puss. At worst,
“something of which this is the soly represens
tative residunin, wrought an cffivet on me which
embodies its (muw thas, ag I senrch for it in
At why shnul:l not the individoa)
Hife nave itk sty legendas s well ak that of

‘ nauons? me tlwm as from the golden and

rosy clouds of mormug, dawns at last the true
sun of ity unquestionable history.. Evury boy
hag hiz own fables, just as the Romes and the

Englands of thé world havetheir Romuli and
their Arthurs, their suckling wolves and theie
granite-sheathed swords, Do they not retlect
each other? 1 tall the tale as *tis left fu me,

How long 1 sat thus gazing at the now self.
impullwl instrument, 1 caunot say. * ‘T'he next
point in the progress of the lc.gcnd, is a pust
of wind mttling the window in whose recess
I was seated, I jumped from my chair in
terror. - While I had been absorbed in the
pendulum, the vvenivg had closed in; clouds
over the sky, and all- was gloomy nbout the
house. It was much too dark to see the dis.
tant trecs, but there could be no doubt they
were at work. The pendulum. bind  roused
them. Another, a thind, and & fourth gust
rattled and shook the rickc,t_v fenme, 1 had
done it at Jast!  The trees were busy away
there in the darkness. | and my peadulum
could make the wind,

The gusts came faster and faster, and grow
into blasts which settled into o steady gale,
The penduinm went on swinging to and fro,
and the gale went on increasing in violence.
I sat half in terror, half iu delight at the
awtul success of my experiment. 1 would
have opened the window to let in the coveted
air, but that was beyond my knowledge and
strength, 1 could make the wind blow, but,
tike uther magiciaus, 1 could not share in its
benetits, 1 would go ont and mect it on the
open plain, I erept down the stair lke o
thici—not that ! feared detention, but that t
felt such a sense of the important, even the
dread, about my instrument, that I was ot
in hanmmony with souls reflecting only the
common affairs of life, Ima moment 1 wan
in the middle of the storm—for storm it very
neatly was and soou bovame. I rushed to and
fro in the midat of it lay down and rolled in
it, and laughed and shauted as I looked up to
the window where the penduluin was swing-
ing, and thonght of the treesat work away in

the dark.  The wind grew  strooger and
stronger.  What if the pendulum should not

stop at all, aud the wind went on and on,
growing louder and ficrcer, till it grew m ad
and blew away the house? 7 Al then, poar
wrannie would have o chisnce of being buried
at last! Neriously, the affair might grow
ReTIOUS,

Such thoughts were passing in my mind,
when all at once the wind gave s roar which
made me #pring to my feet and rmsh for the
house. 1 must stop the pandnlum.  There
was a strange sound in that blast. The trees
themselves had had enough of it, and were
protesting  amminst the creature’'s tyraony.
Their master was working them too haed, 1
ran-up the atair on all fours : it was my way
when 1 was ina bhurey. Swinging went the
penduluti in the window and the wind roared
in the chimney, 1 seized hold of the escilla-
ting thing, and stopped it but to my amare
and consternation, the moment T orejeased it
on it went again. 1 must sit and hold it. But
the \ni«'v of my aunt called me from below,
and as T dared not explain why I wonld rather
uoL appenr, 1 was foroed to t;lw} I lingeeed
on’ the stale, half-minded to retirn,

Whast a rough night it " 1 heard my
aunt say, with rare remark,

“ It gets warse and worse,” responded unele,
“ 1 hope it won't disturb gmnnie ; Lat the
wind must roar fearfully in her chimney.”

1 stood like n enlprit.  What if they shonld
tind out that T was st the root of the mischief,
at the henrt of the storm?

I T could believe all 1 have been rcndmL

ta-night aboat the Prince of the Pawer of the
Air, I should not fike thix storm at all” con.
tinued my unele, with a smile, “,But books
are uot alwayg t e trusted because they are
old,” he addied with aoother smite. From
the glass, | expected min and not wind.”

“Whatever wind there iz, wo get it all)”
wid my aunt, - 01 wonder what Willie s
about, I thought I heart him coming down.
Ian't it time, David, we did something about
his o hm»lmu” 1t won't do to have him idling
about thiz way all day fong?

¢ He!s a mere child™ cetuened iy ancle.
“1'm not forgotting himv lut f ocan’t send
Lt away yet)”

Y on know b-,,ssl " returned my suat,

Nend bow wcay ! What could it mean 7 Why
shnuld Te—where should T go?  Was not the
obd place o pact of me; just like my own
clothes on my own body 7 Thiv was the kind
of freling that woke in mo nt the words, . Bat
hearing my aunt pash back her chair, evident.
Iy with the purpese of finding me, 1 dese vndvd
into the roomn.

4 lome nlung Wnllw said my umlv “ anr
the wind, how it ronra 17

4 Yen, unclu- IL does roar” Lsaid, feeling o
hy pocrite for the tinst time in my lifd, Know-
‘ing far more about the roaring - than he did, ]
yet gpoke like an innocent !

“ Do yon  know who makes the  wind,
Willie ?” ‘ '
S Yen The trees” b nux\w-rud

My uncle o;mnml hiv blue eyer very wihile,
and looked at my anunt,  Ho had had no jelen
what o little heathen T was, 'The wmore » man
has wrought- out his own mental condition,
the readier he Ix to suppoxe that children must
be able to work out theie, asd to forget that



