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ROMANCE OF ANCIENT HISTORY. | And now, my dear Atlenais, T have but a fig
STORY OF ATHENAIS. more moments to inger, and 1 entreat vugy

Disten to the voice that will so soon be silentfy
ever.  Hercalter 1t might be @ source of dw;
regret to reflect that you had not heeded n;
dying words.”

Th:s admonition had the desired effect—is
young mourner dried her tears—lifted her be,
ufulhead, and with a forced calmness and cor|
posure, hstened to his words.

“In lez.:ng thee, my child, to the evils &
Ife, and the temptations of the world, 1 ¢
uot leave thee witheut a protector, for thy ow!
excellent heart will be a guerdian more vigiac
and more useful than the wisest I could appos;
—and 1 bequeathing iny patrimony alm.g
entrcly to thy two brothers, I do thee no 2=
of injusuice, for thy youth and loveliness, ari!
above all, the many virtues, constitute adewy
that Guecns might envy. What were ncts
to onc hxe thee? What were stores of span
ling gems, and heapsof glittering gold 7 Hexy
thou nota bezuty whose splendor can niw
the diamond's light, and treasures of the mizé,
whose value is above all price? These ts
my daughter, are a legacy which none a:
take away. Tine, who will stesl thy you
ful charms, cannot deprive thee of those &=
fading treasures. They are exhaustless as i

Tue Grecian sage, Leontius, was lying on
his couch, calmly awaiing the approscn ¢f
death. His daughter, the beautiful Athenus,
was bending over hun, end bathing his brow
with her tears. ‘The fuding beams of the sct
ting sun illemined the apariment, and castover
the pallid cheek of the dying man, a glow that
mocked the hue of health. As the weeping
Athenais beheld thisrosy flush, she hushed her
voice of mourning, and, for an nsiant, a ray
of hope irradizted her brow. and shone amid
her tears, as a transient sunbeam Sometimes
gildsastormy cloud,2ad sparkles am.d thefal-
lingrain. Leontws beheld the change, and sad
in faint but ranquil 1ones—

“Deceive not thyself, my dear Athena:s, with
veain llusive hopes—they willbut cheat thee:nto
2 momentary forgetfulness of sorrow, and ren-
der the bour of grief, tnat must corre, more
peainful to endure.  Learn to look calmiy upon
thetrial that awaits thee, and bear with becom-
ing fortitude the loss thou art about to sustain.
I feel that I must die. Even now the lamp of
hife burns dimly in its sacket, and crc longnt
will be quenched for ever.  Weep not so b.iter-
1y, my child, at this decree of the Gods.  They
arcwise—they aremerciful.  They havegrant- | carth, and enduring as life. Thou art not
cd me 2 long sojourn on the carth, and they | poriioned, and I die happy in the belief of &
are now conducting me piacefully and pice- | welfare.”

senlly 10 repose. Murmur not, then, a1 ther
dispensations. but bow submissively to ther
will, and pray for aid 10 strengthen thy spunt
in the coming season of afffiction.”

But Athenais reneiwved her lamentators and
he T tears fiowez more freely as she listened 10
her father's words.  Gref had gamed the mas-

The philosopher paused—a solemn siens
regncd m the aparimens, and it scemed idx
death was hovening near.  Faint and fami
grew the hght of departing day—dim, and =
mer hurned the lamp of expining life. Lowu
the softest whisper of the leaves when st
by the breath of sprng. rose once more &
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ery over her spant, and, for a time, straled with | voice of the dying sage. e
despotic sway.  Czlmly Leontins wanted ‘tli| My dsughter, see you not yon liagocyli«
the violence of the siorm had passed; and. i | radince m the west—how slowly 2nd ma -,
1ta~ iall of those passionate lamentatons, he ’ teally it myves place to the footsteps of ng: Ry
sa.3, 1 How sofiiy ond sweetly the last beam R2isf8

“1 arevetosee, my child, that 2l the lessans ! awzy, and sinks 0 fes1? Thusdoes a phis e,

i w.sdom and wirice which I have taught ! sopher bid farewell 1o carth. Thus ciziffey
thor, tmie failed to Bft thy mind to that cieva- ! and pracefully snk 10 his last repose. Moo,
ton wiith I hed hopesd it would autain.  But! such, dear Athenais, when thy sojourn hese s -an
I despa T ot that thy s~ul will one day be as { ended, be thy clasing honr.  Blecsagste s
lafty 2 betoie as may fondest wish could de- § ther now wd forever.  Farewd] ' —So gl o
sre. Too7 2rt young and thy hraviis yet iy and so tranquily kad he sunkinto the a [+ o
wnder cixeugh to t2ke a deep impressan fram § of Death. that the bereaved Athenaisdared 3538 oo
ceverypasangtench.  Lethatafew more years | disturd, with the voice of her sorrow, the =l he
roil wwad. ond the breaih of wvrzosw, Jke the | 2nd =olemn scene. i many moments €4 F.s
BLeam of . will pass aimest unherded over | sat tearless. motionless—almaost breathies B xh:
thy g’ fant of feshing. and wake only 2 { razing reverently upon the hushed and BTl

ropie on its surface. Thes weorld T have b ] features of the departed.
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