
ALOISE SENEFELDER.

'a nble to walk to his nother's lodging, Fitz Wlhen he opened his cyc, it was iay-light.
tCave of lan and returned to the theatre. The scene arouînd was gilded by the rising sun

'le "widow Senefelder iniabited a miscrable Ile heard the pleasant singing of the birds:, and
twent in an obscure part of the city. Want his heart éxpanîded vith joy. He was still amon

5nd Tisery were stampe(l on the innocent faces of the living-he had not accompli-lied his wicked
efi little ones -who surrounded her, and who, resolution; and, falling again on his knees, ho

tere one accord, rnshed towards Aloise as le en- thanked God for his mercy. Notwithîstanding his
lbodily weakness, he felt refreshed, and Fat down

71e eldest, a pretty girl about ten years old, for a few moments on the grass, to collect his
then back, and putting her lips close to her thoughts, ere ho set out on his return to the city.

brctuer's ear, whispcred- Whilo thus resting, his eyes fell on a sîmooth
Jave you brouglit any supper, Aloise" white chalk-stone, on which was traced the deli-
lore," said he, giving her the silver he had cate semblance of a sprig of moss, with all its

minute flowers and tender fibres. He renenibr-
S inuch as that ?" said the sister; " they must cd that the evening hefore, his tears had fallen

*n'uchi plcased to give you so many crowns." on this stone, and moistened the sprig of no1sa<à
«8 nucl pleased, Marianne, that they have which had probably fallen on it fron the beak of

sed me." sorne wandering bird. Now, the moss was no
h Feiln you are no longer an actor ?" said one of longer there, the vind having borne it away, buth it b 0

ltte boys. " Se much the better. It is an its impress remained so exquisitely traced on the
godly profession, our curate says." smooth White surface of the stone, that the young
des," rejoined another child, "but how shal German could not help being struck with the

o iet noney to buy bread, if Aloise does phenomenon,
" This means something,"thougý,ht be."Ima

ush, hush," said Marianne; "don't let our have been led in mercy to this spot. I am a bad
lnmma hear this bad news to-night. Wo actor, a bad singer, but who knowsl I may be

Pray to God,who hias taken papa to himself reserved for something botter."
Perhaps He will send us some consolation." Taking the stone in bis hand, Aloise rose upAloise was silent. He watched all night by and turned hia stops horneward.
ftther's corpse, and the next morning followed At the gpte of the city, he met bis little brother,

the grave. Instead of returning home, ho whom' bis mother had sent te seck him. hie
$ 4dered idly through the streets, pursued by the child told him that an old uncle of their mother

rec rrin question-" What can I do l" Night had come to sec ber on the morning of the burial
cached. He thought of returning to bis and had given ber a sum of money to rolieve lier
oer, recalling how uneasy his absence would wants.
Slier; but when ho looked around lie knew "My God, I thank thee,"said young Senefelder

ere he was. In absence of mind, ho had mentally. He did not thon know that the stoneS dered far into the country, and the rushing of a which lie held in hand, would cause him in a fewe i'truck his ear. He approached itsbank, and, days still greater ernotions of thankfulness. At
t o i by fatigue and hunger, sank down upon first he employed bis discovery only in ornanent-

grass. For so ne time ho watched the ing the covers of caskets, snuff-boxes, &c.; but,
g Water, till a dreadful idea entered his one day it occurred to him te take off on wet paperharrassed brain. the picture drawn on stone. The experiment

1eneath that quiet wave," ho thought, "all succeeded, and lithography was discovered.
'Would soon be ended. I am no longer good In time, Aloise brought. the art te perfection

S~ tbyg. I arm only a burde4 to my mother, He studied chernistry for the purpose; and rich
g ber another mouth te feed. I will therefore and happy were bis prosperous family around

all wil be over 1" him. He felt that ho could never be sufficiently
s had been educatèd in sentiments of thank-ful for having outived bis design of self-do-{ t piety; and now like a ray of light fron struction.

en, the thought struck him that he was med- "Why should ve ever despair î" he would say.
a fearfui crime. He shuddered, and kneel- "God can turn our pain into pleasure, and ourdcvi, prayed fervently te God for pardon. bitterness into joy."

% eOn his knees, his ideas became gradually

to i% , the water ceased te flow, and the stars
Aloise alpt.


