
562 A SLEEPING CHILD.

be under no immediate apprehension for her "Richard Willson," answered the old man,
brother's safety, retired to seek the repose she "possessed a constitutional temperament very
needed. I recalled to mind the circumstance of different from mine. Excitement and action
the two men passing me on the road, and governed were necessary to his very existence. In the
by an undefined fear for the safety of my bene- camp-and amid the din of battle, he sought to
factor, I opened an upper window, and listened crush the power of memory; retirement would
eagerly for any sound that might be wafted on have maddened bim. He fel-
the night air. Words would but feebly express One question more,'2 I continued; "What of
the intense anxiety I felt; perchance if you have Morrison ?"

watched as I did then, you may form some con- "I know fot," he returned; Iperchance justice
ception of it. As I hearkened, first came the has avertaken the offender in some distant land.
sharp report of a pistol, evidently fired at no May it be tbat the God of Mercy has forgiven bis
great distance-then a cry, and all was hushed atrocious, high-handed crimes V"
as before. No time was to be lost in hastening This picture then, is -"

to the spot from which the sounds proceeded. Eieanor's; it was her dying gift."
"The old man lay by the way-side. A ball had

entered his left breast, and life was ebbing fast.
Ten minutes mare and I had been too late. He A SLEEPING CiILD.
knew my voice, and having in an earnest tone Thou sleepesto-but when wilt thou wake, fair child?
impiared me neyer ta desert his children, mur- When the fawn awakes in the forest wild?

mured a prayer ta his God, and expiredL Bitter 'Wen the larks wing mounts, with the breeze ofmorn?

agony was mine as I held in my arms the lifeles " When the first rich breath of ite rose is bor?
form of him who had been my best earthly friend. ovely thoA sleepest-yet something lies

Too deep and stil on thy soft seaed eyes

My burning tears flowed fast, but gave me no Mournful, though sweetis thy restto aee;

relief from the bitter anguish of my spirit. To When ivill the hour of thy rising be?

be deprived of a friend by death in anywise is Not when the fawn wakes-not when the lark

painful; but when it steals into our presence an the crimson cloud of the morn floats darkl

without a warning of its approach, and suddenly Grief, with vain passionate tears, bath we
ny The hair.shading gleams o'er thy pale brow Set;

performs its fearful work, the heart receives a Love, with sad kisses unfeit, bath prest

deep and dreadful wound that neither time nor Thy meek drooped eyelids and quiet breast;

skill can wholly cure. Assistance was procured And the glad spring, calling ont bird and bee,

as speedily as possible, and the forms of law, pre- Shah colour afl blossoms, fair cbild, but thee t

scribed for such cases, executed. Thon art gone from ns, bright one 1-that thou should'at
" I will pass over the detail of the sad events of die

the few succeeding days. The grave had already Thon art gone, as a dew-drop h blown from the bough,-
closed over Edward, and seemed awaiting Eleanor. Oh1 for the world where thy home la now 1

She, however, solicitously watched, at length How May we love but in doubt and fear,

arose from the couch of sickness, to which the How say evnjoy but a trebler,

distressing occurrences I have narrated had con- Beautiful dust! when ve look on thee 1

signed her. But, alasl the health of the peerless

one was not restored ; but rather in that slight
and fragile form had been sown the germ of an
incurable disease. Consumption had laid its WELC0MB AND FAREWELL.
palsying hand upon the fairest and best of God's To meet and Part, as we have met and parted,

earthly creatures, and seemed in hastA lead one moment cherlsbed and the next forgot,

his victim within the grasp of bis ruthléss master, To wear a smile when almost broken.hearted,
1 know, full well, la haplesa womsns lot;

Death. But why do I lengthen out the tale? Yet let me, ta thy tendernes appeallng,
'Tis but to wring a heart well-nigh broken with Avert thia brief bu tmelancbaly doom-
its weight of sorrow and despair. She died, and Content that, clos beside the thorn of feeling,
when I turned away from the last resting place Grows memory, like a rose, in guarded bloom.
of so much loveliness and purity, all else on earth Love's history, dearest, la a sad one ever,
seemed hateful and loathsome. I fled from the Yet often with a amîle i've heard It told
abode of men. Thus far I have dwelt in soli- Oh I there are recorda of the heart which nover

tude; I have learned to bear with some degree of Are ta the scrntinlzing gaze unrolled 1

composur he recollection of so many ills."may scarce again aspire,
compsur th reoilctioi o 50man ils."Still in thy memory, deareat, let me dwefl,

" And what became of the surviving brother?" And bush, with thia hope, the magnetia wlre
vWild wth ur mlngeed welcome nd farewli l


