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All the distance from the villago to tho bsach, was now scat
tered with groups of people, who, somo of them from mere curi.
osity, and somo from feclings of deeper intorest, had left their
homes, to hear if there were any tidings of the body, or to learn
if any thmg more remained to bo told than the melancholy story
which had alrcady circulated from house to house, with tho usual
number of varintions und additions. Amongst these groups was
many a poor mother with her children Jlinging to her cloak, all
looking anxiously towards the sca, and yet all afraid to behold
tho object of which thay were in search.  Thero were men bles.
sing and comforting themsolves that their sons were nut as this
prodignl, who would noyer more return to his father's house,.—
I'here were young women, who looked and looked agzin, and all
the whilo kept close together, calling baciz to remembrance the
kindness, the frecdom, and tho gencrous.heartedness of him who
was lost; and thero wore old fishcrmen, telling of their own
escapes, and wondeting at, and sotthing, and nnsclﬂin¥ again, the
manner of the young man's death. And still tho hoary decp
rolled on, telling its durk seerets to none.

Falklund and his cousin approached the scene of interest from
one pomt ; his mother and sister, with their household attendants,
from another. Way was respectfully made for all, and they stood
together for some time without uttering a word, except to ask and
tell in what manner old Kennedy had born the intelligence of his
loss. Alllooked towards the sca ; and Grace Dalton, though she
trembled violently, dashed away her hair from her oyes, and look.
ed more intently than any of the watcbers there.

“ Sce, sce,” said Mrs. Falkland, “therv is old Kennedy him.
self—and alone.”

And there indeed he stood, the aged father, leaning on his staff,
with his white hair floating in the wind. He stood alone wo, ex.
cept for a faithful dog, that never left his side.  He stood alone,
for he had held no fellowship with others in the common avoca.
tions and interests of life, and therefore it was the necessary con.
scquence, that in his grief thoy should hold none with him. Yet
there was something almost more than human nature could en.
dure, to see & father aloneon such an occasion, and Grace Dalton
left her aunt and cousins, and stealing quietly up to the ridge of
high ground on which he had stationed himself, stooped down,
and patted his dog, that she might at lest be ready, if he should
wish for any ono to be near him.

Encouraged by having escaped s direct repulse, Grace ven.
tured at last to standi nearer, and from a natural impulse upon
which she acted almost unconsciously, she said, in so meek and
quiet a voice, that it could not have offended any one, *“Sir will
you not lean upon me, the wind is very strong 7°

« Lean upan you, child7” szid old Kennedy; * why should I
Jean upon you 7

And he turned half away from her, o look again at the sea
without interruption.

Perhaps it was well that he had not accepted the offered aid of
his young companion ; fer the next moment she wasshooting like
an arrow across the sands, straight on to a crag of black rock,
which was just beginning to stand out above the shallow waves,
and beside which some of the fishermen were now ecen to be
gnthering themselves into a group.

 What can be the matter with Grace ?” said Mry. Falldand,
observing the strange movements of her niece, * She seems to
have quite lost ner senses with this melancholy affair. You were
wrong in taking her with you, George. She would have been
much better at home. She hasno spirits for such scenes as these.”

* You arc mistaken in Grace, 1 assure you,” said Falkland.
“« She was of the greatest possible nse to me this morning, and,
really behaved like a heroine. Butsce! They have found him;
they have found him at last. I am sure that is the body.”

It was true, as Falkland ‘had said. The wretched man had
not been washed by the waves to any great distance from the
spot where he perished, probably owing to his dress havisg be-
come cotangled amongst the rocks; and there he lay stretehed
out upon the sand, one of his cold hands still clenching, with an
iron grasp, the shred of Falkland’s coat, whkich he hud torn off
when they separated for the Jast time.

Nothing now remained to be done, for it was impossible that a
spark of lifc should remain ; and, while all stood arouad, uttering
their different exclamations of regret, Grace Dalton remained on
‘her knces beside him, stooping down with her head so Jow, that
she could have heard the fantest breath had it passed his lips ;
though her hair fell down aud shaded her face, so that none could
see I; “éhat manner she was holding her strange communion with
the dead.

CANADA TEMPERANCE ADVOCATE.

It scemed os if tho girl had forgotten the natural timidity—h o
aunt said, tho natural modcatg-—of her sox ¢ for, on first roaching
tho spot whero tha body had beon dragged out and laid upon the
smooth sand, she had torn open the vest of tho drowned man,
and laid her hand upon his heart, to feel if thero was yet a throb,
or a genso of human feeling left. It was in vain. Tho fisher.
men smiled, with melancholy meaning in their looks, to seo her
fruitless efforts, and tho foolish hopes which none but a dreamer
liko heysolf could have entertained for a moment, but still she
kunelt beside him, and not the ghastly countenance, from which
other women turncd away ; nor the crowds that gathered raund
her, nor the spray of thesca foam, nor the fierce wind that came
with splashing rain, and drove half the idlo concourse buck to
the village—had power to raise her from that lowly posture, until
a bier was brought, and the body wae placed upon it, and carried
away before her oyes.  Then she suddonly recollected horself,
and, silently meeting tho reproof of her aunt, she wrapped her.
self round with a shawl, and walked the last of all the party, as
they returned to Mrs, Falkland’s dwelling,

ur nearest relatives are sometimes the last to understand the
real state of our feclings. The rude fi~hermen on the beach had
scen at once, by the behuviour of Grace Dalton, in what relation
she liad stood to the deceased ; and they bad regarded her affec.
tion with that respect which unsophisticated nature is not slow to
render to real sufforing.  How littlo ‘of this respect would have
been shown by those 1 a highor sphero of life, who had under.
taken the support and guardianship of the poor orphan—how lit.
tle of this vespeet would they have ehown, had they known that
she had go far deviated frora the principles carefully instilled into
her mind, asto dare to love a man whose life and conduct were
like those of Ralph Kenncdf;.

And why had she lovel him ? Perhaps simply for these rea-
sons—because he had been kinder than any other human being
ever was to her; because she was lonely, and he had been her
fricnd ; becauso she was despised, and he had shown her respect ;
becauss she was an orphan, and he had promised to protect her,

It needs little philosophy to account for the origin of love—
Thers are humen beings who cannot exist, of and by, themselves.
Their very being is o relative one; snd the more they are shut
out from sympathy, and kindly fellowship, and the mutual inter-
change of thought and foclng with othcrs—~—the fower channels
they find for the outpourings of natural affection—the stronger
will the tide of that affection be when it does burst forth, uniting,
as it were, in one living stream, all the pent.up and sealed foun.
tamns which lay beneath the sterile surface of their desert life.

Bitterly would Mrs, Falkland have seproached her micce, had
she known why, amongst that crowd of strangers, she had stoed
the first—why she had approached the nearest to that awful spec.
tacle—why she had been the only ono te endeavour to unclench
that cold hand—why sho alone had hopcd against hope, that
there might still belife.  Happily for poor Grace, the strangeness
of her conduct met with no farther censure than its absence of
decoram deserved, and this was even pardoned in consideration
of the childish weakness with which she was so often charged;
for, like most persons in her situation, she had cften to bear the
bleme of = fault, and its direct apposite, at the same time.

No extenuation, however, ought to be offered for the chief fault
of which Grace Dalton was guilty—that of loving a dissipated
and unprincipled man. She felt that she deserved no pity, and
thercfore she asked for nono, Sho had her punishment within
herself; and tne perpetual sense of condemnation which she bore
about with her, mado her stil} roore meck, and humble, and sub.
missive under reproof, than she would otherwise have been, Nor
did she regard the erzors of Ralph Kennedy with more toleration,
in her own ming, than the rest of the world evinced towards them.
Tu proportion to the high estimate of what she believed to be his
virtues, was her feer, her sorrow, her hatred of his vices. These,
however, she never spoko of, except to himsclf. There were
others to do that, she thought; and wiien so many voices were
against him, there was the less necd of her’s.

Thns she was often thought to look with too lenient an eye,
both ugop hisconduct, and that of her cousin George. The fact
was, she loped her cousin because she belived that he loved Ken.
nedy ; aad, had those who charged her with indifference to their
vices, enly followed her to the httle chamber which she occupied
alone—had they watched her there, when every other member of
the houschold was wrapped in sleep, they might have seen such
tears, and heard such prayers, 2s sould have convinced them that

vice in any form, but parlicularly in those she loved, was no mat-
ter of indifference to her.



