
SATURDAY EVENING.

room. They followed. T
îighted with wax-lights; an
On a large couch, lay two tem
At the other end was a be
drawn celosely around. Wa
nt,g at the head and foot. Ti

5nteady step, approachled ti
trelbling hand, drew aside t
extended on a coverlid of

4 the object of his solicitu
ere the mask and domio

8 ePt; and in the low tender
he first won lier young hea
ianame; but there vas no rosp
hand-it was cold, anI feull
ras.He gazed stedfatstly

it was pale as, when liftini
s astonished gaze. But t

lier eyea were now closed
had ceased to beat: she was
death! ler arns were cross
and 01 the fingers of her r

twined a chain of gold w
one could see the scaldin

Shed, or know the bitter and
that tore the bosom of the e
for the last time on the pa

Perhaps the only one,-w
a for himself alone. For

orgetful of all but his own he
Side of the dead, and never v
trit 05trti more sincerely breati
than by that monarch in his

Years rolled on. The old t
e" Sleep side by side in t

'gustine's monastery. Th
e Was the last of his race ;

the l)anube soon fell into d
0%SWN's den. The emperor
taiety amidst the blandish
but as often as the season of

i nobles remarked that he
ne light-hearted and rekli

why ; but the, associati
could never banish fron

II look of her who ho had
forest of Hungary.

ho apartment was
d at one extremity,
ales buried in sloep.
i with the cirtains-
x-lights were buri-
e emîperor, with an

se bed, and, with a
he curtain. There,

snowy whiteness,

de, and at her feet
Ie thouglt she

accents witl which
rt, he breathed lier
onse. He took lier
from his nerveless

on her couitenanco
Slier nask, she met
his was no trance.
for ever; her heart
beautiful, thougi in
ed ipon ber bosomo,
ight hand was en-
ith a signet ring
g tears that were
agonsing renorse

mperor, as ho gazeJ
llid fe.ires of one
ho had ever loved

getful of bis state-
art-he knelt by the
wore accents of con-
hed by human being
hour of humidiation.

aron and his dangh-
he cemetery of St.
ey left no kindred ;

anI the old castle oit
ècay, and became ais
recovered in time his
mnents of his court

the chase returned,
was never more the

ess sportsman. Few
ons were too strong
m his iniid tie part-
first mot in the dark

SATURDAY EVENING.
[WITII AN ENGRAVING.]

iIEADER! did you ever visit a rural district in

Scotland, and spend a week among the simple and
cheerful cottars, dwelling far away froi the

busy and bustling cities? Did you ever sec the

healthy and happy children of these honiest and

*hard-working people? and, more than all, did
you ever sec them on the Saturday eventing, when

preparations were in progress fitly to honor the
holy Sabbath Day? If you have, then the pie-
ture now presented to you will revive the memaorv
of the scene. It is graphically "sketcled froms

nature," by an artist who bas seen it, and who
had an cye for its appreciation.

But if ho bas not seen it in reality, when lie
look)s upon the picture lie will have seen a faithful

representation of it; and, without any great
stretch of the imagination, the whole of the anus-

ing scene will be " realised." le may almost
fancy ho hears the cries of the unhappy object,
who, condemned to his weekly ablutions, struggles

in vain against his destiny; for, cry thoughs ho

may, the young matron, stern in the performance

of her duty, proceeds with the operation without

turning to the right hand or te the left-deter-

mied that he shall bo washed Aye, though lie

may wake the echoes with bis cries, till the very

dogs bark in sympathy, she yields not, conscious

that, when the deed is done, the boy will reap the

benefit.

There is a story in the picture, and a moral to

it. The mother doos not wanton!y aflhict the

son: her aim is to do him good. Wlhen he be-

comes a man, lie will have other and greater trias

and troubles to endure; but, thougi he sees it

not, they are sent himîs by a Father who loves

him with a love greater tisan even a mother's

love; and if lie has learnsed the lessoin of lifeé
gright, he wil1 not have been troubled or tried in

vain.
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