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nist lay prostrate, shrank before an unseen foe. Fe-
ver cncompassed him, and delirium; and in his
frightful dreams, he called aloud, be shricked, he
wept like a child, he prayed for help, for case—
for a little respite—It was all in vain; though used
to scenes of dcath, this was appalling, the roving of
the suflerer was beyond belief—1t wasthe noise of a
great animal, not of man.

Hiseye glared, and he swore perpetually, and said
that Satan was in wait for him, and pomted towards
a comner of the chaier;
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which he died he tried to battle with the great King
to stand up against the coldaess and faintness which
seiced upon him:
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though quictly—reluctantly.  Another filend (a fe-
male) died easdy aad in old age, surviving ier facul-
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1 remember how T learnt to spell, and was sent ia
the servant’s hand to a lide day-school w fight my
way (amidst a score of other urchins) through the
petils of the alphabet, and afternwards how L was
busied with parable and Scripture history, (the one
ly food that nourished ey infant nund) 1 was much
roticed by a kindly and very amiable woman, and
1 still preserve the recollection of Miss §——"'s ten-
derness towards me. 1 had no ambition then; no
hatred, no uncharitableness. Ifthese demot:s have
possessed me since, they must have been cast down
upon me by the “malice of my stars.” I had no
organs for such things; yet now I can hate almost
as strongly as Ilove, and am as constant to my an-
tipathies as to my affections.

The progress from infancy to boyhood is imper-
ceptible, in that long dawn of the mird we take but
litile heed; the yearspass by us one by one. little
distinguishable from cach other.  But when the in-
tellectual sun of our life is risen, we take dne note of
joy and sorrow, our days grow populous with events;
¢nd through our nights, bright trains of thought
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run, luminating the airy future, and dorzling the
days we live in.  We have e unalloyed fruition of
hope; and the best is, that thereahty is still to come.

Among otherthmgs I had almost forgot to mention
a gratefu] vegard for an old relation, a sort of great
runele who had always tieated me with kinduess; he
used to place e upon his knee in the winter eve-
nings, and tell me stories of foreign countries; of
Eastern and Western India; of Buffaloes and Ser-
pents; of the Crocadile and the tawn
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of Lis widow, where he lay—dead It haunted me
said that e {(what ke 2 was
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mddcrgd and stopped, but 1 was assured he
lool\odjust as though he was asleep Lot uo man
beiieve such things — There is nothing so unlike
sleep, as denth. Fris a Poet's
gracious repose, a vital calm
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; the other a horrid
solemnity ; no more hke sleep, than a mask of plas.
ter, stifl, rigid, white—-beyond the whiteness of
shrouds or the paleness of stone—all parallels fail,
we strain at comparisons in vain—~I went up to sce
my old friend, there was a great silence all about,,
and the stone steps of the stair-case sent out unusuil
echoes.  The dooy was opened—slowly as though
we should disturb the corpse.

s Jie.

The windows were
closed, and there were long wax candles burning at
the head and the teet, and over all a white sheet was
carefully thrown. The length; the prodigious
length that the bedy seemed to occupy. at once star-
tled me, and I recoiled.  Enrthe servant procceded
and uncovered the lid of the coffin, alter an cffort I
looked, would to God 1 had never looked, he was
like stone, his mouth was bound up, and his eyclids
had been pressed down, and his nose was pinched as
though by famine—and my old friend was swathed
in fine linen, and pure crape was crimped about
him, as thoughto save him from the worm and the.




