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THE PHILOZOPUTR.

¢ The aweet pen sips tho lily dew—
'T'he sparrow's stroin is sweet ;
And I will danee and be o8 you,
‘Thz morn and eve to meel.”

Jt was not long Lefore her lieart was mine,
faind mine was her’s. I gained ber father’s fu-
vorand his consent that we should be married.
Oh, it heaven thera is below, I was its-pos-
sessor, with the lovely Catharine.! Can 1for-
get the mellow mclodious golden evenings I
epent with her in (his very month, when the
Liroad expanse of nature smiled up 1o heaven,
and her wild music threw magie on the scene ?
Tlow often did I gaze at the liule white cot-
tage, peering from out the trees that out-top-
ped it! how ofien did I Jisten to their roar,
while.their white heads danced in the scented
‘breezey but how mueh oftener did T melt be-
neath the voice and barp of her Iloved! Gh
by-gone days, mock not the sage of vears!—
wisdom bastanght me thy value ; butalso thy
instability. Press not onthe "breath of -the
wind, it will bear thee not.  'We were marri-
ed, I say, and lived happy. Isaw my Catha-
rine's father entered beneath his favorite elin,
where he often sat; yes, sut with her mother,
his once loved Emily. ‘f'lic green turf grew
over him and the violet, planted by hisdaugh-
ter, threw its unconscious [ragrance over the
bosom of decay. I ofien saw Catharine play
on her guitar some mournful strain, uutil the
tears bathed her face and its tones died ou the
melancholy of her soul.  But how long can
morials be happy 7 The breath of an hour
scaths all their hopes. My fondly-loved Cath-
erine died on the eve in which she Llessed me
with a daughter. Her last words were spo-
Ken with a smile on me, then on Ler babe, and
then her spiril took avings, never o return.....
Ab, cruel fate! thou bitest the brightest part

- of my soul! T was after this inconsolable. I
lived, ’tis true, but it was for my daughter—
for the image of vou, dearest Cathaiine.” I
taught her to be like thee.”  Here the old man
sighed decply. “Norah, my daughter, was
my sole comfort. She was beautiful and
sprightly. Often when I came hone with

- -down-cast spirits, did she entwine me, and in-
fuse througliout my soul a glow of happiness.
1 could gaze on her'innocent face, as free from
care as it was placid, until the striking resem-
blance she bore to her mother, reealled the
desolating thought of death ;' but dearly as 1
loved this flower of my existence, she too was
doomed to leave me. ‘I'en ycars had scarcely
sunk into the ocean of the past, ere Norah, the
gem of the neighborhood 1 which she lived,

_died of a gradual consumption ; like the dew-
drop on the rose that flies the morning sun,
thus fled Norah from the world. 1had seen
that she was going six months before her

-death, but resignation to the will of Provi-
deunce soothed my soul.  Here then was the
Jast bud of my hopes shorn and withered.~—

.Young man, they may talk of fatalists and;

sceptica, gazing on such scones with. .indiffer-
ence, but they cannot do it ; itis a desolating
thing and would wring tears from the proud-
est heart.  Thus was [ left alone in the midst
of wealth, but my heart was toltering beneath
the stroke of erucl fortune.  Some weeks aft
ter Norph’s death, on a mild avtumn’s_gve
with dejected spirits, I went to visit for the
last time the tombs of tiose 1 only loved. Ev-
ry thing around me was gay and the sun was
sinking in autumpal mellowness into the west.
1 stood over theis graves and determined to re-
sign myself to passive contemplation. But
the melancholy history of the past, like a vis-
ion, was before my aching eyes. All thought
I, that was once P(,)vely to my sounl, - is buried
beneath me. O whercare their spirits fled,
said I; bright orb of ‘the day, thy departing
beauty, like the sunny visions of the past,
throw a deeper melancholy o’er my soul. ‘T'he
tears started from my eyes involuntarily, and
I sank on the tomb of my once loved Catha-
rine.  Afier this I wandered a maniac in the
wilderness, T know not how long or whither;
but since, and for the last forty years I have
had my senses and been as I am now, Ihave,
however, never returued to the world—I cared
not for it, and resigned myself to eternal soli-
tude. Solitude, thou friend of my soul! yes,
with thee I have long dwelt in peace and hap-
piness, and hope to breathe away my latest
breath under the shadow of thy wings! -1
live inoffensive to all the creation; the birds
build their nest on the boughs by my side,
heedless of my presence ; and the wild deer
lick my hand. 1 love to vove in the lone
deﬁ_ths of nature, in the sufficiency of my=
self.”? ) .

Here the old man paused and his last word
died on my ear in plaintive mellowness, na-
ural to his voice. Ihad fallen into a profound
sleep from fatigue, and the melancholy sirain
in which he had delivered his story. Methot
in my sleep, an old man with a grey and flow-
ing beard, approached me as I was lying in
contemplative silence, admiring the heavens,
% Arise, youth,” said he, * and depart; but re-
member the tale I have told thee; bhaply it
may instil into thy young mind a lesson of
truth—a fortitude to hear up against the mis-
fortunes of life’s nysterions ronnd, Let it vof,
however, damp thy hopesor youthful feelings.
Life isa game, luckyor unlucky, that we all
have to play; let usthen play it wisely and
bravely. My race is nearly run; for eighty
springs have fled before me. - A few more
sips will guild my silver locks, aud I musttoo
be numbered amony the spirits of dark king-
dom of the past ; adieu, adieu !

‘The last words sunk solemnly on my ear;
and I remembered no more. When I awoke
in the morning I found myself where, the pre-
vious evening 1 had seen the Philosopher ;—
but how I caine there, I knew not.  Soon get-



