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288 THE CROMABOO MAIL CARRrEk.,

within but th'le wood fire- Torn Marshall came tO see trie som etimes,,
and does still ; the sight of hitix pains mé even now, though I have
a greati respece for him, he bears 4a- kind of mocking-bird r'esemblance
to his brother) there is likeness enough to renew my loss every time
I see hirn.

"At the end of two ears I went to Eh'y gland, but I only stayed -a
month; I could not, bear it, the r-louds were so-n' -the earth that

they seemed to shut out heaven; in Canada I fêltnearer to Richgrd.
Aftér six years 1 carne to this place once orey al' was cut...denuded of aJI its beauty, and scarred wit u -ly stàmps and weedsj1the plough had passed through it, and not'-à wild flower remained
I felt àn affinity to the rough field like me, a iuthless. hand had-
been laid upgn it, and its gl oiý'had'de p-arted.

Ten years after'my bereav'ement, fweni back ÎÏ) - Ni agaTa, I went
alone, telling no one of my intention, The fir-st sound o he Falls

shoôk me like the- roar of an enemy, a, merciless Çjleiny who d
Falls

d
taken my all. That night I slept ýje ws t

inn inIn the sa liae-, the same besa jebe0ftt t e mihad occupied with Ri "hard-, and I dreamt ôf himc 
but he7wasalaaie; he came to menand with, him. that One who died tharwe mig Poo

'b saved. at dream comfo J aÙd ýsoothed naé- 1 rec
Fa ýher's hand -in ail my woe. I beg-,,---tn to výork ;for dthers I býý e

Î11, a Sunday-school teacher, I dispersed tracts I sought out distress and
relieved it I-invitéd sick people to my house, and cheered and made

them, well- again; 1 grew happy. I, have been a happy ' am an ior
fOrtY Yearsý MarY> I am contente*d fo wait till its- Gods pleasure to
take me horne to Elimself and Richard. Iféel ficW that it was in
kindness -and lorve to-me that God tôok Richard--'away If Ire had
_býen/,raine all these years., if wé had been blessed with ehildien I.
should have been so tied wedded to thisIl 1 world that 1 should

s 
0

have waûted, to live on ever, and n-qw Ï have nothing to leave that
7 1 g'reatly regret to, 1 ve, my des are all on the other siàe. Sorne

day when I féel th end is not' far off, 1 shall orice again visit the
Falls.

"And now you h ve heard my story,'Mary, fîoln myown lips, and
you are the only rson to whora I ever told it. 'It was a fitting
place to tell it, for I sat on this flat stone with Richard years befoire

you were born,, and listened to the far away. frogs, -ând prono-unced
them mùsical.


