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THE HERALD OF SUMMER.

I hear a gush of melody, I 500 a flush of

So Iqu‘f::: tho Suminer’s coming v;lith ‘t’.hgr éf.?; ofa
For Spring, her wel herald imed i
fu{', nns wide, » hos procl it

Sinco the throno of Wint
e 4 doxulno;.“di :d. nter topplod, and tho stern

Bpring hns 2pread o’cr maor and mountain s earpot
for her foet,

Bitver daisy, goldon king-cup, purplo orchis, cow-
slip sweet ;

Bade the treee unfold

Where sucmono aud
havo wude,

Pnhv’.h.::"\‘;?zflnu and faint duaffodil whisper of her by

v he:gtl'lerlxlm' bend o'or tho primrose lest she the se-
¢ ell ;

But h);uciuth aud harebell ring thoe tidings boldly

a canopy of undulating shado.
vivlet their woudland howe

ont,
For the breezo to cateh tho echoes, and answer with
a shout.

!l.‘hel busy brooklets, listening, have turnod tho theme

0 xolng,

And sing it to the sedges as thoy goutly glide nlung’;

The mountainstreams, nv lunger dum, join in the
jusous lay,

Aud leaping o'er their recky bounds Jaugh out in
sparkling spray.

Glad butterflics are fluttoring like banners in the
nir,

Richi lowers hold up their nectarics andofler incense
rare

The mili'ug bee hums cheerily, the guats dence in the

sun,
Tbcb\'ury frugs crvak glecfully o'er Syriugtide life
egun,

Nou need the tardy cuckuo’s note tu gossip of the
. §pr|m:.
Whilst uiher warbler's tuneful throats Lave a pro-
phetic ting
And orcharnds whito witheherry-snow, throngh which
. Loy agple-hlush,
Bring dreans of Summer fraituge to the bindlings in

¢ bush,

Sprin i kere ! and Summer’s comiug, with = cor-

. onulat light !

Forthe skylark, like @ courtier, has winged his up-

¥ rd flight,

The :grsl to meet Quecn Summer ju ber golden car
of state, .

And salute her with his anthem e¢logo to ber palace

guto.
All the Yeur Round.

IN AFTER-YEARS;

OR,
FROM DEATII TO LIFE.

HBY MUKS, ALEXANDER ROSS8.

[Rxa1sTeRED in accord:itnco with the Copyright Act
of 1868.]

CHAPTER X. (continued.)

Adam’s reasons for taking Mr, Cox's npart-
ments for o week were twotold, first he had to
find out Lady Hwmilton's residence ; secondly
the young ladics were scarcely presentable in
the dresses they had worn, without a change
since their degmeture from Huddon, aud to sup-
ply this latter deticiency, he suggested to them
the expedience of requesting Mes, Cox to tuke
them  to her milliner, so that they might as
Adam expressed it leave their messure, and
hawve new  dresses and bonnets sent to them
forthwith.,

The request was made and complied with,
Mre. Cox going with the two girls, on the day
of their arrival to & neighbouring millinery ¢s-
tublishment, where their orders were tuken ;

and to their astonishment an nmount of work |

which their maid, and an assistant, would have
taken severnl weeks to execute in Haddon Cns-
tle, was oflured to them next day. On their
return  to Thuives Inn, they were overtaken
by a dapper young gentleman, whom Mr, Cox
introduced to the young ladics oun the spot,
as,~—

“ My Son, Mr. George Cox who I was telling
you ahout”

She bhad indeed been entertaining her # new
lodgers” since the moment of their sitting out
from Thaives Inn until they renched the mil-
liner's shop ; and now again on thefr return,
with various aneedotes of # My Son George” his
learning, cleverness, eteetra informing them
that he was quite a celebrated poct, and giving
them the munes of some ten or twelve of his
effusions, until the simple girls, who had never
come in contmet with a living poeet buefore,
fancied they were fortunate cnougl to inhahit
the same house, nnd  Le able (o make the ac-
quaintance of & second Byron, or Moore.

« Hallo Mother, where are you going 7 walka
ing nt seven forty, 1eould hardly catch up to

rou.’

) « Oh George, is that you 7 il's six o'clock is
it, that’s what wus hurrving me.  Young ladies,
this is my Soun Mr. George Cox, 1 was telling
you about lisn, and Georgo this ix the Misses
Cuninghames, the new lodgers, friends of Miss
Stitehen from Scotland,

During thoe introductron, Mr, George had
placed himself in front of his mother, and the
young ladies, his hand just tonching the brim
of hix hat ; Lut no sooner were thy words of in-
troduction spoken, than he took a leng step to
one side with his right foot, and placing the
toc of the left to the heel of the right, he lifted
his hat and wmnde o profound bow, entirely to
his own satisfuction, and the manifest delight
of his mother, exactly as he had been taught.
by Monsicur Fiddlestring at his dancing class,
on Farringdon street, three months previous,

Mr, George's heart being highily indamable,
he fell inlove with both young lndies on the
spot, and resolved that in the first Ieisare time,
(it was pretty nearly all leisure time with Mr,
George) he would write o sonnet in praise of
both.

After tea he had a long conversation with
Aduy, und discovered that the objects of his
love were twins ; that they were the deseend-
ants of uables ; afact the old man did not fail
to impress on all and sundry ; thatin their
howe they lived in an old Castle surrounded by
hills, and close to the sea, And at ten o'clock
when Mr. Cox?’s street door was closed for the
nightpand he lf‘ct(mk himsclf to bis attic, by
the light of & ten dip, he proveeded at once to
write o puem which he intended shionld be part-
1y narrutive, and far outshine any he had ever
Dbefore written, the name of which wus to be
w'Phe twin sisters, of the sen washed moun-
tains” be  began by apostrophizing both at
ouce.

1n dreams I sce their paloe brown hair,

Lig dreans | seotheir white robos towing,
The tullest with her Queon liko hair,
Llor radivnt xmiles on all bestowing,

1 suo the Custio by the sea,

He stopped there,

« That will never do' exclaimed Mr. George,
& the forest boughs dont sweup over o Castle,
it"s too bigly, if they lnd only been bLora in a
_cottage, fustend of & Custle, how couvenient ;

there is such a difficulty in composing real good
poetry aboutn rumbling old mass of stenes like
8 Castlo ; and then tho sea, scarcely anything
will rhyme to gea, but be, and short -trushy
words like that.?

Ho looked up at a square foot of locking
glass, which bung on the wall above the table
ut which he wrote, the contemplation of the
haudsome face reflected thero with its slightly
houvked nose (which he called Roman) the lurge
good humoured wmouth, and collar Inid back
from the fut neck (o la Byron) had often help-
ed him in similar immergencics ; and it failed
him not in the present case ; in a few minutes
he drew the fingers of his left hand through his
long sandy lnir, and waving said hand and arm
in the widest sweep it was enpable of taking,
above and beyond where he sat, he said, ad-
dressing the now dishevelled hair and pleased
face in the mirror ;

#Yes, I have it; the poets licence, I shull
make it a cottage and o luke, instead of o Castle
and u sea much mwore romantic, und beautiful §
here gous.

I soc the cottage by the Inke
O'erwhiel the forest bonghs are sweening

Tho maambeams ton, low suft thov bre s,
Alowg; the wavelusy waters weeping.

No sooner had he written the word weeping
thun he exclaimed—

& DBeautitul ! beautiful ! Byron never wrote
anything more fsweetly beantiful,' as mother
snys, than that. 1t was just the thing, changing
the sen into a lake, the Castle into o cottage ;
but what a tivne it does take to conpose poetry.
I do declare it that is not the drewd hour of
midnight, sounditng ting ting ou our little
eracked clock, well) lnte ax it is, 1 must goand
read it to mother, there is no chance of gotting
her to listen to me in the morming or at menl
times, she is so bngy  with them  plagued
lodgers 3 well there will be an end to all that,
when ) pulldish my long poem: bat hefore 1
take it down staivs to her, T must rend it over
again, to see that theee is not the shadow of a
mistake, after udl there is no one like woman,
dear woman, i you  wunt to hear the trmh
about what you compoxe; 1 never in all my
life rend o verse of my own composition to u
dunderhead of a mun, that he was not mad
with jenlousy, wind tried to lnugh me out of the
talent given meat my birth”

“AWell,? continned Ly 5 the titae is getting
Jater and lafer and 1 have not read over my
pocem yet, here goes.”

He read the cight lines twice over, each time
becoming more and more enamoured with his
long poen §

Two verses,” said he, €t is not so bad,
two versesin one night, and that the buginning,
the st diflicult part in the whole pocin; as
the copy in small hand used to sy at school,
fa thing well begun is half ended? 1 know
very well thut's not true abiout wy porms, but
if 1 write two as goud verses as that, every
night, I'll be very contented, it be done in
time, and when it is published, it'H canse a
sensation in the litevary world, I wonder what
the Sumdnrd and Athenanm will say to it?”

He smiled, o calm swmile of trivinph, a8 in
imagination his cye glmeed over a long lauil-
itory article in each puper, on # the new pucis
of George Cox, Bsquire, Thiives Iny, Holborn,”
1 wonder who Tl give it to, not Swith and
Elder, that's certain, they refused iy “ Litcrry
Gemg of Poctieal thought " and they shan't et
the chance of even seeing it before pnblication
« The twin sisters of the Lake washed mouu-
taing,”? yes that's what it must be now, sea
wished is stronger, but 1 must saeritice that,
Lake washed is the truo way to put it; but as
Miss Louisa Hopking beantitally  olwerved
about my poetry, it is one mass of beantitul
truths, strung on a string like pearls aond
rubies; what a girl that is? such deseriminn.
tion, but what will she say to my falling in
love with the twing

Thoe mere contemplation of such a thing
made the poct start np, and with such eyes,
and hands bent in the form of a claw raised
to the level, and within linlfa foot of his head,
he performed on two square of the bare floor-
ing of the garret, a dunce of admimtion and
langhter, prompted by his success in poutry,
and lovo. '

1is dnanee over he took his candle, and armed
with his new poem, proceeded to his mother's
room; he found the good lady huddled up in
sheets, and blunkets, fust asleep, her face and
head almost buried in a cotton night cap, the
Irills” of which were ut lusst two inches in

’

depth, and full enough for half 2 dosen modern
caps.
“ Mother,” raid the poet, shaking Mrs. Cox
with poetical licenso as he spoke,

“What ix it, what's the mutter, Susan is the
house on fire?” e¢xclaimed the poor woman, all
in one breath, as still half asleep, she sae bolt
upright in bed,

# No, no,” sid Mr. George in a low tone, as
with the candle, which he had suggested the
idea of fire to the half araused sleeper, iu his
hand, he bent over the bed, S it's only me, dont
speak so lond, you'll waken the fodgers”

“1Us you, George? you've gone to bed with
cold feet, und you've got the stomuach nehe,
Oh George, George, yon're no more to be
trusted thun when you was ten years old, but
it's ny own fuult, I should have tied if your
feet were cold betore 1 sent you to bed,

&« I havent cold feet, and 1 lave'nt any
stomuch achey and 1 havent been in bed yet,
1 have bLeen busy in oy louely room, with
only the moon for n compunion, while the
lodgers and  yourself slept svuudly  below
while L

Through lone lone Hstless hadrs aparet,
Stond liztenimz 1o my wildly beating heart

IR PROCREDED AT ONCE TO WRITE 4 POKM.

t & You recollect that benutifnl little poem,
i mother, T wrote on myself in the unpablished
volumie of € Literary Gems of Poctical thought.”

# Gond gracious,” snid the distressed looking
woma, pressing one hand on the top of her
hend, which ached partly with the fatigie she
had updergone, previous to going w bed, and
partly with being so suddenly arouseld from a
sound gleep,  # I do believe you've been and
sat up half the night writing poetry agnin;
you'll kill yourself that's sure enough ; didn't
Mr. Catchem tell you that studying the law,
wis s much one head could do at o time.”

“ You're u clever woman, mother, yow've jusy
gnessed it hit the nail on the right head; as
o old Cathen he would be precioux glid to
write poetry himself if he could; what do you
suy o that ?”7 ax he spoke he tluttered o sheet
of fuolscap, on which the two versex of the
new poein were written and rewritten, with
their various  corrections and recorrections,
this in Mr, George's large dashing hand, oc-
cupving the whole four pages of the sheet;
“ Pl Iegrinuing of o new puem of mure thau
« handreed lines.”

“Lud a mercy, George Cox, you'll put me
iute my cold grave, with yonr sittings up o'
nights, and your weiring of yourself ton whip-
ping post, 1 wish to goodness you hud heen
as stipid as other people, and you yourself tell-
ing we only yesterday thav that other poetry
man, Lord  Byron, divd lefore he was thirty
yeurs old, and quarrelled with his mother, and
mn o o the Gireece or soe other pince, and
dicd o stranger inoa strange land.  No wonder
the poor woman quarrelled with him, if he was
aweiring himself 1o o thrend  paper, sitting up
o' nights as you're doing, but you needn’t ruu
ofl to the Greeee or the fut either. 1'1) take my
aftidavit on i1, yowll die betore you're tventy it
you dou't cull u hadt”

% For any suke, mother, stop. It awful
Inte, ind 1 must rend my pocm to you before 1
gotobed. Look, cight verses”

“ Bight verdes!”  repeated  the  horrified
womun, expeeting to see her sou and heir drop
down trom sheer exhaustion at her feet.

# Kight verses, no, of course not, two_verses,
1 mweant to sy vight lines” :

® And quite cuough, in all conscience, writ~
ten in the dead ot night, when you should have
been i your comfortable warm bed, Say uvay,
' hearing”

He put the candlestick into his mother'’s
hand us she sat up in the bed, und striking a
position, he held the sheet of puper in his left
hand almost at arm's length, while with the
forefinger and thumb meeting, the other fingers
slightly curved and distended, he moved the
right arm in gentle small waves and circles,
kueping time to the rhiyme of Lis poetry,

His mother was delighted, as he knew she
would Le, Shu saw before her in the person
of her own son one who, if he could only be
persuaded to sleep instead of write during the
night, would, she felt certain, in after ycars
resch at least onu of the pinnacles of human
grentnuss.

She made him read the versus twice over,
and of his own good will he read them twice
more, being curoful to begin cach reading with
the title in full,

The littls erucked clock sounded one ere the

pact sought. his attic, and his tired although
delighted listener resigned herself once ore
to sleep.

Next miorning, Mrs. Cox entrusted Susan
with tho seeret of the great event which had
tuken place, saying: # If the poem tukes with
the public we are all to live out of wiwn amd
keep a one harse shay, & cow, fowls amd other
country things, and we'll have to have a mnn
to take care of all that and do the work, and
perbinps that’s your seven years' changge”

 Perhaps,” veplied the wondering aind pleased
muid of all wark.

4 Heigh ho ! rojoined the little wizened tived
out mistress; ¥ it would be o nice change for
us all”

During the tie the twlus were shopping
under the anspices of Mrs Cos, Adumn was dao-
ing hix best to find the aeddress of Lady Hamile
ton, nlthough in rather a singnlur way.,  He
fonnd out wll the bestlookhing shops, ard these
L enteved, inquiring it Lady  Hanilton, of
Lnchdrewer, bigghit her groceries, or her linen
gueds, s the cuse might be, there, He wis in-

varfubly anuswered in the nesative, antil late
the eventng, when soue Kind!y man took the

trouble to guestion the old ukin s o who La

Hamilton was, and as to the whereabouts of
Inchdrower,

Aditm guve him all the information he him-
self was in possession of, which certainly did
not amonnt to wueh that wonld enable i to
tind Lady Hamilton in Loudon,  However, it
enabled his listener tocomprehend that a Wiest
End dircctory was the most tikely means hy
which the: old uu’s end wonld be sttained 5 am)
writing the none and aditress on aslip of paper,
together with the nundier of tie booksellers
shop, he explained to Adimn how e wis to
proceed on the tollowing mornine,

Next day Adum again went jorth on the
same crrand, but pursuing the sune conese
pointsl out to him the evening In-fore,
Secess was no better than at first,
dircetorien were produced tor his tuspection
the owners of the books looked tor the maunee
themselves, but none such was to be found,

The girla proposed that they, wecompiinied
by Adrm, should go down to the whart, wher-
the ship they come in still lny, and consntt the
captain of the #Skeelly Skipper;” it was very
probahle he conld give them sowe inforustion
that might make fnding their friewd a veey
simple process.

"L'v the wharf, therefore, they sct off; Adam s
before, riding with the eabmnan on the dickey,
Ax they approsched the wharf, the eab in
which they were seated ot intoa line of others,
and finding that it waus likely to continme so for
some tine they left itand pursued their way on
fout.

CHAM'ER XI.
IN PURBUIT OF THE FUGITIVES.

When Sir Richard Cuninghame reached his
home with the doctor, they found the child
stretched on the Inp of its weeping mother
appurently stiffening fist in denth; he wasx
put into a warm buth with the usual success
in such cases but the danger was still so im-
minent, that Sir Richard prevailed on the
doctor to make the Cnstle his head-guarters
for that day und the following night.

On the second duy the doctor declared his
patient out of danger, and it was not uuntil
then that Sir Richard had time to think of the
girls whom he funcied were lying dead in the
north tower,

Sir Richard himself drove the doctor home,
and on his return he was pnt into unusunl
good humour by finding his sun and heir pro-
gressing rapidly towards convaleseence,

Tired as he was with watching his sick oy
it was a trouble ho enred not for that of hava
ing the dead bodies, he oxpected it was now
high time to svu to, removed to a deccut
chumber, und the gigns which wonld lemd
men 1o guess at the manner of their death
obliterated, all of which must be done with his
own hand, ere he could send for Ludy Hamil-
ton to shew hier the revengo ho had tukens
but the knew it must be done at once, the
bodies would soon become offensive, perhaps
they were 50 now; he started as the thought
occurred that hisown lifo might be cudungered
thercby.

The afterncon was ;waning as he betook
himself to the door of the chamber where he

hud so cavefally excluded the life giving u.irI

on his Inst visit, he now pracecded to undo his
former work, carefully putting the widding ho
had stuffed the crevices with, into his pewket
that it might be burned, aud so thus far oll
record of the deed perish,

This part of his work was aceomplished, but
he still Teft the door locked that the foul air
might escape by the laleony,  He now entered
the corridor, and staved with horritied eves ns
he beheld the iron shutters wide open, and thy
plaster 1ying in lmnps under the window, he
saw that his sceret wis abroald ;e st hava
bieen watehed, o person on earth comfid have
openend the shutters tom  the inside, he ad-
vatieed to the window—the girls were gone '—
he was overwhehned with amazement and
e,

They must he got hack at ang saevitiee, but
how? that was a guestion be could uot ane
swer, neither had be any cloe by which to dis-
vover the one who aided them i theiv tlight,
his thoughts watndenad to Arthur Linds
yes, it must i he,

Thee evil spivit whe lad given hin connsel
und help tor forty years ~tol by, peering indo
the exes aud leirt of the bewildered man
closer to body aned sont than metad 1ourh
could veach, and e ltaglusd witle hellish sris
i phy, il shoole his cloven feet with fiendish

¥

¢ haste deove tothe Weddon
Sl the st tiee sinee e Tind b
vhe Ly any

i hdies w

werriment as he sprang over the barhivan of
the tower

RBir Ricliard ordeced his canfige and o bt
Arin=, and cutering
sthti badin
Birvcadd o cleeese, gn b teisdetened
Hes Fanbopor -wile with Tos matied v o ke

cand prey beand, e G esiead 0 Lot Lo sdew
Pl e yosan whens he conbt Gtk 1o o
Wone, then he poecaded 1ot v ade the

et as to his huow e
Y on have seonoms

o0 e tecatives

sl oo oy vae yonng
Tive ar the canade 7

» Yes Sie”

Sllave they been leae within thee
day =

O Na St

ONow Mueltae listen to e, these sanne e
divs are st teomy song hears ol Haddos case
ey aned they baeve e sy doeiee the fast fwa
davs, not adone, that they conkd oot b, bt
probabily in congpany with <ot vorne fellow,
whoe will jares one ot thet i duspe < to s
the wendth af e 1 have goal peseson tasupe.
pesse thata som ot Gieneral Litadsay s is e ooy
and that the gicls e now in Tocledrewer Chise
e vorrane s slao g Gellow ) oo samee craned
which you ean eastly invewt to Jinhiliewer,
and fited ont i ey e there and whiat stories
they Jave told 1o insare thenpsetio <aoweteone,
i by your means T orceoverthese sivls yon <hall
liwve a0 twenty yours leane ot you plivee bin
your waork,”

last T

Tl iz stond <80 T Yol wneb tatedt ad
yer eoulid not pesuade hitsehr Hoed the varions
Incidents rannine o bis mind and stiodonge s
memory abmost 1o cantusion, w iany wiry
cotticeted with the bt o Sie fedsad’s wrind -
chilitren, or wonbl elp hims<elt to the vconsume-
midion so devantly 1o be wisloal ol a twenty
yeirs (eee Ledse af lis bostel

1l would take: tine 4o arr. his thoughts,
perhapess it was the young ladies he saw in the
peat vart, iCso his fortue wits nade,

& Caplain Livdsay is not at ochdeewer, the
fuily are all in London these thres nonths
tack, bt on Wednesduy night, or ether
Thaesduy waornimg 1 owent ap o Brown's i
erofters, toget Jiim tolemd e his pead cuet” (the
wuth is MacRae had gone to Browa’s to bring
home o bierrel of smuggled whiskey made by
Brown from an illicit still in Lis aren) s and
I owas just in time tosee your old seevioit Adon
drive oft with the Shethud pony and the pent
caurt 3 Brown told e Adun pasid bim five shil-
Tings for the use of the pony sk peal cart, only
it ten ocloncly, and Longinnn the Stithilock
cirrier was to ~etd it back again?

1 bl to o home withot doing iy ernand,
wind Towent through the firwood ) just as | was
nenely at DalCs voad on the upliunds, | saw the
prest curt cotnse down the main aomd trmm flet-
fie's ey aned takie ap two women that was
sitting o a hilloek below the trees, o stone's
cusl hrom the: road”!

€Onee the woneen was in the ety Adam
drove as us the pony’s fiet could pelt,
down thes read that tares Lo Longman's the
carvier's; toay be il wis them, aml that they're
there yl:l.."

(7o br coutinued.)

ot of sheor atrogeling
Sund the senimit ol Mount
nd sat down to
of tho monn-
nan of vego-
1 of which, like
1of the Abana;
e lessvay risg
while in the
: imperial city, her low mussive
rgg winrets showitgg daazlingly white
=hine, sl the wighty domy of the

it wtmosphere of that wondorful
hronght near tu our eyes as it hy
suburh which wo feft bhehind o
ipeara o lio under our very toat,
warthy Araby, who are erawling liko black
srtid | 1sen elistinet g if
v hundred otf. Tuall my travels, [
1 pothing toeampare with that view, exeept,
the panoratin of M w from the Sparrow
i W Caty of e Czaes his thoe advantngoe
w barbarwe splewedor of eoloring. Diimascus cortnine
Iy stands alae 1z beauty of <ite wod sploudid luxu-
nianee ul vegetation.
an this dlorious panorama we turn nway relnet-
sat the little syuare tower of stone
tht vises besude ag, marked by tradition as tho grave
of the irstnurderer,  Chiblish and inpossible oy
the lezond is, it here ngsumaos pu air of solemnronlity.
Where that wiserable lifo deow to o close. nono bat
Go d ean say ihut in all the earth it could have fonnd
uo litter spot for its ending.  To mo, atloast, there is
a weird grandeur in the theught of the lonely hami-
eide louking down foraver from this bicank mvuntain
top. nildesolate ns his own blasted oxistencoe,
uprnthie canhly paraldivo which ho wmight uut outor ;
{ widching throngh the sonntless ages, tho rod
b be had Tet lo gradnally oversproud-
s earth,
e spirit b vleused by deeds of bined,
fow spots on the earth’s surfice have witnessed moro
of such thun this quiet, beputiful  vadloy. from the
tieisr when Hazol stols on tiptee to sprond o S thick
ed in wator,” over his muastor's fuou, to
wht, elevon yenrs ago, when ten thousand
lerers cume howlingienund tho Chrirtinn
vnaseus,  And pow, over tho gruves of
, tho gruss grows {rosh and groen,
wud th ers spurt in the sunshine, and the
waters ripple in tho shidow of waving troes, as if
there was neither sin nor soreow in the world.
Below, all it lifo and bonuty, und onjoymont ;
above, all is silence, nuel engeedness, ind dosolation;
u lit apot whercun to ronlizo the grim holiof of the
Lied Maon, that tho zauls of the wicked urve led to the
swnmit o & roeky ridge, whence thoy hohold the
good far helow  thom, dwelling in shining tonts, and
chaging shadowy herds of buffuloes over the ever for-
tils prairies of tho spirit lnnd ; while thoy, nfier eno
Last despuiring looks at tho juys which they onnnover
shure,are driven buck to wander furever nmong the
barren monntains, tortureld by tho eternnl agony of

rkyorversthone
i 5 the

waary hoar e
while the

=

the euu

thirst and hungor.—Clhambers' Journal,




