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"Ah!" I exclaimed, "would that thou wert of my race

or I of thine, then I should never say, * I need thee no
>

»

ihese words.

more.

" I bless thee for those words, and I shall remember

them when thou art gone," answered the Qy, tenderly.

During this brief interchange of words. Zee had turned

away from me, her form bent and her head bowed over

her breast. Now, she rose to the full height of her grand

stature, and stood fronting me. While she had been *;hus

averted from my gaze, she had lighted up the circlet that

she wore round her biow, so that it blazed as if it were a

crown of stars. Not only her face and her form, but the

atmosphere around, were illumined by the effulgence of

the diadem. •

" Now," said she, " put thine arms around me for the

first and last time. Nay, thus ; courage, and cling firm,"

As she spoke her form dilated, the vast wings expanded.

Clinging to her, I was borne aloit through the terrible

chasm. The starry light from her forehead shot around

and before us through the darkness. Brightly and stead-

fastly, and swiftly as an angel may soar heavenward with

the soul it rescues from the grave, went the flight of the

Gy, till I heard in the distance the hum of human voices,

the sounds of human toil. We halted on the flooring of

one of the galleries of the mine, and beyond, in the vista,

burned the dim, rare, feeble lamps of the miners. Then I

released my hold. The Gy kissed me on my forehead

passionately, but as with a mother's passion, and said, as

the tears gushed from her eyes, " Farewell for ever. Thou

wilt not let me go into thy world—thou canst never re-
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