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hausted her rem’umnﬂ s(rengtb und she fell fum{mﬂ upou the
floor i 7y L oy b T

.- For.my own p'wrt, iea»mw hcr tn .t 10 care of o
blubh(-rnw lilte 2 whipped. &Lhool lmy ‘I beloak. m}solﬂr) Aightt
then, entering o cvfc,‘[ wrote a letter, which I carrie }
is; uddrc:s. It chlldhlLd wy. rcsx«rnatum —-(Lw; e dcs

SEE rcm:s oF .fw IDLE MO3 L\’I‘."‘:

—That very moin from n fuir tand { come: .
“ Yot round me ching thié spnrltofmy own.Hraiaxg =
" Ttwas evening—the bright summer sun was slowly*fading in
the west; while the’ last rays of his departing splendrir, r('ﬂcc-
ted . softened radiance arotind, the lake was \xaveles=“the
blag buoys of the fishing nets floated on'the “waters, and Seef
£d stains npon its bnsom, lxl\e those made on’ the' snow whlta
filly by the carcloss insect.  The village church was poermg
‘above the willow and the ¢ypress—1 could bat gaze as' that mb
ment, threw a sudden frushn(-% back on hanhhed bours! it
could T .nﬂ?ud ane thought to external objeéts, from: the :
mthm m) bo.w.n, 1 lud been a wanderer, a ae.xrchﬂr dfter hap‘-
plncs “and vain dreams, and now like, the prodigal “son: wag &
‘tracing, my way, from a far country, o the home of my. child
hood, the bosom of my family. [ had alwz ys an inward veneritian
for the *¢ houses of Gad *and a wish to view their site and'strgg
iure, and with-melancholy feeling 1 sluwly bent my way Alo’nu
the share. lo“'uds the village chunch, its wail of the rou"h moun-
“tain granite and its tharehed roof had an air of simplicily, [ had
often logked for in vain among the stately edifices of* rich and
more populous cities; the burial ground encircled with & wooden
fence, and a f{ew head-stones “of marble or peinied wood, o
which some wereinseribed a simple matto, or recorded the
name or age of the tenant beneath; in one cornsr 1 markeda
snn]l nsuur mound, no stone was there, but-in.the: centragrew
2 rose bush, on which only one bud expanded. its deap but-deli
cate flower. I approached and gazed awhile with, the .deepest
eeling of melancholy, for youth was buried there—thought, aftér
-thought came rushing on, of severed aflection—pure yct “hope:
‘less love—nnd ruined frame—and- Llingered till twilight’s dusky
‘mantle, warned me of approaching m;__hl, and all. nature. sepmed
“to tuke the 'sume dark hue of my own fecling—slowly I retrp-
ced' my way towards -the village Inn, and lound .my. ho~Less.
like most of her craft canversant with all the gossip for, miles
’zround I took an early opportumly of enqumm7 the hxstoryof
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