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ror-stricken at beholding their beloved mis-
tress apparently in the agonies of death!

“ The doctor ! a doctor, quick 1" I shouted
—“she will die—she will die!”

In a second they were all gone save her
maid, who was sobbing and praying, while
che wiped the blood from the blue lips of
her expiring mistress. O, what agony I
suffered during the interval which ensued
before the arrival of the physician! I call-
ed her by the dearest titles; I begged her
but to speak one word, I entreated her to
forgive me—only to smile oncemore? She
slowly opened her large eyes; a slight smile
passed over her face, and she was—dead!
Just then the physicians entered. I would
not—1I coull not believe that she was really
no more—that God had taken her from me.
I begzed and prayed of them to exert their
skitl—to save her !

“It will be useless to attempt it,” was
their passionless reply ; “no human power
ean restore life!”

I did not believe them. My wife was not
—conld not be dead! I clasped ber in my
arms ; I kissed her brow—her lips; and ail
became a blank :

Waat passed afterwards I know not.—
When I awoke to consciousness I found my-
self lying on a bed in a darkened room. A
strange female was standing by its side,
talking in a low tone of voice to another
stranger.

“He seems better to-day, doctor,” said
she, “ much better.”

I asked for my wife : they told me to be
quiet, that T had been very ill, and inquired
how I felt? I answered not, for gradually
past events came back to my recollection. I
remembered every thing—even my last kiss
on her clay-cold lips. T knew that she was
dead, and asked them what tbey had done
with her? At first they hesitated, but at
length they told me that she had been bu-
ried. Buried! my Emily! my wife!—
Again I ceased to remember. The deliri-
um which accompanied the fever that had
attacked me, returned. All was chaos.

Saveral months elapsed ere I recovered,
and sines that time my days have been pass-
ed in tears, and in prayer, al her grave; my
nights in dreaming of her goodness, her af-.

fection and my terrible sin. Yearshavepags-|
ed away since she wasconsigned to. the. tomb |

wr=years of guffering-—of remorse—-in which

atfapaiia

I clothed my spirit with sackeloth and heap-
€d ashes on jis head. My deep repentance
has at last procured forgiveness. .Last night
she smiled upon me in my dreams and beck-
oned me away. I most joyfully acknow-
ledged the summons. Ere many days I
shall pass the portals of that mystic land
where sorrow comes not, and forgetting all
my crimes I shall abide with my angel for-
ever and forever |— Grakam’s Magazine.
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@he Wiknw of Hain,

Forth issning from the gates of Nain,
Appears a dark fanereal train;
And every follower’s downoast eye,
I3 wet with tears of sympathy ;
And pitying eighs spontareous rise,
From ail who view those obsequies;
Nor few their number—aged men
Are there, with younger citizen ;
And matron grave, and youthfnl maid
And children, with their laughter staid;
All moving on with m 'asur’d pace,
To the fast solemn resting-place,
Of bim, last scion of his race.
Each face shews grief, but one is there,
Whose woo seems merg'd in stern despalr;
The rigid lip, the sunken eye,
All speak of that keen agony,
Wiich rends the tortur'd human heart,
When feeling its last hope depart;
That in its witd excess of prin,
The very life-blood seomsto drain ;
And while it makes the heart. its throne,
Transforms the outward man to stone.
The anguish in her bosom pent,
Seeks no relief in loud lament ;
A%d no external sign betrays
The grief that on her spirit preys,
Save, that with tight, convulsive wring,
Her stiffen’d handy together cling:
Like moving statue, onward led,
She follows close behind her dead j—
No husband's arm her form sustaing,
Sharing, and light’ning all her pains ;
Tor he who once that title bore,
Has long since left thiz earthly shore;
And, with itsheritage of tears,
A widow's mournful name she bears.
No son with tender, filial clasp,
Unlacks her cold hands’ icy grasp;
er soul's last prop extended there,
Onward she moves in mute despair;
With eyes her lost one fixed upon—
He wag that widow’s only son.
But, hark' approaching steps she hears,
And, lo, n travelling gronp appears;
A King is there ! thoagh no display
Of regal rplendour marks his way ;
No prond. and statcly cavaleade,
In trappings gorgéous array’d,
. Atteuds his eourse, nor armed band,
pros heralds throngh the land 5
The followers that around him throng, -
To lowest earthly grade belong;
And worn. and travel-soli’d appear,
ooare2 habiliments they wear:
But, oh?! the King on whiom they waft,
‘Raquires no aid from outward
a prove his high desosnt,~his deads,
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