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{near the old fashioned burial ground of Daliston vidlane !
{1 wasa happy man; I kad recerved my diploma that
sday ; I was really and profesvromally an M D, What
" drrected my stepsto this lovely, reral bunal gronnd
t1 cannot now tell, but as surely as 1 hve, I now believe

THE MARINER'S GRAVE. }
. 1

ulm heve, while the evening is near.

the tright sansct gleams on the be of the deep;

the lond tempest how! its wild song o'er his bler,

43¢ 1be 203 Bower smile or hiscold p'liowed slecn.

Vfar aze the loved of hiis carller days,
Add over thelr bosoms by muantain and wave,
fwen trees will bead in tho sun's poidon rays,
While dark billows roll o°cr the Manaer's grave. ;

dad v, th.omzh life, vatil werry and worn, .
Helongel for a rest where 1t tears never flor )
leave bim in poace with no solrit to moura !
(et ki 1nmb in (e buwers of the coral belows !
the sad mermnld at midnght will siny I

IRthe murmuring halls of tbe lighied cave; .
bere the louc vex-bird will plume her white wing )
U wators that wail o'cr the Blatiner's grave.

4

Iy him here, for the eventny is neas.
Aad 2he blllates are rising to neicomo its ray,
 Udes are Taroliod in §is tante of gaid,
And the wild ocezn caglo snars alawly awey;
lower hum silently down on ks tier, |
Aod 3y Ll at vest Yo the hymn of the wave,
e doceze lenve a 3iph and twilight s tenr.

A4 they wontafelly roam o'cr the Mariner's grave.

THE QLD DOCTOR'S STORY.

1 TTIRNLLING INCIDENT.
are seagons when the grave yard seems pe-
beavtifal  When hushed twibight wings L.,
fom heaven to wrap the tempies of the dead in
wht transparent drapery, or the pleasant moon hights
Momed graves, making laminous the face of the
el cherube that forever winged yet mever take .
#ght, it is sweet to wander op the shaded isles of
rous caty and museap on the holy memories of |
depanied.
sars burned with 2 lostre pecoliar to astomn
172 clezr mild atmosphere gave 2 momt refreshing
o my spints ; I wandered from bome 1 scarce- |
why, and found myscif, after z leiscre walk, !

X

‘silent langaage to the beaatful dead below

some mysterions agency shaped my courre. The gate

wae open, the wakks ghittered in the strong hghe, the |
shadows {eaned down !rom the trees and frescoed the |
smooth gravel with quamt tracery ; the buds and flow-

"ers grouped in dark maeses upon the geptly curved

mecuads—J knew they were buds end flowers, for ther
fragrance betrayed themm—scemed whisperiag in theur
In my
south I was fond of symbohsing ; everything in- |
amimate had 1ts type in some 1denl or onentai fancy ;
tins evening I felt hke a poet; iy 1magmnation was as'
fertite—yes I thought as fertile as Milton'saf my thoughts
were not 28 sublime.

i ssuntered carelessly along the mde where & haw-
thorn hedge twined 1its firm tendnls together, dregaing
my cane afier me, musing in careless revene.  Sudden-
ly I pansed ; Jadge L's beauuful lot was directly before
me ; uts little sifver tovntain bubling up and breaking - '
to white globules that ghstened like hoar frost. Here 11
lcaned by = huge and hoary clm, znd closed my eyes as !
the wild magic breathing of fiute, skilfnlly touched, .
floated through my dreamung bran. 1 iluak that was
the most blessed hour of my cxistence, for, maghng with |
that plantive melody, came a bright, genile face, with
sparkling eyes, and cheeks just crimsoned enoagh to re-

zome »imost besde me, and jthere stopped, charmed
with the intde 8y van epot ; the lady held her hat by the
slrings ; one 3rm was pasged confidingly through that of
of her companion, and when she turned her sadiant face
around towards me—sho was cencealed by the shadow
—1I tccogaized 1 the full flood of moonlight, May Ken-
dall. I do not bike, cven at this dry, 10 reviesw the {eel-
ings that shook my frame when I heard them murmsr
suck words of tenderness to each other in subdued and
happy tones, a deadly fain'ness come over me as I
gathered from their lips the knowledgre that they were
betrothed, and when that passed away, a ficrce revenge
sent the blood boiling through my vems; once 1 would
have leaped upon him ond demanded iy May, mny love,
without whom hfe would be a curse, and the world &
dread blank.  But then by what nght could 1 czil her,
mine? true she had been most kind to me, bat never
morc than maiden modesty might well bercem her con-
duct. Now I knew—God forgise me for the rage that
tugged at my heart snngsas [ thought 1t,—why she
had talked of Fredenck ; oh' fool that I was, not to
comprehend : she emuted on me because I was bur frend,
because 1 had ever some sweet recollection to tell.some
comely virtue 10 praee ; and blinded by my own blind-
ness, if 1 may so speak, I fancied she ioved me.

How did I command mryself enongh, sullto stand
1 Jtionless, cven Gl I leamed the doy and hour the
~dding would 1zhe place ? for every nene 1 my body
» ~med chaoged into anastrument of torivre.  Fostu-

ssmble two pale rose leaves flushing the purest snow . Dately they did not pass me, bt retraced iheir s1eps ;
O how I loved thzt sweet May Kendall; love'— | and I, bending low, with an almomt bresking heatt,
would T could think of rome word that would express , flowly left the pleasant grave-yard and walked towards
even more than adoeration - fergetung God, I 1doined i home. t00 wreiched 1o think or feel all the croshing
her, and egotimt that I was, fancicd that my unspoken | weight of my diappointment.  The mext day before
passion wasreturned.  But I'wsll not linger, i those | funnise, T was onmy way 10 the neighbonng oty ; 1
{ew moments T was poonng my very soal 1ato the hearr, W3s in X mrange tomut, that T knew not bst weald
thzt 1fondly fancied, as youth wili someumes, wae ina ~ prove fatal1o me, I was ready for almost any deepes-

kind of spinitoai prescnce ever bemde me.

My revene was broken by the approach of 2 siranger,
and a hght mlvery lacgh shut oot the mese of the ficte,
for it was so iike May's, 80 nnging, joyous.
as the fine manly form drew nearc:, 1 recognuzed the

{ features of one who had been my college mate two !

year ago; I wonld have sprang forward 1o meet lum,
his name was trenibling on my hps, when a xght ar-
rested my attention that chilled my blood and mzde my
teeth chatter with ¢ sadden freening fear.  The two had

“te dced, and had more than once—1I shodder when 1
think of li—contemplated relf destrocioa, beot I called
philosophy. nay, something higher. hourr 10 @y s1d—

P:eaeay,  feligion. and in tme became zoothed if not comforted ;

that s, afier T kaew May was urevocably mamed.

Two months paseed ; 1 deemed myselfl suficiently
fortified with good resolotion, to retarn home o my choe-
caplace of remdence , it was lugh noon when I drove op
the mmn atreet, 2 camage cashed by me, s hight ve-
heele ; 1o another mement 1t bed turned, and Fredenck



