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#tNo; Iand my dog live together.
«tBuy,’ returned I, “do you not feel solitary
times, so for away from any human being 7
“¢<Young man,’ he replied, ¢'tis for such as
g, with youth and pleasure in your patn, to
ead the lone wilderness; but to those whose
¢ is like a blasted tree, the wchole carth isa so-
ude.  Yet think not all communeis withheld
cen in this wild. Is there no voice in the
stling of leaves, or the roar of the mighty
;ind 7—what music so sweet as the merning
ng of birds, or the tumultucus rush of wa-
ers? None! none!—lam anold man. That
rorld of yours is fair but full of crime; here,
the womb of nature, man comcs not to de-
astate—to slay.  Once “twas not so,’ and his
ye shot a sudden gleamn.  “Though I am not
fways alone--in the winter nights I have many
ompanions, and they sit where you are now.
"es, those that died long agos yet sull I say
hey visit me, more frequently when gaumers
carce, for then I am almost starved, and they
ome t0 cheer me—those carly friends—for
hey speak and laugh as they nsedin old times;
nd ske is ever near. In the calm swinmer
pvenings we converse together for hours; her
Lweet, sad face, is in the brook whenXlook in-
0 its glassy depths, and when I gaze uponthe
ky she is there—look ' and he rose from the
lock of wood upon which he was sitting, and
rawing uside the sereen from the pictuie over-
read, disclosed a portrait of exceeding loveli-

Ness.

'F “Itwas that of a young girl, upon whose
tender, intellectual face, 2nd soft dark cye a
'pnclancholy, which rendered it far more beau-
fiful than mere perfection of outline, scemed to
rest. The long lash drooped with Madonna
sweetness, beneath the ealm, pale brow ; and
the full round lips were slightly partedinanin-
wocent, happy smile. We gazed as if spell-
beund, upon the fair vision; and what a con-
trast the haggard countenance of tlic old man
afforded. The one with the delicate hue of =
flower upon the smooth clieck, a beingof youth
and affection ; the other worn and furrowed by
time and a darkened reason, who appeared to
have outlived uil foclings save theone deep, en-
grossing sentiment which seemed to link so
strongly those two together—unalterablelove.
His aged frame trembled with excitement, and
his features worked as though the memonies of
other days were awakened by that glance, as,
dropping the covering, he hurried out of the
cabm. With that picture then was associated
the cause of lus scclusion, and I could have
wept as the thought arose of the many long

years that faithful heart must have mourned :

over its sorrow, with that cherished relic the
sole: witaess of his throes. A clue to his story
was discovered.

“Finding that our host Jid not return, after
a short titas spent in conversing about the pe-
culiar eircomstances which chance had made
us acquainted with, and expressing our sin-
cerest pity for the ruin of such a mind, we
wranped ourselves in the skins with which the
place was so well provided, and each sought
that refreshment in sleep which the exhausted
state of our linbs rendered desirable.

“But I could not rest; what I had scen and
heard operated so strong,(y upon my mind, in
addition to the excessive heat, thatIin vain
courted the luxury of repose. Giving up the
uscless attempt at last, I rose and went out te
breathe the fresh air, when 1 observed the old
man sitting where we had first seen him, with
his head resting upon his hands, and at hisfeot
lay the constant companion of his fortunes.—
I watched him for some time, but not the
slightest motion showed that ought possessing
life was there.  After awhile Lapproached quiet-
ly and laid iny hand upon his arm ; he started
wildly at first, but soon seemed to recollect
himself, for he asked me why Idid not prepare
myself by sieep for the morrow’s journcy. I
rephed that I could not sleep, and had cometo
cenverse with him, for he seemed dejeeted.

“¢] believe Tanmever so,’ said he, *butit
matters not, no oneis concerned in the hu-
mours o ait old man; I can but bear my bur-
then a few jears longer, the grave is a sincere
friend to such as I am.’ :

“¢You do injustice to my feelings,’ I rejoin-
ed, “1 deep'y commiserate your apparent sof-
fering, and would willingly daaught that could
lighten the grief which seems to weigh so hea-
vily upon you.’

“The recluse appeared touched by my inter-
est in lus condition, and after muttering to
himself for some minutes, as if unconscious of
the presence of another. a habit which doubt-
less he had acquired in his long estrangement

from lus fellow creatures, at Jength said— - -

“<Listen unto me. This face is worn with
care whick scared up every feeling of the heart

deeper than the charnels of this rough check. -

I am onc whosec footsteps upon earth have
wandered without home or hope, save of rest,
which I never found. 1 was a dreamer, and
seemed to have lost my way, I was so strange
and uncarthly ; I behwve at tintes I must have
been mad, for there are blanks in memory
whuch 1 cannot fill wp—pages in the book of



