
Âl~D FASSILY VIS t'rOR. 145
leavésa comfortable homhe,:for the dense
Widrness-foIIowving witli patient 'en-
durance and bright-eyed hôpe -and. un-
failinhg -constancy -the husbiand of ber
love-through evil and good report,cheers
him' whenl the bard hand of poverty
presses hirn 'to the eartb, and forsakes
him* .not in the solemn bout of death-
.ties holy and sacied are renit asunder,
-nd. -unionýs are severed. in the far off
Iaind -f -the stranger, whichcéannot be
raunited on the tear-worn shores oftiîne.
These thoughts were fo rcibly im*pressed
upon rny mind by an incident that oc-
currëd during a journey through Ver-
rdïôif'in' tbe autximn of 1845.

The,ý stage Ieft Burlingrton at tbree
o'clocek on a clear frosty morning, for
-Monîpelier the capital of the State of
Vermont. We %vere hurrying into the
coach, for the transition' frorii a warm
bed to.tbekeen biting air wasanytbing
but:pleasamit; wvben the attention of our
party was arrested by a low plaintive
voice frorn the back seat o ( the vehicle

"4CMother let me lie bre-I arn cold
and My head aches so." The waiter
held àp bis laipp and à single glance
révealed:a picture which 1 shahl flot
soon forget. A pale sickc boy fivo or six
years old lay' u poni the seat, bis head
residng-'upon the lap of bis motber,a no-
*ble.]'ôookin'g -woman, but whose eyes wet
-withe toars> aenx sorrowl: countonance,
told iriliangtiage not to be misunderstood
that adversity wt heavy and unrelen t-
.ing hand had crushed ber- to the earth.
AlIittie girl older than the boy sat at
his fect;and ber eyès filled with tears of
thankfullness when my fellow-trave]ler
ivrappéd, tbe;suffering child in his choak.
T'he mother fpoke not, but by her tears

ackinotviodged the couùrtesy ofIthe strân,-
gor. At Mentpoliei the stage stopped
for twyo or tbreo hours when the woman
relàted ber history. 1it was a* tale of
sorro%%.

MWy father's nàine ks Edmund- Allen;è
-He fought under general trkthe
leader of the ' Gueen Mountain -Boys,'
at the battle of Bennington, ând ho %ývàs
present at the surrender of Cornwaàlli.à
at Yorktown. Hoe subsequently settléd
aý few miles fro m- this place, -the .àtage
wi]l pass bis door and if be yet lives-I
wviII, I trust, receive bis blessing. Tin
years ago I mnarried, mucli against rny
father's will, wyoung mnan frorn a ýneigh'
boring-stato ïo womI1 had been l'à*g

at'ached. -My fathor was a 'niani.6f
strong feelings, and bis prido was wound-
-ed by what ho termed the und utifàl conw
duct of his youngest and best bolovod
cbild. We emigrated to the West-L
My father's parting was solernn and
impressive. He spoke net of my diso-
beying bis commands, but, he spire of
the trials and bardships of ou r intinded
western home, for lie had been' a" pio.

neer of the wvilderness, and ho. remêm-
bered tlie privations and the toi).

The inouths and years of wani and pain,
And ail the long attendant train,
0f warriog hopes, of vivid fear,
Tbat must attend the pioneer."1

Witli tears in'bis eyes hoe bid me-adieu-,
and wve soon behe!d, as we supposed, for
the last .tinne, the green nountainýs: of*
VerinontL Our journey ivas safe 'and
prosperous and we settled on the verge
of ene of -the vast prairies of the W"esti

Time fruitful -in events rollied onwVard
witb unabated diligenâce. -Our *first e
forts ivere crowvned with S'ucéess; and
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