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LEAVES FROM THE JOURNAL OF A LIFE.
LEAF THE FIRST. .
« Thus the heart will do, which not forsakes—

Living 'n shettered gnise—znd still, and cold,
And blocdless, with its sleepless sorrow aches”

Byron.

For many years I had been acquainted with Mrs. B. She
wds a woman somewhat past thirty, and a widow, with one
son—a handsome, hard-working boy of seveniéen . years.
The neatness and fashion of her dress, thoiigh the material
was very coarse—her language; above her station—an air of
calm resignation, and the reliss of past beauty—cbnjoined,
riade her the object of much interest to me, and that of much
curicsity to others. s
But my interest awakened no response in her; and t
curiosity” of the litfle world” about her was also foiled, from
the abséncé of niaterials to grafify it. There she diwelt, in a
siall 10g house, with her boy, the owner of thirty acres of
land, and there she had dwelt for the thifleen previous years,
n the same humble way, with the safe air of resignation,
only that a cloud, as of sorrow; which at first bung heavy
over her, had during that period «glidéd slowly into an anob-
trusive melancholy. At this point my little tale opems. i
observed her son had been some time away: this I knew not
from fer own words, which were indeed few and far betweet,
but mplied it from each recurring Sabbath, seeing the seat
. Be uver occupied beside his mother empty. This was more
than unusual—it was passing strange. They lived so much
together, so entirely in and for each otlier, that no common
canse had brought dbout the separation, 1 felt assured ; yet
this separation, like all they did, was 4s much apart as any
act of their lives from counsel and companionship with the
bitter ‘world.
One évenitlg, however, Mis. B. ¢alled, reguesting e to
visit her son, Whom shie fearéd, she said, to be seriously indis-
posed. ‘There was a slight tremor in her tone, and a ‘stealthy




