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CHAPTER XXX.
TOE DAY OP SACBlrUE.

At last the time came.

Koickin is sorrow an.I tl, . i T / ,
"'" ''""' "^ "'»

mourned over amid 1 mi!f V'"'
'°*'-"' '^="-''"''«'' »

celebrated with t^Jo;t^,t
' "" "'''"'^onic., and

most honored in all trTnn?",''' -"'"• '^''"'t''^'

the blessing oVeiVhJd,r" P,"^"^'n'r''scntod with
We, and go^to the alms of thaT.,

'" t?"'
"^^ '''^""'

they love so well It ^.1?:
'"""" ''"''"<=^» ^^ch

followed hy theUS;Sr'xLTtfr """ ^
Bon-the loved season of darknes, 1/ ,

^"'^ '''•

hateful season of li^ht hJi f "'^'' '*'"' ^^^ 'ong,

caverns and livfin£ "T"' J'" ""= K°^«'''»
'"''k -^

be called artifieXres' " '
''"""^" °^ """^ ^^

<lo«ntth:-;fL::;:? ^-^>mah-the day Of
her; but my heart hrbrf -

''^'"'"'°°
^ ''^'^ "<>* seen

even know whether .h "r^' ^"'' '«'• I did not
that she mart b."or I^ "l''"

°'" °°*' "^"t ^ -ieved

-hould have hea i o it t^ATl" ''^ '^''"^ "^'^-^ ^

ioiced greatly over au h' n even^'J'^?"" ^^ '^•

-S^^^tb^^iT^T^^^^^-"--
Of tune I had but a poor reckoning, but, from the


