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Cany! 1 tm back into the past waen the world | 1t the winds murmur, for § should iniss their faintest
| was all a paradise and she its fovliest angel.  She was | whisper.
" besutiful~how beautful ! No thing of earth was ever, Forty-eight vearsago!
vmnore x0. I wili nut attempt to descnbe her.  No hight .. June bas fled flecuy. 1t scema but & day, and yat
cloud tmcing the summer shy, was eser more graceful, T luok in the glam acrom the table and see the wathered
. no snuw-flake cver puter, no warbiing burd or dancing | featores of an old man.  Is.imyecif thot 1s old? I
stream, ever more happy or zleefel.  And yet she had | draw my hand over a face of wrnnkles and then lay it

ot whi e o o ! head, i
DEPARTED FRIENDS. '3:,?:{::}Z'i},',:,“,;’.:',d;k“;fd“lf,flfxfil“,;eff e e ok, :x}:xg’i““:ri'um.\::f,il'dgllll:t;“:l e faer
. — R indignantly at a tale of wrong.  She wae surpassingly i light.
oghnl{! mﬁiﬁﬁfy‘m"’“' , beaatful in form, aud angehc in mind.  Such was the . Years Aare gone by, while the heast has been dreame
And in the arms death enrolls ~muding star of my youth—ihe ioveiy flower which ing as though there was nu wanter afier the spnng ume
Its ceaseless vigils keep. i beamed out in the then wilderness. Do you wonder of youth.
If parted hearts agatn unite, . that § Joved her!  Ilove her now as emhaimed in me-;  Forty-eight vearsago, ax ) #aid, my father’s family
AS m_:r?‘tn::'l“‘fx&f;‘ b, . mory and how in slent homage to her pure spint as 1t &tked 10 one of the countica of cemimal New York,
An passiag azes gilde. i hingers around me an the wanter of hfe.  The Carry - All war a Wildemeas, wild, grand. beaunful. We located
. Mason of razth. is dead. I hnow that.  But the Carry | fiftcen iles from the farthest moncer * clearing.”
lfgmhoulu:l;‘hcinz fnrm, . Masan of Heaven, ives, 2ad 1love her ac 1 love the | The shadows were arvund us, the tail trees and the
“.,':;'mfg mﬁ;‘:f;?;f‘:; storm thinze of Heaven.  Years have swept br.and sified : picittresque mouniains.
Ny 0t affright @ty sonl. , the anow among nuy boks and mv eye looke dumlv out Many 2 :;muur:a, d;_v lhnu- 1 toled up l}u- ropred
upen the world ; vet that one brght dreata Lagers ax . nountain sides and looked aut upon 3 «a of green as
rﬁﬁ‘;&:;m‘gf:r" fear. freshly aa the heart as when ticasured there in the 1t swaved and solied o the suminer brreze, or watched
Yt § 70 mare thy varee ahonld hear spniag ume of life. ( the wamng sun arit hingered 20 bathe the whele, wil-
tasheland 1o mhich T go. Claser with vour chawr,  Tieap on more fucl. for challe 9CTRC0 10 2 tlood of guldand crunson.  All wae wery
Batnow T joy. the love we share, * creep over e as that blact coes by, T can hear the ~Heauuful. .
Need fext no mosnal change. 1 snow it thickiv agamst the window paae. 1 Lhnow The axe had openrd 2 space in the forest, and &
A;‘g}afa{’;‘rgg"x“ where that a thick. white snow-shroud 1s sientiy weating aver catin of that good old tim~. afforded us shelier. It

acnmnnne aanneee | the'lealless, hladeless, Howeslese eath.  So has ume k::r‘l‘:: :;:_;:;{ i;':f,o‘;'::r::d“’.: :}?'m&:{]:?::.
A i I 3 ey 3 1] Vith the
THRILLING TALE OF PIONEER LIFE. ' lore® # shrovd over all the brght hopes of my . the forest.  The biackencd Heape smoked and erackled,
— i . ' , . . and deepin thase wild-wond rohtudes, the wikleness
= o a2 s o e T ARk ey Hr i e el
ot 2 fow days since, my eye fell tpoa a thrilling de- ‘Carry lies shere, T aee the spat now. ¢ nas § weateh ! :.::;,sm ;no.'nm:l);'l (:;;:'c"‘:'a: :ﬁ:?"':h:hfug:’"rm:}
piies of 2 contest with twolver. The detarls surred ; the blaze and luten to the wind withent  The mow ' poced swectiv at mightfait. There were zentle whirsper-
bitier memories of the past.  The very name of | there fathered i not purer than the «p™t of Cany. ' jpecin the oud tres” At they bowed their headsin the
vamesa shodder 1o creep over me, and bnngs,  Thatwas a fierce onr' The nght %.nds hase s winds, a Lo,y aothem ﬂo-‘u:‘d.up from the vast tempies
3t of mont bitter awocaations. A dark.hor anguaze.  Tondesstand t. Long—long Feam T have . whese Nature breathed treh and pure from the hand
visioa falls Bpon the inward soul. its freeming , xat here and betened.  As thes go pact.iner whisper,, of God - ‘The wiid fiawers bioomed exen by the very
s b::og as vividly portayed as when cmcm]imd I w;ndu;. n theaght uatd the 2a.es gasher on the | door-am.“;nd xhkr dc’ft sopped 10 the forest edge to
yraTs agh, waning hearth, * gazr on the anoke of the chimney ¢
uh,mdglge an old friend in & biief tale of facsn.,  How the winds shnek and wail'  They hate 2| ga"l‘«-.-:..-n beaanfnl home i the m:pwﬂdmn!
your T d'osn: to the fire. and I will tell you a . touclong mean Tt makes ma =24 10 hear them sigh.,  The spang bronght us aeighvars.  Twasa greatday
of other daya which will iz your blood. , 304 I people the night 2 wah spiriis of grief.  Now a " when a setier came in and prrchsred iand zcrnee the
M ¥0u know Carry Mason ? Why do T ask the | funt. rolemn dirge gors by, There * haX to a shrek  mver.  He recerved a waim weleeme from pove-r
h.r‘w Yeap hare gone by gnce she died. I]w ich leaves 2 freemng senae of aome fearful enme | Seans. aas hy the rady agescy of poneer haods, a
h‘::’ik\"a her  Who ccold koow her azd ,commited  And yrtthe winas aic campany for me. | comfortable inz-mbm perped out from the drnse wood-
. They have been my eoie companiane Jor years. I1and of the opposite bank. 1 watched1be smoke from




