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THE HART.

Frank, after a time, gained his {riendship
:i'nd his confidence, and when the fatal disease
of his family,~consumption,—threatened, and
when recommended to go to the country, alas}
Lie had no bome, and Frank wrote to his futher,
and there eame in reply a welcome invitation

“for the” student to make bis home of Mr
O'Donnell’s house until his recovery ; he hesi-
tated, yet Frank pressed him, and said so much
about the kindness of his dear mother and his
fair sister, that at length he consented. Tor
something said to him, ¢ though death has left
you withont kith or kin, thongh you bhave no
fond mother, or gentle sympathizing sister—no
one to love you, no oue to feel for you, there is
no use in feeling dismal and weary ; go, there
are loving hearts in. the world that will love
you,! and something within him whispered,
‘«.go, there are loving hearts in the world that
will love you,’—and he did go.

Willy Shea was then about twenty,  He was
rather tall and gracefully formed.  Hisstudious
pale-looking face, shaded with dark cutls,
possessed almost a womanly delicacy.. There
was & mine of thought in his dark dreamy eye.
As T said, be had neither kith nor kin, and he
tried to forget the past in deep reflective study,
Bis thoughts and life were pure and unsullied;
liis aspirations noble and lofty., :

At length the poor suffering student accom.
punied bisnew friend to Lis heme in the coun-
wy. Here every comfort surrounded him ; the
nicest attention was paid bim , until his improv,
ed health testified that thc chun"c was mdccd
beneficial .

Mrs. 0’Donnell thought of her own dear
children and sighed; and was™ a mother to the
suflering orphan, He “was so- exhausted from
his delicate state and the fatigue of travelling,
that he was confined to bed for several days,
Kate was his priucipal nurse, and- her low soft
voice, her gentle step, and the chlicerfulness of
her presence, were a balm to his ‘weary spirit.
-How he did wait and ' listen and long for her

© coming ; what sweet emotions danecd in his
dark eyes, 1§ she quietly glided into his room.

One day in n-feverish sleep, as dveams of the
past flitted across his mind, he cxelaimed,
#.Oh, mother dear 1 ol sister 'sweet ! will you

. not come: to me? bnt alas! I have nexther
mother nor sister—no oneg to love me.”

He thought he felt a tear trickle on his brow ;
he looked up, and Kate was stnndmg over him,
her Jarge eyes dim with: plty and compagsion.
80 you have neither mother nor sxskr pnol
youth ; T will be to you a sistor. n

“ God bless yon, God bless you, Miss O’Don-
nell, for these kind words, and “he pressed hig
hps to her hand, She blushed and tnmdly
withdrew her hand

o Forgive me, Miss O'Donnell—-"

“ Kate, if you please, as we are to be brother
and sister.”

L Well, Knte—how dear o name—T am grate-

ful for that sympathy which ealled forth your:
devotion to a stranger ; I had a sister like you ;

ber name was Kate, also.”

# And she'is dead 2" said Kate,

Y es, Kate, yes ! that fatal disease of our
family did its work ; she wagolder thau 1 by n
few years; she was the playmate of my young
dayy, and the guide of my boyhood, We loved
one ancther dearly. At length, her laugh be-
came less merry—her step less buoyant, Shc‘
was declining ; yes, she was, for that short dry
cougl, that hectic flush, and the tiny Vlue
veins und wasting frame told us so. Doctors
were called in they watched her heavy breath-
ing, felt her pulse, wisely shook their heads,
took their fees, and left. "They ordered her
whatever she desired ; ah we knew what this
meant.- At length she became too wenk to re-
main up. I constantly watched and attended
ber sick bed, and. often watered it with my
tears. - I enn-never- forget’ the day eur poor
infirm father came {0 take his parting leave.
He had to be helped wp stnirs; he tottered ‘to
the bed ; though' weak, she raised herself up
clasped her tiny Lands around his  neck; hr
tears bedewed her face. " His long grey hai
floated around, mingling with her soft ringlets.
There he Jay in her embrace, breathing' bless-
ings on that good dutiful daughter, that never
vexed him ; that cheered and consoled him- in
bis declining health, It was a mute scene of
heart-felt grief.. Memory vecalled thelove and
kindness of past years. ~All the tenderness of
the fond father and dutiful daughter was arous-
¢d in that awiul moment, when they were
sbout to'separate for ever, - With swollen eyes
and trobbing heart I witnessed this scene.
dly poor sobbing mother burricd her face in the
bedeovering.:  The domestics wept, and ‘at
length bore him away from that child he dearly
loved, but was never mare to see onscarth?

“ And your, futher, too 77, said Kate, as: she
rested her héad on her,, Jnd; and: Lhe tears
buc]\lcd between her fingers,

S8 Ts, dcud! Ohl I.can:never: forget my feel.
mgs, as-L. km.lt beside: hig: death-bed.. With-

| eart bursting, with gmﬂ lmdt to. r¢ccive b

h nat L1 snm-' »

-




