THE LITERARY ECHO.

knew. we took turns rocking and <inging to our
hltlo. baby sister, just as we had ~een xtl.;otlg)cr dol,l’l‘
_Here he stopped a moment, and Raymond. who
wats rather impatient, said,  Don’t stop; o on.”
‘ The ol man wiped his eyes, and <aid, « Teavens
‘l\":lltul:]l; :llt‘m {.I'l,llll')l'y a {‘ell?r'so, can’c you let him
w;)"“ vou }" ) lle..\ gits out of his throat, or
uld you have me bellin hox:c like a calf?”

\'l'u}‘f):rl(xl\(‘w)}.“m. ime, My M_lddloton,". said Mr.
D » Who was as much affected as his brothe.s
at the 1'0111011)!-1-:111(-0 of that sad night. when he
first felt what it was to be motherless,
. After an instant Mr. Middleton

Directly that sister ot hig
married and started to o f{:)
L(L);:‘c)‘:n“ox]z)to:o ?’r.nlush and the crew went to the
e ed ok (5 he sy bated salt, but
.\mslm;;) die nogt mt llmc’- rocEon. Then"thar
ed and sick-hearted lﬂﬁ:e,‘?lr‘n‘(lat\;vgmc’&"g() T Tt
made it just as bad for me. Then thar was Bill.”

Here My, Stafferd moved his chair, so as to hide
his face from the speaker, who continued, < I did
think I might have vue left, but "twasn't to be.
He went too, and Josh was left alone.”

Air. Middletun cleared his throat a little, refilled
hix cob pipe, and proceeded. - The Lord gin me
two gals, and then he sent me as noble a 3)0)' as
ever was, I don’t care where t'other comes from.
He wasi’t mine, but 1 loved him all the same.
You, Mr, Miller, knew him, but you didn’t know,
—no, nor begin to know, how old Josh loved him,
and what a tremendous wrench it gin my old
heart when I come home and found he was dead.
But, Lord, hain't he got a fine grave stun though |
You go to the Cimetry at Frankford, and you'll
see it, right along side of Leftenant Carrington's,
whose widow’s a flirtin’ with every body in crea-
tion any way, and Frankford sartin.”

“I've now told you of all that's dead,” con-
tinued be, striking the ashes out of his pipe and
wiping it on his Eagging trousers, “but 1 hain’t
tuld you 3it what troubles ‘me more than all.
Thar's something haants old Josh, that makes his
heart stand still with mortal fear. Thar's Sen-
shine. dearer to her old pap than his own life.
You've all seen her, and 1 reckon she's made some
of your hearts ache; but something’s come over
her.  She seems delicate like, and is fadin’ away.”

Ilcere two big tears, that conldn't be mistaken,
rulled down Mr. Middleton's cheek, as he added
cmphatically, » and by Jehu, if Sunshine goes,
old Josh’ll bust up and ga too!”

The winding up of Uncle Joshua's story, was <o
odd and unexpected, that all the gentlemen, M.
Staftord included, laughed loudly.

“'Taint no langhin® matter, boyg,” said Mr.
Middleton, * and so you'll all think if you ever
have a gal as sweet and lovin'-like as Sunshine.”

Hore Mr. Stafford said, “Your sister's name
was Fanny, 1 believe.”

“Yes, "twas; who told you?" asked Mr. Mid-
dlcton.

“No one 1 krew it myself.” answered Mr.
Statford, looking hus brother earnestly in the face.

Mr. Middleton seemed puzzled, and after closely
serutinizing Mr. Stafford’s features. he said, « Con-
found 1t, am I in a nightmare? 1 thought for a
minute,—but no, it eon't be neither, for you've
got tov thunderin’ black a bide to be Bill !
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Before Mr. Stafford replies to this romark woe
will take the roader o the kitchen, where a group
of negroes are asserabled ronnd old Awnt Katy
and are listening with breathless intorest to whit
she is saying. Aunt Katy was 8o infirm that sho
kept her bed for the greater part of tho time, but
on thiv day che was sitting mp, and from her low
cabin window had caught a view of'tho visitors ay
they alighted from the carringe.  When Mr.
Stafford appeared she half started from her chair
and =aid alond, “ Who upon airth can that be, and
whar have [ seen him ? Somewhar, I'm sm',tin.”

It then occurred to her that she would go to the

kitchen and inquire who “that tall darkish-look.
ing geneleman was.”

Accordingly she

out to make the inquiry. She éa}e muc}f‘?ig:llig
pomt“etl “Vl’xen she heard the name. « No,” gaid
f‘},’,c’ . At?"} t nobody 1 over knowed, and yot how

Not 1one aveehanly Swasoon”

to hersclf, « Go way now; what makes me keep »
thinkin' wo of Marster William this mowin' 7
"Pears like he keeps hauntin’ me.” Then rising
she went to an old cupboard, and took from it a
cracked earthen teapof. From this teapot she
drew a picce of brown paper, and opening it,
gazed fondly on a lock of soft brown hair.
- Bless the boy,” said she, ¢ 1 mind jest how he
looked when I cut this har from his head, the
very day his mother was buried. Poor Marster
William,” continued she, “most likely he's gone
to 'tarnity ‘fore this time.”

As she satu this, tears, which wero none thoe

less sincere because she who wept them belonged
to Afric’s sable race, foll upen the once bright
but now faded lock of bair, which the faithful
creature had for more than forty years preserved
as a memento of him whom she had long since
looked upon as dead, although she had never
ceased to pray for him, and always ended her ac-
customed prayer, ¢ Now I lay me " with
tho petition that ¢ God would take carc of Marster
William and bring him home again.”” Who shall
say that prayer was not answered ?
Going back to her seat, she took up her knitting,
and was soon living over the past, when she was
young and dwelt with ¢ the old folks at home.”
Suddenly there came from the house the sound of
merry laughter. High above all the rest was a
voice, whose clear, ringing tones mado Katy start
up so quickly that as she afterwards described it,
sa sudden misery cotched her in the back, and
pulled her down quicker.” There was something
in the sound of that laugh, which seemed to Katy
like an ccho of the past. ¢ Bat,” thought she,
“I'm deaf like, and mebby didn’t hear straight.
T'll go to the kitchen, 2gin and hark.”

In a few momcnts she was in tho kitchon and
dropping down on the meel chest as tho first seat
handy, she said, ¢ Ho, Judy, is you noticed the
strange gentleman’s laugh ?”

« T hain’t noticed nothing,” answered Judy, who
chanced to be out of sorts, because, as she &aid,
< the white folks had dono et np overy atom of
cgg; thoy didn't even leave her the yaller of ono I

* Well, suthin in his langh kerried me back to
the okl plantation in Carling, aad I d'lieve, be-
tween you and mo, Judy, thiat Marster William's
here,” anid Katy.

«Marster Wiiliam, Marster William, what




