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THE RISING TIDE.

BY MRS. ELLIS.
(Concluded from Page 227.)

«Ta all ready, ctuld 27 saud tha old man, in a vaice at once o
gentle and subdued, that Grace was encouraged 1o approach
nearer ; and afler answenng his question, she bent her head upon
the coffin, and gave way to her tears,

1t was the hour of fina! separation.  Both felt it 1o be so; and
the old man sa. 2t the head of the coffin, his hands clasped to-
gether, us if their firmly-knit grasp gave lum strength to bear iy
affliction; while the gentler form of the orphan girl was bowed as
if with mortal anguish. And there she wept, as if her heart was
breaking ; and the father was too deeply wrapped in thought to
ask what right she had to gricve.  Sad and soleinn were the mo-
ments which the two mourners thus spent together. ‘They were
o soon interrupted ; and old Kennedy rose from Iis charr to

i

before the ovemng, she wus agreeably surprized to find that hee
appearance had not only been expected. but wished for.

1 thought you longin coming,” said old Kennody, perhapa us
conecious himseif how much he was the creature of habit, and
how the quiet step, and gentle voice, and willing hand of Gracs
Dalton had in reality won upon his heart,

Simgle as were these few words, thev had a powerful effecs
upon the orphan girl, who feit that a way was now opened for the
kindness she had found it so difficult to €xuvress. Nor did sho,as
many would have done, defeat her own purpose by expressing too
much. She cven went away that evening at an early hour, and

; evidently before the old man was expecting to hear her kind good-

mght,

‘The next mormng Grace was the bearer of a present from her
aunt; and so she weat on, stealing upon the heart of the salitary,
until he began to converse with her perhaps more freoly: thaa he
had done with any one for many vears of fus life. Grace had ob.
served, that for 2ome time he had been busly arranging his books
and papers; she had observed also, that he was aiways at home ;
and she was not surprised to learn that he had remgned the situs-
hor]\, whach, but for the sake of hns son. he would neverhave hald
80 long.

« My wants will now be 80 few,” he zud, * that it would ill
repuy me to be spending the little time that is left me on this sids
the grave, in toiling for myself "

Yet how to pass the ime when no longer stimulated to exer-
tion, was to lum a far greater difficulty than he had apprehended;
and, hke many others similarly circumstanced, the lengthened
hours of lus aimless existence were often filled with murmuring
and discontent. Even common kindness, from whatever hand it
came, with the exception of that of Grace Dalton, was scareely
reccived with gratitude.

¢ I cannot tell,” said he to Grace one dav, * why Mrs. Falklend
thinks I bave more rehish for Raintics simce the death of my gon
than I had before.  She never sent me these delicacies when he
was hving, and might have shared them with me.”

¢ It is the ouly means she has of showing you her kind feeling,”
observed Grace. )

** And why does she wish to show it Ts it not enough to feal
kindly, without telhing others that you do 07"

“ But ycu know, dear sir, that sympathy is nothing, if locked
vithin one’s own bosom.”

mect the strangers who came to perform ther appointed office.
He rosc from his chair, and motioned for them to proceed with
their duty ; but his knecs shook beneath lim, and he dashed his
hand across hig brow as if to clear his vision, or to sweep away
some imzge that still lingered before his mght.  He soon recover.
ed himself, however, and with no arm to lean upon, no ncar rela-
tive 1o wear 5o much as the outward garb of wo, he walked aiter
the coffin to the place of bural, and stooed with his head uncover-
cg during the solemn scrvice beside the last home of lus only
child.

There were many there who pitied the lonely father; many who
would willingly have followed him to his desolate home, and
shown him the common sympathy of neighbours and fnends; but
his manner drew no ouc near himy, and he had failed, either 1n.
tentionally or inadvertently, to request that any mvitations should
be given to his housc. He therefore returned from the grave as
he had gonc—alone; and walking directly to hie own door, en.
tercd his chamber without exchanging a single word with any -
dividusl. Even Graco had now no plea for remaining ; and he

** Don't talk to me of sympathy. 1 am weary of the word. ¥
supposc they call it sympathy when they come bere and talk to
me with long faces snd fine-spun words ; and before they havo
gone fifty yards from the house, 1 hear them laughing on the
other side of the hedge.  No, nw, child, I know whatsorrow 2. I
have secn a good deal of 1t 1n my time; and I know it iz what
few people feel much of, except for themselves. Perhapa Tought
hardly to say so eiher, for I remember how you wept on the day
m( poor boy was bunied, and that could not have been for your-
sclf—for what was heto you? Ah!my child, I remember thoes
tears. They were mnore to me than volumes of fine words."

It was not always, however, that Kennedy spoke thusto Graea;
He was sometimes harsh even to her, for it was hisnatureto be 20,
and those who speak of great afflictions, or oven of great events
of any kind, wholly changing the tone and bias of natural feeling,
know httle of that nature of which they speak. Thare is but one
change from which we have a right to anticipate any radieal of
lasting result, and aven that leaves the same tone and-biss to ba
stniven agamnet 5o long as hifo remains,



