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THOU HAST LEFT ME.

I.

Thon hust eft e and soveored the chain
- That bound e ta eladaess 8 while,
\ni over the digtant main
Theu art gene from thine own sweet isle.

1I.

Thon hast et me for \\enlth and fame,
And the honour men’s lips may give,
But in one true heart thy name
In affestion shall ever live,

Itr.

Thou hast left me, and hast thon forget
Thy love and thy plighted vow,

O does aver a kis dly thought
Of the old tinte come o'er thee now ¥

Iv.

Thou hast left meoand never ngain
Shall I Yive in the light of thy smiie.
For fur o’er the distant main
Theu art gore from thine own sweel isle,

Jouy Reapk.
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CHAPTER V—Cortequed.

My reader will please to remember that np
to thix hour T had never seen a lady. T eane
nol by any steeteh eall my worthy aunt o lady -
and my cramimother was too old, aud too
mach an object of mysterious anxiety, to pre-
duce the impression of a Jady upon me.  Sud-
denly 1 became aware that a lady was looking
down ou me. Over the edee of my horizen,
the cirele of the hollow that touched the sky,
her face shone like a rising moon. Swecet
eves Tooked en me, and a sweet mouth was
, tremulous with a smile. T will not attempt
to describe her. To my childish eyes she was
much what a descended angel must have been
to eves of old, in the davs when angels did
descend. and there were Amabs or Jows on the
carth whe could sic them, A new knowledge
dawned in e T lay motionless, loeking up
with worship in my heart.  As ~uddenh she

vapished. T lay far into the twilight, and
then rose and went home, half bewildered,
with a sense of heaven atont me which settled
into the fancy that my mother had come to
sceme. 1 wondersd afterwards that I had
tot followed her o but I never forgot her, and,
mornm;: mid-day, or évening, whrne\nr the
fit seized me, | wenld wander away and lic
down in_the hollew, pazing at the spot wher:
the tovely face had nrzu n, in the faney, hardly
in the hup- that my moon might once mory
arise and bless me with her vigion,

Henee T suppose came another habit of
mine, that of watching in the same hallow,
and in the same posture, now for the sun,
now for the meon, Wt generally for the sun.
Yot micht have taken me for a firs-worship-
per, &0 cagerly wonld T orige, when the desire
came upon me, 50 hastily in the clear gy of
the morning would 1 dress myself, lest the
snun shonid be up before me, and 1 fail to catch
Lis first lace-like rays dazzling through the
forest of grass on ‘the vdge of my hollow
world.  Bare-footed T would sond like a hare
through the dew, heedless of the sweet air of
the¢ morning, heedless of the few bird-songs
about me, heedless even of the east, whose
saffron might just be Luming into gnll as T
ran to gain the green }mllow whence alone”
would greet the morning. Arrived there,’
shot into its shelter, and threw myself p.mt—
ing on the grasg to g:uv on the spot at which
I expected t}n' rising glory to appear.  Ever
when I recall the custom, that one lark iz
wildly praizing over my hbad, for he sees the
sufi' for which T am waiting. He has his nest
in th: hollow beside me. 1 would sooncr
have turned my back on the sann than disturb-
eil the home pf hix high-priest, the Iark. And
now the edge of my horizon beging to burn
the greeu blades glow in their topa; they are
melted through with light; the flashes invade
my cyed ; they gather ; t}wv grow, until J hide
my face 'in my hands. The snn is up. But
on my hends and my knees I rush after the
retreating shadow, and; like a child at play
with ite nurae, hide - in its - curtain,  Up and
up comes the p( ering sun’; he will find me ; 1
cannot hide from him; thwe §3in the wide
ficld 'no shelter from "his gaze. No matter
then. - Let him shine into the decpest corners
of my heart, and shake the cowardice and the
MEANNCER out of it.

I thus made friends with Natun,. 1 had no
great variety cven in her, but the better did 1
understand what I had.  The next summer, [
began w hunt for glow.worms, and carry them
carefully to my hollow,that in the warm, soft,
moonless nighta they might illumine it with
a mtrange light.  When § “had been very snc-

cessful, 1T wonld call my uncle and aunt to sec.
My aunt tried me by always having something
to: do first. My uncle, on the other hand,

U

cgone ont of a0 bheetle’s
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would lay down his book at once, and follow
me- submissively, He could not generate
amuscement for me, but he t-vmpathlred with
what I could find for myself,

# Come and see my cows," 1 would N\) to
him.

1 well remember the first time I took him
to sce them.  When we reached the hollow,
he stoed for a moment silent.  ‘Then he said,
laving his hand on wmy shoulder,

#Very pretty, Willic! But why
call them cows

“ You told me last night,” Tanswered, ¢ that
the road the angels go across the sky ix ealled
the mwilky way-—didn't you, uncle 2

¢ T never told you the angels went that way,
my bay."”

©Onht didn't you?

# No, I didn't,”

S 0ht I remember now @ I thought it it was
& way, and nobody but the angels could go in
it, that must be the way the angels did go”

“ Yes, yes, [ seel But what has that to do
with the glow-worms 7

& Don't you see, uncle?  If it be the milky
way, the stars must be the cows,  Look at my
cows, uncle. Their milk is very pretty milk,
isn't 1L

“Yery
green.”

“Then T suppose if you could put it in
auntie’s pan, you might make another moon
of it?

t« That's being silly now,”
and I ccased, abashed.

“ Look, look, uncle " T exclaimead, a moment
after; “they don't like being talked about,
my cows.”®

For as if a cold gust of wind had passed
over them, they all dwindled and paled. 1
thiought they were going out.

#(h dear, oh dear™ T cried, and began
dancing about with dismay. The next in-
stant the glow returned, and the hollow was
radiant.

“ (h the dear light 7' 1 eried again.
at it unele! Isn't it lavely ™ '

He took me by the hand.  His actions were
always o much more tender than his words!

» Do you knew who ig the HlHght of the
worl], Willie ?”

“Yes, well enough.
bed this morning.”

My uncle led me home withoat a word more.
dut next night he began to teach me abont
the light of the world, and about walking in
the light, I do not care to repeat much of
what he taught me in this kind, for, like my
#low-worms, it docs nat like to be talked
about. . Somechow it colour and shine
when one talks,

I have now shown sufliciently how my uncle
wonld seize opportunities for beginning things,
He theught more of the beginning than of
any other part of a pro:

¢ Al well that bo:r'me we
say. I did not know what his
he said s0,

I sometimes wonder how T managed to get
through the days without being weary. No
one ever thought of giving me toys. I had
a turn for using my handa; but T was too
voung to e trusted with a knife. T had never
seen a kite, except far away in the sky: [
took it for a Bird. There were no rushes to
make water-wheels of, and no brooks to set
them turping in. I had ncither top nor
marbkles, I had no dog to play with.- And
yet Tdo not remember once feeling weary, 1
knew all the creatures that went creeping
abent in the grass, and nlthuugh I"did not
know the proper name for one of them, [ had
names of my own for then all, and was ro
famitiar with their looks and their habits, that
['am confident | could iu some degree inter-
pret seme of the people 1 met afterwards by
their resemblances to these inseets. | havea
mau in my mind now who has exactly the

do you

I thought you did.”

pretty, indeed, my dear—rather

sald my uncleg

¢ Look

I saw him get out of

loses

L he wonld

aile meant as

head and face, if face it can he ealled, of an
ant. Itis nm a head, but a lwlxmt X knew
all the hnturﬁnw—-th»v were mostly small

ones, but of lovely varietics. A stray deagon-<
fiy would now and then delight me; and there
were hunting-zpiders  and wood- lier, “and
querrer croatures of which I do not yet know
the pamus, Then there were gmsxhop;wrs
which for some time [ took to be made of
green deaves, and I thought they grew like
fruit-on the trees: till they were ripe, when
they jumped down, and jumped for everafter.
Another child nuqht have eanght and cage -
them; for. me, 1 followed them about, and
wnu:lud their ways.

In the winter, things bad not hitherto gone
aqnite s0 well with me, Then T had been a
good deal dependent upon Nannie and her
stories,” which - were neither very varied nor
very well told,  But now that T had began to
read, things went better.” To be ‘sure; there
were not in my uncle’s lbrary many haoka
guch as children have now-a-days ; but there
were old histories, and some voyages and
travels, and in them | orevelled, 1 oam por-
plcxvd sometimes when 1 look into one of
these books—for 1 have them all about me
now—to find how dry they are. The ghine
seemk o have goone ont of them, Or I8 it
that the shine has gone oul of the eyes that
uged to'rend them 7. 11 o, it will come ngain
some day. 1 do not-find "that the shine has
buck ; and 1 can read
The L'ilyrim's Progress still,

CHAPTER VI,

1 ConsLe.

Au, this has led me, after 4 roundabant
fashion, to whnt became for some time the
rhivfdoh_x_:ht of my winters—an cmployment,
morcover, which -1 have taken up afresh at
odd times during my life, It cume ahont
thus. My uncle had nade me a present of an
old book with pictares in it It was called
The P'receptor—one of Dodsley's publications,
There were wonderful folding plates of wll
sorts in it -Those which represented ani.
mals were of course my fuvourites,  But these
especinlly were in a very dilapidated condi-
tion, for there had been childeen before me
somewhere; and 1 proceeded, at my uncle's
suggestion, to try to mend them by pasting
them ou another picce of paper. | made bad
work of it at first, aud was so dissatisfied with
the results, that T set myself in carnest to find
out by what laws of paste and paper success
might be secured.  Before the winter was
over, my uncle found me grown so skitful in
this manipulation of broken leaves—for ns vet
I had not ventured further in any of the
branches of repair——that he gave me plenty
of little jobs of the sort for amengst his
books there were mauny old ones,  This wasa
source of great pleasure, | Before. the follow-
ing winter was over, I came to try my hand
at repairing bindings, and my uncle was sgain
so much pleaset with my suceess, that one
day he brought me from the county town some
sheets of parchment with which to attempt
the fortifieation of certain vellum-bound vol-
umes which were considerably the worse for
age and uze, 1 well remember how trouble-
some the purchment was for a loug time; but
at last 1 conguered ity and socoreded very
fairly in my endenvours to restore to tidiness
the garmeats of ancient thought,

But there was another consequence of this
pursuit which may be considered of weight in
my history., This was the discovery of u copy
of the Countess of Pembroke's Arcadin—~much

in want of skilfal patching, from the tithe-
page, with its boar smelling at the rosc-laish,
to the graduated lines and the Foees This

book I read throuh from boar to tinis—no
small updertaking, and  partly, no doubt,
nnder its intlueness, T beertne abont this thine
censcions of a desire after honour, s yet a
notion of the vagnest, 1 hardly know how 1
eicaped the taking for grapted that there were
yet knights riding abont on war-hoeses, with
concheid lances and feree spurs, everywhere,
as in days of old, They might hinve been
roawing the warkd inoall direetions without
my secing one of thum.  But somehaow I did
not fdl into the mistake.  Only with the
thought of my futun: careee, when 1 oshould
be a man and go out inte the world, come als
ways the thonght of the sword whivl huag oo
the wall, A longing to handle it began to
possess me, and oy old dream retarned,
dared not, however, say # word to my uncle
omn the subjeet: T felt cortain that he wouald
slight the desire and porbaps tell me 1 should
hurt iy self with the weapan ;. and ones whose
heart ;:lmn ad at the atory af the battle e tween
hiin on the white home with caruation mane
and tail, in hiy armeer of blue rliated with
gold, wnd him on the Mackespotted brawn, ia
his dusky armour of despaic, conld nast cxpose
hin to suwch an inedignity.

CHAPTER VI

THE SWORD ON THE WALL,

Wiagne possession was bnpossible, kuiaw.
Totdire might yet be reached § could 1ot fearn
the #tory of the ancient weapon? How vame
that which had anore Stly bung in the hall of
a wreat cesthe here npon the wall ol a kitcheu ?
My unele however, D Sty wias not the souree
whenee mizht hope for el No better was
my aunt, Indewd 1 bad the conviction thay
gshe peither knew nor cared anything abont
the useless thing. - It was her tea-table that
must be kept bright for honour's rake, - But
there was grannie !

My relations with her had continued mnck
the same,  The old fear of her lingered, and
as- yet 1 ohad had ne dsclination to visit her
room by myszelf 1 saw thed oy vnele and

“aunt alwayk bebaved to her with the greatest

kiudness aud much deference, bt conkd not
help observing also  that she cherishiod somee
sicret offeuce, receiving their ministrations
with o certain condeseension which olenrty
wnobgh manifestad it origin as hidden cause
of complaint and not pride. T wondered that
my uncle andoaunt ook no notice of it al.
ways addressing ber as o they wern ot the
best. possible: terma ; and I Knew that iy
unele pever went to his work without visiting
her, and never went to bed without reading a
prayer by her bedside feste 1 think Naunie
todd e this. ]

She conld xtill vend a little tor hee sight,
had been whort, and had held on better even
than nxual with such,
for the newa of the hour, My unele had o
weekly newspapor though not by any meaps
regularly, from s friend ju London, bat I never
saw it in my grandmothiers haneds, - Hoer reads
g most mostly in the' Speetator, or in“one of
Do Foe'n works. .hnwe seen her reading
l'();w

T lu- uwmd whr iu my bimes, wnd as I jadgid

1l

But she cared nothing .
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that cmly from grm\nic could 1 get. un) infor-
mation n.npcclmg it, I found myself. begin.
ning to inguire why J wauk afraid to go to lior,

T was .unable to account for it, still less (o

Justify it As 1 reflected, the kindnuss of
her wordg and expressions duwnvd upon e
and 1 even got <o far ax to believe that 1 lad
been guilty of neglect in not visitiug b
oftener and doing something for her,  True
reentled likewise that my uncle hid desird
mo not to visit her except with him or uy
aunt, but that was agex ago, when I owas i
very little hoy, ansd might have been tronble.
some, 1 could even rénd to her now if she
wished it. In short, I felt myself porfectly
capable of entering mto socinl relations with
her generally  But if there was any flow or
aflection towards her, it was the swopd Hm(
had broken the seal of its fountain,

Onue morning at heeskfast 1 had been mtluu;
gazing at the sword on the wall upposite me,
My nunt had observed the steadiness of ,“_\
look, ’

S What are yon staring at, Willie 77 o,
said, 5 Your eyes are fixed in your head, Apo
vou choking 2

The words offended me. T got up upd
walked out of the room.  As I went round
the table T saw that my uncle and aunt woon
sturing at each other very munclias T had b on
starime at the sword, I soon felt ashamed oo
myselt, and returned, hoping that my b
lmvhmr might be ultnhntml to sone p hgiu;;
indisposition,  Mechanically I raisvd my eyeo.
to the wall, Could I believe then? The
sword was gone—absolutely gone! My bt
seemed to swell up into my threat @ 1 felt
cheeks barning.  The passien grew withiy
me, and might have broken out in some fon
or other, had 1 not {elt that would at onee e
tray my secrst, | sat stil with a fieree effor,
u»nw!m;, aud strengthening myvself with the
resolution that 1 would hesitate no Tonger,
but take the tiest chance of a private intor.
view with gmnnic. 1 tricd bard to ook
it nothing had hsppencd, aod when l-rmk. .
Was carer. went te my own room, Jtowas ther
[ carried ou my prsting operations, Ther
also at this time 1 deank deep dn the - 3l
grims Progiesa ' there were swords, sid .
monr, and ziants. and ademons theee o bt
had no iuclination for either employmen:
now,

My unele Ioft for the farm as wsual, anld o
my delight 1T soon discoverad that xm annt
bl wvone with hine The ways of the hosie
were as regular s these ol a Treehiver. Sittin.
in oy own oo [ knew prectscly where an:
one must be at any given monett; for ol
thouph the only (liek we had wis oftener
standitng than going, a perfect fnstine of tog.
wik ot to the honsceholid, Nannte i

cludedl, AL thiat moment she wias swvepins

up the hearth and putting on the kettloo 1
half an heur she \muhl have tidied wp

kitohien, and would have gone o prepare

vegotabibes for veoking o U omust wait, Hoghe

suddeni fear strock e that my aunt migh:
Fave taken the swond with ber—meghn i
going to make aw with it altogether ]
started up, and rastod abony the romn inoan
REOTY . What could L do? At tength 1 hoo !
Nannie's pattens clatter ont of the Ritehen o
o rall onthouse wheed shie pared the patafic
I instantly desoended, crossed the kitohes
and went up the winding stone stair. Foper.d
eannie’s Joor, atsl went i

© Khe was weabol in ber nsual place, Novr
now had 1y hew old shie was, b
looked up when entered, for althe:
bad grown vory deaf, she could feel the ®
shake. I saw by her eyes which looked higho
than my head, that she had expected o falls
fignre to follow me. When 1 tuened from
ghotting the door, 1 snw bor arms eatonnd
with anenger ook, and conhl see her hansd

trembling vrs she okled them about m- s
pressed my besd to her bosom,
WA Land ™ sl sald, ] thank thee,  Twil

() Lord, T have waitd,
I will belioae fn

!r\' to o coent o,
atd thon lm-'l henard me,
thes nyain !

Frow that moment 1 loved wmy grannie, and
o1t L owed her sotaething as well agony unele
1 had never had this feeliug about my aunnt,

sGrannic ! saidd, trembling from s oo
fict of smotious; but before. ] cuuld atter
my complnint, 1 bid burst out erying.

W hat hase they heen doiny to you,child”
she asked, aligost ficreely, and sat up straicht
in hes chair, Her veiee although feeble and
quavering  was determined in tone. She
phshed e back from her and songht the fare
I was ashamed o show, # What have they
done to you, my boy 7 she repeated, ere Leonld
conquer my sobs wufliciently to spenk:

HThey lmw- takin away the swond - that

T

4 What sword 77 whie asked,; quickly .+ Nol
the gsword that youe greategeandinther wore
whirn he followed Sir Marmadoke 77

#don't kuow, grannie.”

€ Pon't know, oy 2 The only thing your
futhir took when hoe——. Not thie sword with
the broken sheath?  Never!  They darenit
do it T will go down myself. . 1 must see
abieut it at onee,”

O peannie, don't) T eried in terrar, as she
roge from her chair, They'Il not et e vver
come nenr you agnin if youdo.”

She'sat down again, -After aeeming to pon-
der fur a while iy g&ilepece, she said




