
G E R T R U D.
CHAPTER I.

H ERE was sorrow iii the noble bouse
of Felsenburgh, for that *morning
Conrad, only child of Alarick and
Alexia, Collut and Countess vot
Pelsenburgh, bad breathed his last.

Re had been his mother's idol from the
tine of his birth, and it was a dreadful
blow to ber, to know that she should sec

in no more in this world. It was a
lovely day in carly spring, and everything
'vithout the castle formed a striking con-
tast.to the gloom within. Servants moved
about softly, as if afraid of naking the
slightest sound; the Count was in hiseolvn room witl the parish pastor, arrang.
ing for the morrow's fanera], and his wife
vas seated by a bed, wliereon was laid ail

that now remained of the little Conrad.
is mother gazed long and earnestly on

the face she loved s o e y; beautitiu in
]ife, but oh! far more lovely ia death.
Seven sumners could scarce bave passed
Over be fair yoang bead, and at first it
scenaed bard, tbat lie for whorn life pro-
nised so much, should bave been called
waY s£ early. But his mother thought

'lot so; much as she missed lier darlingsho liked to thbak of hi as safe froua ah
.harm, and could not vish him a bcr again
in this world of trials ami tenptations.
As she !pressed a parting kiss on the cold
white forehead, she murmured, "Thy viI1
be done," and tben vent dovrstairs to do
her best to comfort lier aus rtdnd.

CHAPTER Il. •

CONRAD slept in God's Acre on the green
hill-side-how muchi nicer is that name,
than what we.English call it. The grave-
yard always suggests to me sad, gloomy
thouglits, while, on the contrary, God's Acre
,seens as if we had delivered our loved ones
into God's protecting care; it cannot be
more beautifully desezibed than in the
wvords of Longfellow: -
' God's Acre! Yes, that blessed nane impartsComfort to those vho in the grave have.sownThe seed, that they had garnered in their hearts;The bread of Life, alas! no more their own.

« with thy rude ploughslhare Death, turn up the

An spread ie furrow for the seed ve sow;ThIis is tise fielSl, the Acre of Our GoS,Ths is the place where human harvests
grow.9

Day after day, as the iiadows began to
lengthen on the bills, the Countess wended
her way to whiere ber darling slept. Sie
loved to go there in the cvening best, for
everything seemas more solemin and pence-
ful at that timue; nd as tbe sun sank to
rest, it ahlays shCd its last ray where lier
boy's head vas laid. Sic neyer neglcctcd
to strew fresli flowers ne1 bis grave, and
sie loved to think that thc tue nas draw-
ing nearer, it could nlot bc very long'at the
most, before seIe too should rern that dis-
tîlt shore, and clasp ber much.loved child
,in lier arms again. The Countess Alexia
was still young; she lad one of those
strangely beautiful faces, 50 rarely seen;
to, sec lier avas to love ber. Sise avasadored by the poor people of the neigh-
bourhood, for she went about among thein
symipathizing with al their sorrows, and
relieving tbeir avants: she neyer passeda single one without a gentle vord and a
kindly sinile; and nov that her trouble
lad cone, they felt for ber as if it was
their own; and sie vas touched by the
marks of unobtrusive love and sympatby
they shewed for lier.

Onu evening, going as usual to Conrad's
grave, what vas lier astonishment to dis.
cover a little child lying asleep on the
flovers which were strewn around. It
was a little girl, and could not have been
more tban two years old. The settingrays of the sun seemed to linger Iovingly
about the ltir child's golden hair, and
a beautiful smile played round lier mouth.
As the CounteFs stood watching her, the
child opened ber eyes and seeing the
sweet face bending over her, smiled, and
stretched out ber little arms. The lady
ifted lier up, and kissing lier, breathed
t prayer of thankfulness to Mim, who,
lie folt, had sent ber this child to bu
her comfort. Shie then carried the little
girl home to the castle, and shewing her


