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CHAPTER I.

ru stood alone, rày brother Willie and I, by the bed from
hich the body of our dead mother had been removed only

few hours before., Long years have passed mince then, but
irery object in faat large cold room wems as disfinct as if

had never quitted it; the lony bed with its loâcm white
utaiS, the large windows draped in white,- -the- crimson

irpet, the dressing table with its service of white ind
old the large nirroir, above which waà owpended an old-

ubionèd woodcM of the Pil 'er Progrèm," on whicà
Villie and I used to, delight to trace the wanderings of
il-cmm, with eye and finger alike busy following in hi&
ight fro- the citof destruction to his entrance into the
p1den gate; and more vivid than aught else, is that long

readpwk on the white sheet, made b the preizure of the
Mne that indeliblemark which time has never been able to

fro My minde
As we looked, our tears fell, fut; it*-was the last trace of
dear motheý, who, a few everà'ngf3 before, mmiled Upon us

spoke 8o Idàffly, when we came to, km her before goi%&
bed, How well we remembered an&- how eagerly we
d each word and look of that evemng now. Ah! could

Ub tut once more feel the touch of that, thon, white himd,
B


