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m HEREDITH:
THE VILLAGE DOCTOR'S vSTMY. -

BY MADAME D’ARBOUVILLE.

-

"[concrLunED.]

The child remained quiet upon its grandfather’s
knees, and showed neither pleasure nor fear.

« Wili you love me1” said the old man.

The child raised its head, butdid not answer.

Do you hear? T will be your father.”

. ] will be your father,” the child gently repeated.

« Excuse him,” said his mother, ¢ he has al-
ways been alone. ‘Heis very yeung ; the presence
of many, persons intimidates him. By.and-by, my
lord, he will understand your kind words.”

Bot I looked at the child; 1 examined bim in si.
lence. 1 recalled my former gloomy ;apprehen-
siods.
certainty ; the teirible shock experienced by Eva
- Meredith during] her pregumancy had fatal conze-

quenses for her child, and a mother only, in her

youth, her love, and her experience, could have re-
mained so long iguorant of her misfortune.

At the same lime with myseif, Lady Mary look-,
ed at the child. [ shall never forge: the expression
of her cout.tenance. She stood €rect, and the pier-
cing gaze she fixed npon litle William seemed to
read his very soul. As she gazed, her eyes spark-

" eled, her mouth was haif opened, as by a smile—
she breathed short and thick, like one oppressed by
great and sudden joy. She looked, looked—hope,
doubt, expectation, replaced each other on her face.

At fast her hatred was clear sighted, an internal cry

of triumph buest from her heart, but was checked

ere it reached her lips. She drew herself up, let
fall a disdainful glance upon Eva, her vanquished
e'uéiny', and resumed her usual calm.

Lord James, fatigued by the emotions of the day,
dissmissed us and remained alone allthe evening.

Upon the morrow, afler an agitated night, when
I entered Lord J:unea s room, all the family were
already assembled around him, and Lady Mary
bad litle William on her knees: it was the tiger
clutching its prey.

#What a beauntiful child !’ she said. . & See, my
lord, these fair and silken Jocks! how briliant they
are in the sunshinel But, dear Eva, is your son
always so silent? does he never exhibit the vivaci.
ty and gaiety of his age

“He is always sad,” replied Mm. Meredith.
“Alas! with me he could hardly learn to laugh.”

“We will try to ‘amuee anl cheer him,” said
Lady Mary. ¢Come, my dear child, kiss your

grandfather | hold out your arms, and tell him you
love him.”

William did not stir. )

“ Do you know how # Harry, my love, kiss your
uncle, and set your cousin a good example.”

Harry jumped upon Lord James’s knees, threw
both arms round his neck, and said, ““1love yon,
uncle !’

“ Now it myour tum, my dear William,” said
Lady Mary.

William stirred not, and did not even look at his
grandfather.

A tear coursed down Eva Meredith’s cheek.

“"Tis my. fault,” she said. ¢ 1 have bronght np
my child badly.” » And, taking William upon her
fap, her tears fell upon his face : he felt them not,
but slumbered upou his mother’s beavy heart.

“Try to make Williafn less shy,” said Lord
Lord James to his daughter-indaw.

- “1 will try,” replied Eva, in her submissive

tones, like those of an obedientchild, ¢ T will try;

and perhaps I shall succeed, it Lady Mary will
kindiy tell me how she rendere] her son so happy
and so gay” Then the disconsolate mother look-
ed at Harry, who was at play near his uncle’s chair,
and her eyes reverted 1o her poor sleeping cluld

_ slie murmured; ‘“we have both been very un-
happy! Butl vnll'try to weep no more, that Wil.
liam may be cheerful like other children.”

- Two days elapsed, two painfuj days, full of ee-
cret trouble and ill-concealed uneasiness. Lord
James’s brow was care-laden ; at times his look

"questioned me. I averted my eyes to avoid an-

swering. On the'moming of the third day, Lady

-Mary came into the room with a number of play-

things for the children. Harry seized asword, and

- ran about the room, shouting for joy. William re-

mained motionless, holding in his litle hand the

toys that were given to him, bot did not attempt to

. Use them ; he did not even look at them. - -

“ Here, my lord,” said Lady Mary to her broth-

er, “give this book 1o your grandson ; perhapshis

-attention will be roused by the pictures it contains.”

And she led William to Lord James. The child

was passive ; he walked, stopped, and remained
like a statue; where he was -placed. Lord James
opened the book. All eyes turned towards the

- group formed by the old man and his grandson.

Lord James was gloomy, silent, eevere ; he slowly

timed several pages, stopped at every pnclure, and

looking at Williem, whosa vacant gaze was not di-
 tected to the bock. Lord James tumed a few

more pages; then.his band ceased to move ; the

book fell from his knees to the ground, and xm ick-
some silence! reigned in the apartment. Lady

Mary approached me, bent forward as to whisper

n my ear, and in a voice loud enou,h to be heard

by all— , *

“The child is an ldlol doctor 177 uhe said.

A shriek answered her. Eva started up as if

‘ she had received a blow; and seizing her son,

~ whom she pressed convulsively to her breast—

“Idiot?” she exclaimed, her indignant glance
flashing, for the first time, with a vivid brilliance;
“ uiot " ghe repeated, ¢ because he has been un:
happy all his life, because_he has seen but tears
tince his eyes first opened ! becaunse he knows
4ot how to play like your son, who has alwayshad
lvytound him! Ah! madam, ycu insult misfor-

1 son P? ghe cried.

Alas! these apprehensions now became a |

1 fate was cruel 1o us!

PUBLISHED EVERY WEDNESDAY, At TO’WANDA, BRADFORD COUNTY, P4, BY n OMEARA GOODRICH S

toue! Come my child ¥ érieil Eva, all in team.
* Come, let us leave these pitiless hearts, that find
none but crzel words to console our mseﬁ"’

And the unhappy mother carried off her boy ta
her apartment. [ followed. She set William down, | &
and kuelt before the litle child. “My son! my

William went close toiher, and rested his head
on his mother’s shoulder.

¢ Doctor ¥’ cried Eva, “he loves me—yon see
he does! He comes when1 call him; he kisses

I me! His caresses have sufficed for my tranquili-

ty—for my sad happiness! My God! was it not
then enough? Speak to me, my son, re-assure me !
Find a consoling word, a single word for your des-
pairing mother! Till now I have asked nothing of
you bat to remind me of your father, and leave me
silence to weep. To day, William, you must give
me words! See you not my tears—my terror?
Dear child, o beavtifal, s0 like yom' father, speak
to me!”

Alas! alas! the child remamed motionless,
withouot a sign of fear or intelligence; a smile only,
a smile horrible to behold, flittered acrose his fea-
tures. Eva hid her face in both hands, and re-
mained kneeling pon the ground. For a long
time no noise was heard save the sound of hersobs.

Then I prayed heaven to inspire me with consol-
ing thonghts, such as might give a ray of hope to
this poor mother. I spoke of the future, of expect-
ed cure, of change possible—even probable, But
hope is no friend to faleohood. - Where she does
not exist her phaniom does nol penetrate. A terri-
ble blow, a mortal one, had been struck, and Eva
Meredith saw-all the truth.

From that day forwards, only one chlld was fo
be «een each morning in Lord James Kysington's
room. Two women came thither, but only one ol
them seemed to live—the other was silent as the
tomb, One said, “ My son !’ the othernever spoke
ot her child ; one carsried her head high, the other
bowed hers upon her breast, the better to hide her
tears ; one svas biooming and brilliant, -the “other
pale and a mourner. The struggle was at an end.
Lady Mary trinmphed. It was cruel how they let
Harry play before Eva Meredith's eyes. Careless
of her anguish, they brought him- o repeat his les-
sons in his uncle’s presence ; they vaunted his pro-
gress. The ambitlious mother calculated every-
thing to consolidate her success; and, whilst
abounding in honeyed words and. feigned counsola-
tion, she tortured Eva Meyedith’s heart each mo-
ment in the day. Lord James, smitien in his dear-
est hopes, had resumed the cold imipassibility which
1 now saw formed the foundation of his character
Strietly courteous to his danghter-in law, he had no
word of aflection for her : only asthe mother of his
grandson, could the danghter of the American plan-
ter find a place in his heart. And he considered
the child as no longer in existence. Lord James
Kysington was mote gloomy and tacitura than ever,
regretting, perhaps, to have yielded to my impor-
tunities, and to bave ruffied his old age by a pain-
ful and profitless emotion.

A year glapsed then a sad day came, when
Lord James sent for Eva Meredith and, sigoed to
her to -be seated beside his arm-chair.

“Listen to me, madam,” he said, “listen with
courage. I will act frankly with yon, and conceal
nothing. 1 am old aud ill, and must_aj my
aflairs. The task js painful both for and for
me. 1 will not refer to my anger at my son’s mar-
siage; your misfortune disarmed me—1{ called you
10 my side, and 1 desired 1o behold and to love in
your son William, the heir of my fortune, the pivat
of my, dreams of futore ambition. Alas! madam,
My son’s widow and cr-
phan shall have all that can insure them an honera-
ble existence ; bat, sole master of a fortune due -to
my own exertions, | adopt my nephew, and look
upon him henceforward as my sole heir. I am
about to return to London, whére my affaics call me.
Come with me, madam—my house is yours—I

.Qhallbe happy to see you there.”

Eva (she afterwards told me so) felt, for the first

 time, her despondency replaced by courage. She

had the strength that is given by a noble pride : she
raised her head, and if her brow was less haughty
than that,of Lady Mary, on the other hand it had

.{ all the diguity of misfortune.

“Go, my lord,” she answéred, “go; I shallnot
ancompa.ny you. I will not witness the usurpation
of my son’s rights! You ave in haste locondemn,
my lord. Who can forsee the future! You are m
baste t9 despair of the mercy of God!” -

¢ The fature,” replied Lord James, ¢ at my age,
is bounded by the passing day. What I would be

certain to do 1 must do at once and without delay.”

# Act as you think proper,” replied Eva. I re-
turn thither with your grandson, William Kysiog-
10n ; of that name, bis sole inheritance, you cannot
depnve him ; and though the world should know
it bntby mdmg iton his tomb, yonr pame, my
lord, is the name of my son ¥

A week later, Eva Meredith descended the stairs
of the hotel, holding her son by the hand, as she
had done when she entered this fatal honse Lady
Mary was a little behind her, a few slepa higher
up : the numerous servants, sad and silent, beheld
with regret the departure of the gentle creature
thus dniven from'the paternal yoof. When she quit-
ted this abode, Eva quitted the only beings she

she had a right o claim—the world was betore ber,
an immense wilderness. It was Hagar going forth
into the desert,

“This is horrible, doctor ! cried Dr. Bamab's
andience. ¢ Is it possible there are persons so ut-
teily unhappy? What! you witness all lhm your-
self??

1 have not yet told you all,” replied the village
doclor; “ Jetfne get to the end.”

Shoitly afier-Eva Meredith’s departure, Lord
James went to Londdn. Once more my own mas.
ter, I gave up all idea of further stody; 1 had
enough leaming for my village. and in haste | re-
turned thither. Once more 1 sat opponta to Evain

the linle white house, a8 I had done iwo years be-

L e

——

knew.upon the earth, the only persons whose pity .

creased her misforfune! We no longer dared to

talk of the futare, that anknown moment of which

we-all have so great need, and without whith “our

prerenl joys appear too feeble, and ot mnfonunee
eat.

Never did I witness grief nobler in its simplicity,
calmer in its" intensity, than that of Fva Meredith.
She forgot not to pray to the God who chasiened
ber, For her, God was the being in whose hands
are the springs of hope, whei earthly hopeu are ex-
tinct. Her look of fajth remain ed tpon’ her
child’s brow, as if awaiting the arrival of the soul
her prajers invoked. I cannot describe the eg:
geous patience ol.that mother speaking to her
who listened without understanding. I'cannot tell
you all the treasures of love, of thought, of ingeni-
ous parmrative she displayed before that torpid intal-
ligence, which repeated, like an echo, the last of
ber gentle words. She explained to him heaven,
God, the angels; she endeavored to make him
pray, and joined his bands, but she could not make
him raise his eyes to heaven. In all poesible shapes
she tried to give him tlie first lessons of childhood ;
she rgad to him, spoke to him, placed pictures be-
fore_his eyes—had recourse to music as a substitute
for words. One day, making a terrible effort, she
told Williara the story of his father’s death; she
Hoped, expected a tear. The child fell uleep
whilst yet she spoke : tears were shed, but they fell
from the eyes of Eva Meredith.

Thus did she exhaust herself by vain efforts by a
persevering struggle.
hope, she continued to toil ; but to William's eyes
pictures were merely colors; to his ears wonls
were but noise. The child, however, grew in stat-
tre and iu beauty. One who had seen him butfor
an instant would have taken the immobility of his
countenance for placidity. But that prolonged and
continued calm, thit absence of al; grief, of all tears,
had a strange and sad. eflect upon us. Suflering
must indeed be inherent in our nature, since Wil-
liam'’s eternal smile made every one eay, ¢“The
poor iliot?’ Mothers know not the happiness con-
cealed in the tears of their child. A tear is a re-
gret, adesire, a fear; it is life, in short, which be-
gins to be understood. Alas! William was con
tent with everything. All day long he teemed o
sleep with his eyes open; anger, weariness, impa-
tience, were alike unknown to him. He had but
one instinct—he knew his mother—he even loved
her, He took pleasure in resting on her kuees, on
her shoulder ; he kissed her. When T kept him.
long away from her, he manifesied a sornt of anxie-
ty. 1took him back to his mother; he showed no
joy, but he was agsin tranquil. 'l'lm tendemness,
this faint glimmering of Wllham’ohean, was Eva’s
lifs. It gave her strength to strive, to hope, to wait.
ifher words were not understood, at least ber kiss-
es were! How often she took her son’s head in
her hands and kissed his forehead, as long and fer-
veatly as if she hoped her love would warm and
vivify his frozen soul! How often did she dreama
miracie whilst clasping her son in her arms, and
preseing his still heart to her burning bosom ! Often
she lingered at night in the village church. (Eva
Meredith was ofa Roman Catholic family.) kneel-
ing npon the cold stone before the virgin's altar,
she invoked the marble statue of Mary, bwiding her
child in her arms “ O virgin ! she said, ¢ my boy
is inanimate as the image of thy Son'! Alk of God
a soaPfor my child 1

She was charitable to all the poor children of the
village, giving them bread and clothes, and saying,
to them, ¢ Pray for him.”’ She consoled afflicted
mothers, in the secret hope that consolation would
come at last to her. She dried the tears of others,
to enjoy the belief that one day she also would also
ceasa 1o weep. In all the country round, she was
loved, blessed, venerated. She knew it, and she
offered np td Heaven, not with pride bat with hope
the blessings ol the unfortunate ine e for the
recovery of hergpon. She loved to witch William’s
sleep; then he was handsome and like other chil-
dren.  For an instant, for a second perhaps she for-
go; and whilst ontemplating those regular fea-
tures, those golden locks, those long: lashes which
threw their shadow on his rose-tinted cheek, she
felt a mother’s joy, almost a mother’s pride. God
has moments of mercy even for thase he hu con-
demned to suffer.

Thus passed the first years of William’s child-
hood. He aitained the age of eight years. Then
a sad change which could not escape my attentive
observation, occurred in Eva Meredith. . Either
that her son’s growth made his want of intelligence
more striking, or that she was like a workman who
bas labored all day, and sinks at eve beneath the
load of toil, Eva ceased to hope ; her soul seemed
to abandon the task ciidertaken, and to recoil with
weariness upon itseif, asking only resignation. She
laid aside the books, the engravings, the music, all
the means, in short, that she had called to her aid ;
she grew silent and desponding ; only, it that were
possible, she*was more affectionate than ever to
her son.” As she losthope in his cure, she felt the
more sirongly that her child had but her in the
world ; and she asked a miracle of her heart—an
increase of the love she bore him. She became
her son’s servant~his slare; her whole thoughts
were concentrated in his well being. If she felt
cold, she longhtu wammer covering for William ;
was she bungty, it was for William she gathered
the fruits of her garden : did she suffer from fatigne
for kim she selected the easiest chair and the sofi-
ést cashions: she attendedto her own sensations,
only o guess those of her son. She still displayed
activity, though she no longer harbored hope,

When William was eleven years old, the last
phase of Eva Meredith’s existence began. B{a-
markably tall and strong for his age, he ceased to

‘need that hourly carb required by early childhood;

he was no longer the infant sleeping on his molh-
or's knees; he} walked alone in the garden; he
rode on hombhck with me, and accompanied me
in my distant visits; in short the bird, althoagh
wingless, wnm.m His mufonmawumuo
way shocking or pmn{nl to behold.  He wasof ex-

esading beanty, silent, ymuaturally ealm-—his eyes |

fore. But how greatly had intervening events in-

‘expressing nothing but sepose, his mouth igrorant

That she might not cease to]

of a umle he: m not awkward , or dissgreeable,
St ifaporiunate: it was a- miind sleepidy béside
yours, asking no question, makiog no reply. The
incessant maternal care which had served to occn-

Tpy Mrs. Metedith, and to divert her-mimi from

dwelling on ber sorrows, became unneceseary, and
ehe resumed her seat at the window, whence she
beheld the village acd the church steeple—at that
same window where'she bad so long wept her
husband.  Hope and occijpation mcceasnvely tail-
ed ber, and nothing was left her bat 1o waii and
wateh, by day and night, Like the lamp that ever
bams beneath eathedrat vaults.

But her forces were'eshatsted. 1n the milst of

ief which had retorded to its earting-point,
to silence and immobility, afier having in vain ee-
'sayed gxemeq,{:mgc; hope, Eva ‘Meredith fell
into a decline. Tu spite of all the resources of my
art, ] beheld her grow weak and thin. How apply
a remedy, whea the sickriess is of the soul?

The poor foreigner ! she & her nalive sun
and g little Iappiness to warm her; the ray ot
the sun and the fay of joy were alike W ting. Tt
was long before she perceived lier danger,
she thought not of herself; bat _when at last
was ghable to leave her arm-ehail, she was com-
pelled to understand. I will not describe to yon
all her angnish at the thought of leaving William
without a guide, without a fiiend or protector—ot
leaving him alone in the midst of sirangers, he
who needed to be cherished and led by the hand
like a child. Oh, how she struggled forlife! with
what zvidity she swallowed the potions I prepaced, |
how many times she tried to believe in a cure,
whilst all the time the disease progressed! Then
she kipt William. more at home,—she coald nd
Jonget bear to loss sight of him.

¢t Remain with me,” she said: and William, al-
“ways conent near his mother, seated himself at
her feet. She looked at him Jong, ugtil & flood of
tears prevented her distinguishing his gentle coun-
tenance ; then she drews him still nearerto her, and
pressed him to her beart. * ¢ Oh!” she exclaimed,
jo a kind of delirium, *if my soul, on leaviag my
body, might become the soul of my child, how
happy should I be to die!”

No amount of suflering could make her wholly
despair of divine mercy, and when all human pos.
sibility disappeared, this loving heart had gentle
dreams out of which it reconstructed hopes. But
how sad 11 was, alas! to see the poor mother slow-
ly perishing before the eyes of her ron, of a son
who understood not death, and who amiled when
she embraced him.

¢ He will not regret me,” she md; ‘“he will
not weep : he will not remember.” And ehe re-
mained motioniess, in mute contemplation of her
child. Her hand then somstimes sought mine:
i You love him, desr doctor ¥ she murmured.

«] will never quit him,” replied I, ¢ so0 long as
he has nb betier friends than myselt.” God in
heaven, and the poor village doctor upon earth,
were the two guardians 1o whom she confided het
son. :

Faith is a great thing! This woman, widowed,
disinberited, dying, an idiot child at her side, was
yet saved from that utter despair which brings
blasphemy to the'lips of death. An invisible friend
was near her, on whom she seemed to resy, listen-
ing sometimes to holy words, waich she alone
could hear. -

One moming she sent for me early. She had
been unable to get up. With her wan, transpa-
reat hand she showed me 4 sheet of paper on
which a few lines were written.

t Doctor,” she .said, in her gentlest tones, 1
have not stren"(h 1o continue ; finish this leuer !

‘I read as fol\owa —

¢ My Lord,—I write to you for the last time.—
Whilst health is restored io your old age, I suffer
and am about to die. I leave your grandson, Wil-
liam Kysington, without a protector. My Lord
this last letter is to recall him to your memory ; i
ask'for him a place in your heart r than a
share of your fortune. Of all the things of this
world, he bas undersiood but one—his - mother’s
love ; "and now shemust leave lum forever! Love
hxm, Lord,—love is the only sentiment he can
comp-e! end.””

She would write no more, I added:

. Mrs. William Kysington has but a lew days to
live. What are Lord James Kysington's ordecs
with respect to the child who bears his name !

# Tux Docrox Barsasy.™

This letter was sent to london, and we waited.—
Eva kept her bed. William seated near her, held
ber hand in his: his mother smiled sadly uwpon
him, whilst I, at the other side of the bed, prepar.
ed potions to assuage her pains. Again she began
to falk to her son, if no longer despairing that, af-
ter her death, some of her words might rezur to
his memory. She gave the child all the advice,
all the instructions she would havé given o an in-
telligent being. Then she tumed to me—* Who
knows, doctor,” she said, ¢ one day, perhaps, he
will find my words at tha bottom of his beart™”

_Three more weeks elapsed. Death approached
and submissive as was the Christian soul of Eva,
she yet felt the anguish of separation and the mol- |
emn awe of the foture. The village priest came
1o see her, and when he left het I met him and
took his band.

“ Yoa will pray for her,” | said.

¢ ¥ have entreated hertopuyforme‘” was hu
reply.

It was Eva Meredith’s last day. The sun bad
#et: the window, near which she so long had sat,
was open: she couhl see from her bed the lmd—
scape ahe had loved. She held her son in her
arms and kissed his face and hair, weeping sadly.
“Poor child! what will become of you?.0h !’
'she said, with tender eamestness, ¢listen to me,
Williain :—1 am dying! Your father is dead also,
you are alone ; you must pmytothelad Ibc~
queath you to Him who waiches over the sparrow
upon the Liouse-top; He will shield the ofphan.—
Dear child, look at me! listen to me! Ty to un-
demtand tht 1 die, that ons day. you. may. remem<
ber me!” And the poor mother, unable to speak

lenger,-still formd mrergthito embrace her child.
At that momeni-sn unaccos:omed noise reached

| closely.

..... s Lt P T

my ears. Thovb!al-ol‘;w xnIed upou |;
the gravel o* (he' gaidenr dvivé. [ ran to the door.
Lord James Kysington and Lady’ Mury ‘diitered },
the house. -

| «] guyonr!eﬂer”mdlmdhmes. “lwa-

road to come myseil and settlé the fotire destiny
of Wm. Meredith: éo hers ] am. Mis, William 1.}

”

 Mes. Willlam Kysmg!on still lives, my lord,”
1 replied.

'} was with a painful sensation that I saw this
calm, cold, austere, man approuh Eva's chamber,
followed by the lmighly woman who came to wit- }.
ness what fot hetr was & happy event—ihe death of
her former rival! They entered the modest. litile
room, so difterent from the sumptuous apartments
of their Montpellier hotel. They drew near the
bed, beneath’ whose white curtains Eva, pale bt
still beautiful, held hier son upon her heart. They
stood, ope on the right, the ather on the lefi of thm
couch of suffering, without findinga Word of affec- |.
tion 1o console the poor woman who looked np at
them. They bravely gave “utterrnce 1o a few for-
mal and unmeaning phrases. Averting their eyes

the painful spectagle of deutb, and . persoad-
ing selves that Eva Merailith neither saw nor
heard, the; ively awaited her spirit's depart-
ore—their cmnanwo not even len,;mnﬂ an ex-
pression of cond orregret. Eva fixed her
dving gaze upon them,“apd sudden terror seized
the heart which had almést ceased to thenb, She
i comprehended, for the first time, the secret senti-
! ments of Lady Mary, the profogtd indifference and
egolism of Lord James;-she understood at last that
they were enemies mlher than protectors of her
sun. Despaic and terror portrayed themselves vn
her pallid face. She miade nc atempt 1o sofien
those soulless beings. By a convulsive movement
she drew William still closer 10 her heast, and, col-
lecting her last strength—
- %My child, my poot child I’ she eried, ¢ you
have no support upon eatth ; but God above.isgood
My God! succor my child ! " ,

With this ery of love, with this supreme prayer,
she breathed out her life: her arms opened, her
li;s were motionless on William’s cheek. Since
she no longer embraced her son, there could be no
doubt she was dead—dead before the eyes of those
who to the very lust had refused to comfort her
affliction—dead without giving Lady Mary the un-
Seasiuess of hearing her plead the cause of her son
—dead, leaving her a complete and decided vieto-

There'was a moment of solemn silence ; none
moved or spoke. Death makes an impression up-
on the hanghtiest. Lady Mary and Lord James
Kysington kueeled beside their victim’s bed. I
a few minutes Lord' James arose. “Take the
child from bis mother’s room,” he said, ¢ and come

tions respecting hun »

For two hours Wiiliam had been teshng on the
shoulder of Eva Meredith, his heart against her
heart his lips pressed to hers, receiving her
kisses and her tears. I approached him, .and,
without expending useless words, | endeavored
to raise and lead him from the room; but he
resisted, and his arms clasped his mother more
,This resistance, the first the poor
child bad ever oflered to living cieature, touched

my very sopl. On my renewing thé amempt,
however, Wiliam yielded ; he made a movement
and turned towards me, and his beauliful connte-

nance sufiused with tears. Until that day, William
had never wepl. 1 was greally startled and mov-
ed, and I let the widowed child throw himself
again upon his mother’s corpse.

¢ Take him away,” said Lord James. .

My lord!” I exclaimed, ¢“he weeps! Abh,
check not his tears 3 '

I bent over the child, and heard him sob.

“ William! dear William !” I cried, anxiously
taking his band, ¢ why do you weep, William ¥’

For the second time he tumed his head towards
me ; then, with a geatle look, full of sorrow, # My
motber is dead,” he replied.

I have not words to tell you what ! felt. -

William’s- eyes were now intelligent: his tears
were sad and insignificant; snd his voice was broken
- as when the heart suflers. 1 uttered a cry; l al-
most knelt down beside Eva’s bed.

“ Ab! you were right, Eva !’ I exclaimed, *not
to despair of the metey of God !

Lord Jameés himself bad started Lady Mary
| was as paleas Eva.

¢ Mother! mothet ! eried William in tones that
filled my heart mlh joy; and then, repeating the

words of Eva Meredith—those words which she |
had truly said he d find atthe bottom of his
heart—the child exclaimed aload,

@ | am dying, my son. Your father is dead;
you are.alone upon the eanb ;- you mwpuy lol.be
b'd [}

1 presead gently with my hand upon William's
:shoulder; he obeyed the impulse, knelt down, join-
ed bis mbling.hndl—thia time it was of his
own accord—and, raising to heaven a look fall of
life and feeling: ‘‘My God! have pity. on me!”
he murmured. '

I took Eva's cold hand. “Oh mother! moth-’
er of many sorrows!” I exclaimed, “can yon
hear your child? do you behold him from ahon“‘
Be happy ! your son ia saved P

Dead at Lady Mary’s feet, Eva madé her nval
tremble; for it was not I who led William from
the room, it was Lord James Kysington who carried
out his grandson in his srms. '

Lbave little to add, fadies. William roeoveted
hutemnanddemd with Lord James. Rein-
stated in his righis, he was subsequently kis grand:

instances of intelligence revived by a. no!ent mor.
alshock. ~ Thus does the factllmnelﬂqdﬁnd a

- village, who had sitesded Eva Meredith: ~during
: her illness, and rad heasd her fervent prayers, were
convinced that, even s she had asked of Heaven,

selting oat fof Ttaty, and it was fot much -off my |;©

with me, doctor ; I will explain to you my inten:¢ '\ .

father's sole heir.. Science. hua recorded atew rare’

nalnul?phmm .Buat the good women.of the |

8 ‘u‘w;) i ?}' Ff 5'-’.'{?&'
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-the child. ¥
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ditbrias dead. .

* 4 She stil] hives,” said the € of the Iis(
¢ speak t0-hév ;’# lﬁ(f she I“':l‘l!’:‘nswer ’0:3:‘

And when Lord William Kysington, ih*pateés-
. «ion of hisgrandfather’s.plopéiny, scirt-each yéar
{abandatit alits 167 108 Villhge - - BAlF ‘Witaesdd
“huginh and his niother's death, thé po&mlhn’-
'claimed—* Therd 'in Mrs, Mmednh’- kind soul'
| thinking of s utift! . XY, whien slie .goes'to* Hea-
ven it will b grédt pity fbe pbor peaple & -

We do not strew flowers upon her torab, but up-
on the steps of the altar of the , Virgia, -mm- '
ofien prayed'(6"Mat 19’ séird' a'sodl't5’ her sod.—
taking thither their wreaths of wild blossoms, the
villagers eay 1o each othér When- she prayed s
fervently, the good ' Virgin answered‘ber softly : |
will give' thy soul to thy child ¥

- The cure Bas siffered ottt peassiifs fo retain this
touching superstition ; and I mysell, whea Lord
Wil'iam came to see me, twhen he fixed upoh me
his eyes, 5o like his molher’-—when ‘his, voice,
which hnd ' welMmewn aecont, Qi us e,
Meredith was wont to say—t Dear Doci“or Tibank
'you!” Then,—sniife; ladies, if you. mll-—l’ Wept,
and 1 believed, like all the village; that Eva' Blere-
dith was beforc’ me. :

She, whose oxistence was' but a long serien of
sorrow-, has ‘left belind her' a’ weet, eoulahns
memory, which fias nothing painful for those who
loved her. ,

Io thinking of fer, we think of the' merey of
God, and those who have hope in theit hoarts, hope
with the greater conﬁdencé R :
" But it is very late, ladies—your umhgm han
‘fong been at the door. Pardon this_long story: at -
y age it is difficult to be concise in speaking of
the events of one's youth. Forgive the old man
for having made you smile when he lﬂved; amd
weep before he departed.”

,These last words were spoken in the kindestand
most paternal tane, whilst a haif-smile nhded across
Dr. Barnaby’s lips. - A1l his amitors now crowded
round him, eagér (o express their thanks. But Br.
Bamaby got 6p; made straight for’ bis ndrng coat of
puce-colored taflety, which hung. across ‘a chair
back, and, whifst one of the young inen be&)ed
him to put it on—* Farewell, genllemen farewell,
Tadies,” said the village doctor. “ My ehaise is
‘ready ;'it is dark lherpag is bad, goodd-might - §
must be gone,”

When I r. Bamaby was installed irr his exbriofet
of green wickes-work and the Kutle gray cob, tick-
led by the whip, was about to set off; Madame de
Moncar stepped quickly forward, and feaning for-
ward, towards the doctor, whilst she. placed
oue foot on the swp of his vehicle, she gaid in quite

LA

-4 Doctor, [ made you s present of the while
cottage, and I will have it fined up as it was when
you loved Eva Meredith ¥/ '

Then she ran back into the house. The earmria-,
ges and the green chaise depaned in Mm &
rections,

Manvractuse oF NExpLes==Comiovs Pum‘.
—~In lhe manufacture of neediés, the slender bars
of sieel are forged out by a secosssion of. bam.
mers, pach one less in weight and quicker in strole
than its predecessor, as the motion of -the hammer
is auern-nng, the disloeating. eﬂecm:f its momenv
tum when throwa into rapid vibration wouldbea -
ormous, bat for the contrivanes of giving the Bam-
mer,a donble face, and cansing # to airike every
time it rises against a block of steel above; fiomm
which it isthrown back upor the anv#. The vibras
tion is thus produced by a serious of ‘rebounds be-
tween two opposing sarfaces. Five: hundred
strokes can thus be made in a minute, while the
power is greatly economised and ke straity dpon

1 the stalk and axle neasly annibilated. .

He nap pix Turre.~4 son of Erin oncs accost-
ed a reverend dmxple of Swedenberg this:
Mr. ——7 you say we ars ® follow. lhg same

' business in boaven that we do in tﬁvswoﬂd'!”

i Yes, that is inr petfeetmdm with reason ;
for the Creator himseif is not idle, lm!'why shonld
His ereatares be T’ :

t Well, then yer honor, do paple die there 17

& Certainly not—they ars immiortal as the €rea-
tor himself.”

* Thin, I shoold Like to know, yer hanor, what
they’ll find for me to do, fot I’m a grave drgger in
this world.”-

Trux.—Sparre mhtites to’tbegolddﬁoﬂime 3
and Young was writing a trite; as well a3 & siriking
line, when he affirmed that, **Sands made the -
mountiins ; and moments made the year.” ©OF all

pmmnsof our life, thé. sphird thinutes axe the
moet froitfal u\good or evil. my are gaps
Engh which temptatious find tho €asiest’ access
tothe garden.  *

A young hady when shé takes s pmnn for hfc
swears, opon the matrimonial altar, that ﬁic will
“[ove, Lionor, and obey” him. No( o¢ woman
out of every ten' does the fiit—and there never
was one known to petform the two latier vows. .

Finsr Love —The conversation st Holland House
taraed upon first love. Tom Moors compared it
to a potatoe, “becamaudwosﬁuntheeys:’

- & Qr, rather,” exclamed Byran, b‘ul?ndbo-
comes all the less by paring.” -

. A cockney conducled two ladies to the observa-
tory to see an eclipse of the moon. They wers
too late ; the eclipse was over, and theladies were
dxsappomled. “0h¥ exelaimed: our hero, dont
fret. 1know. the astronomer very well; he isa - *
polite man, and § am sare bevilhpm”g :

¢ Ma, hete’s a ‘word in the paper,] want to .
know-whay's & homicide?”

"‘ A hom‘xcide, child, is one who mmﬂm anoth-
er. _
“Well, ma—when Jack Webb Xilled our Tom

cat, that was a Fommyeide, wasn't it V"’



