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robe, in the russet tints that decked wood and field, than if she had worn
the brightest livery of early spring. I would not then have seen her other-
wise attired, for I was sad as I rode along, and yet I scarce knew why. I
never believed much in presentiments, but the occurrences of that day have
left their traces on my heart, and often now a slight tremor creeps over my
frame, when I see, or fancy I see the misty and impalpable form of some
approaching evil. As my journey shortened, I felt more and more depressed ;
I could not shake off a kind of dread that had seized upon me. Leaping
from my horse, I threw the reins to a servant, and slowly strolled up the
avenue. As I entered the porch that shaded the door of thatnoble old
mansion, I heard the sound of suppressed weeping from an open window
above. I had read in old Irish romances of a singular being that burdens
the night wind with low mournful wailings, when any disaster threatens the
house over which she watches. Though the sound I now heard was soft and
smothered, though the voice was sweet and low, still upon the inmates -of
my heart, hope and love, it broke sadder and more terrible far than any ban-
shee’s dreary wail.

I rapped softly, and stood trembling. The door opened noiselessly, and
the sister of her I loved met me on the threshold, with the exclamation,
4 Qh, Flmira’s dying” Great Gtod, what a shock was this! A thick mist
gathered before my sight—my brain grew dizzy—I reeled, and came near
falling. As soon as I could command words, I asked to see her, and was
ushered into her room. As I entered, she stretched forth her hand, and
pronounced my name. I clasped those fingers, fairer now, and more slender
than before ; they were cold, and around the roots of the nails a dark purple
tinge was perceptible; that was no die of henna from luxurious eastern
climes,—it was the coloring of death. I glanced at her face; it was not
much altered ; a little of its roundness was gone, the cheek that blushed
now for modesty, and now for joy, was blanched and pale, but beauteous
even thus. The lips not quite so full and smiling, closed more firmly on
the pearly teeth. That luxuriant hair which I had so often admired, now
lay disheveled on her pillow, but rich and glossy still. Those bright and
laughter-loving eyes were slightly sunken in their sockets, but they were
softer now and seemingly more full of life and love, for through them #he
soul looked forth still.

Turning to the physician, she exclaimed in faltering asccents, ¢ Doctor,
must I die ?”’—and as I sat with my face buried in my hands, my heart con-
vulsively replied, “no, she cannot die!” And, indeed, I saw not why she
should. I had seen one person die, but he was an old man, weak, trem-
bling, palsied, childish, and a mere skeleton ; I could understand why Ze
ghould die. But she! O! she could mot die! Surely two short weeks’
sickness could not stifle all the load of life that had bounded through her glow-
ing frame, and sparkled in her glancing eye. She was not palsied, she was
not a mere skeleton like the old man I had seen O no, she would live!
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God surely would not hurry one so young and fair, away from earth. Such
were my thoughts as I sat there, more moved than I had ever been before,
with my bosom heaving, and my heart almost bursting, and yet with an eye
dry, and tearless. Roused at length, by hearing my name breathed, as I
had heard it breathed of yore, I turned and saw her playing with a single
tress of her hair. Taking up a pair of scissors that lay beside her, with her
own hand, she severed this one little lock, and putting it into mine, she said,
¢ don’t forget me—I am dying now, but I am not afraid—I did wish- to
live; but that is past.”” For a moment her lips quivered, as if other words
plead for utterance. Her eye gleamed and brightened, even ’neath the
death dew that was now gathering on it. A sweet smile played upon her
countenance. She was lovely in death.
I have it yet about my heart—
Her beauty of that day:
As if the robe that she should wear
In other climes were given;
That I might learn to know it there,
And seek her out in heaven.
For some moments I sat, expecting to hear her speak, to see her smile again.
But her hand grew colder and colder as it lay clasped in mine. Now I
wept—wept like a child, and turned away.

I saw her again, as she lay shrouded in the coffin, a wreath of wild autumn
flowers upon her breast, and that same sweet smile upon her face; but she
was cold and dead. Her spirit had left the lovely tenement to begin a new
and brighter existence. She went into the presence of her God pure and
innocent. And I have not forgotten her yet. Her image has lingered
around my heart from that day to the present; and often when tempted
to some youthful folly, she has seemed to stand before me, and my better
nature has triumphed.

—_——

AN IMITATION OF

¢ WHAT CONSTITUTES A STATE !’

‘What constitutes a man ?
Not learning, wit, or wealth, or shouted name ;
Not titled honors, or ancestral fame ;
Not deeds in battle’s van :
But steadfast purpose, and an honest heart ;
A will that never wavers from the right;
A ready hand to gather and impart;
A mind to grasp the true, the infinite ;
A soul aspiring to a blest abode;
The love of human kind,—the fear of God ;—
These constitute a man.



