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. We are such stuff as dreams are made of,
And our little lives are rounded with a sleep.”

¢ Motuer,’ said Lottie May, ‘my head
aches, and feels very, very warm. What can
be the matter 2

¢ You are feverish, love, and require rest.’

So Mrs. May gave her child some herb tea,
and placed her in her little bed.

In the night,the mother was awakened by
a little groan,and lay and listened half uncon-
ciously for a few moments ; then she heard
the groan again.

¢ Its Lottie, she said to hersslf; and
springing softly from her bed, for fear of dis-
turbing the chile, she stepped to the side of
its bed and whispered :

¢ Lottie !

¢ Is that you, mother ¥’

¢ What is the matter, Lottie 2’

¢ My head hurts me a little, mother;’ and
she groaned again as she clasped her hot
hands overher soft, brown hair. ¢ Will you
give me some water mother?'

Mrs. May’s hand trembled so that she could
hardly pour out the water; but Lottie could
not lift herself up to drink it, and the mother
held her; then she held the candle over the

* Mercy !" she exclaimed to herself, as she
saw the red and purple cheeks, the large
dark eyes, now larger than ever, and blood-
shot ; the vacant, wild look, and the little
hands clasped tightly on the top of her head.

‘ Lottie { Lottie ! Charlotte!” said Mrs.
May; but Lottie did not answer for some
moments; then she opened her eyes sudden-
1y, more widely than ever, and said :

¢ Oh, mother, I've seen an angel, and its
face was like yours; and there were two
great wings, and glory all around it, mother ;
and it called, Lottie, Lottie, Lottie.”

Mrs. May trembled again, but she did not
show it, or change her countenance before her
child.

Then she rang the bell for her maid, and
told ber to call John, and send for Dr. Mason
immediately ; then she bathed the head of
the little sufferer in cold water, and laid her
on the bed again till the Doctor came.

* * * *

“When was she taken, Mis. May ? said
Dr. Mason.

¢8he went to bed feverish; T was awaken-
ed an hour ago by the child’s groans, and
found her so.

¢ What have you done ¥

“Bathed ‘her head in cold water; that’s
allid . H
¢ All wrong,’ said the Doctor; and he felt

her pulse, gave her some calomel, told Mrs. ]

May to keep her very warm, and the windows
elosed and went home again, wondering why
people wouid get sick atnight, he did so hate
night practice ; or if they must be sick, why
could they not wait until morning to be treat-
ed.

¢ Lottie lay in a quiet doze, and Mrs. May
sat by her side all the long night. Oh how
her heart yearned for her child! and she
prayed silently that the flower might not be
gathered from her; indeed, ‘she never knew
how much she loved her little ido] until now,
when the shadow of Death loomed up like a
black cloud on the horizon of her imagina-
tion, at which she looked with sickening anx-
jety. . Would it bring thunder, and lightaing,
and destruction, or pass on with but a genial
shower, leaving fresh greenness and life in
its path 2. Was it the shadow of Death, or
did the all-devouring tyrant hover near 2 And
she grasped the child’s hand, as she thonght
of the angal’s calling, ¢ Lottie, Lottie, Lottie,’
as if she whuld so keep Heaven from taking
away ber treasure ; and in the long nighi-
watches it recurred again and again; and
each time her heart beat more quickly, a feel-

‘ing of dread and awe overpowered her, and a
tremor, passed over her frame like the feeling
trom sudden fright in the darkness; yet apart
from her child there was no fear in that mo-
ther's heart . she lelt that she could part with
life itself to save her liitle one.

Atlast the long, weary, desolate night
bad gone, and the sun shone into the room
fitfully as the clouds passed over it,

Lottie opened her eyes and looked up at
ker mother, and at the sunshine, and put her
arms round her mother’s neck, and said in a
low, weak gentle voice:

‘ What's the matter mother? Youn look so
sick! I'm notill now mother, my headache’s
gone. Then she looked up at the sun again,
and said: ¢ Mother, I'll get up now. The
mother’s heart beat wildly with hope as she
spoke, but the child could not move.

¢ But mother, I'm better, a great deal bet-
ter; I'monly a little sick. Kiss me, mother.
I saw you'by my bed last night, but could’nt
speak then)’

She breathed harded from the effort she had
made, and lay perfectly still, except her large
eyes, which followed every movement of her
mother about the room.

Then Dr. Jones came, and shrugged his
shouldess at what had been done, though he
declined interfering, but Mrs. May insisted,
and called in old Dr. Armonr, the friend of
her father’s youth also; and the three doctors
raet and had a consnltation about the poor
girl,

And Lottie was sometimes worse, and at
others better; and at times she knew no one,
»ot even ber mother.

heart to see the child stare at her so_vacantly
and say such strange things. Then he eyes
would change, and she would look up in her
mother’s face and smile,
own dear Lottie.

In this manner two solemn, sad, and weary I

days of hope deferred passed away, and Lot-
tie grew weaker and weaker.

Mrs. May sat at the side of her sleeping
child hour after hour, and gazed at the shrun-
ken hands and rough crimson cheeks, and lis-
tened to her deep breathing, every breath ol
which seemed like a groan. Oh, how freely
would she have given her life to bring back
the hre of health to those tevered cheeks!
She took up her embroidery, to try and wile
away aa hour of this torturing uncertainty,
but the needle trembled in ther hand, for the
work iiself was aseat for Lottie’s little chair;
she could not take a stitch. Then she took
up her favourite author, but the letters seem-
ed bluried; sha could not distinguish & word;
her pen to write, but the tears fell and mixed
with the ink—emblem of her fast coming
black despair. Then she knelt by the couch
of her child to pray, but she could not; her
prayers were the groanings that could not
be uttered;’ and she went to the window, and
looked up towards the sun, but there were
clouds ovor the sky; it seemed as if there
were clouds over the sunshine always now.
In the street she saw Dr. Jones’s and Dr.
Masson’s gig approaching; but she left the
room, for she began to lose faith in them, and
went into the garden, where there was moie
air to breathe; she sometimes thought she
would choke in the rooms, they seemed so
small now.

When she came hack, Dr. Armour was
there also.

¢Dr. Armour,’ said Mrs, May, with an ap-
pealing yet firm look, ‘will my child die?

¢ Heaven grant she may not !

‘Doctor, I bave steeled my heart to bear
even her death. * Will my child die?’  And her
look became more firm and grave, but she
keld her hand tightly over her heart.

‘Iam not omniscient, madam; your feel-
ings probably teli you as much as ali my sci-
ence can' I fear the worst.

Mrs. May 1ose to her feet with a fixed and
vacant stare, and moved slowly forwaud thro’
the rooms. She had never yel in her hieart
thought that her child would die; woman
like she had hoped against hope. For a mo-
ment she looked round vacantiy ; then all the
scenes of these three days of tortute crowded
to her brain; the blood-shot eyes, the red,
furred cheeks, the breathing a succession of
groans, the Doctor’s words, bis look; and then
like a flash of lightning through her brain
passed the words, ¢ Lottig must die and she
uttered a piercing stream and fell senseless
on the floor.

When she came to hersélf, she was on her
bed, and Dr. Armour standing by her. Re-
collection returned, and she said, with an un-
natural calmness which starled him:

‘Doctor is my child dead?

¢ Not yet. But do not rise, madam, you are
too weak’

Mrs. May looked at him with a surprised
look, then rose and went to her child’s bed-
side. Lottie knew her mother; and when
Mrs. May took her hand, she felt it pulled
slightly, and bent down her head until her
lips touched those of her child, and she felt
them move a little to kiss her; then she tried
to spedk, but could not! and the mother stood
by the side of the bed with glazed eyes, in
which were no tears, for she could not weep
Oh, how she wanted to weep, but could not,
and her eyes burned her as she gazed at the
dying girl.

“The doctors stood round in silence, for
they knew that she was dying; the mother
bent over her in silence, she 100, felt that she
was dyinz; and the child gasped, and a
slight gurgle was heard in her throat, and
she lifted her head suddenly, and said, with a
faint voice, © Mother !’ and fell back on the
pillow quite dead.

* God of mercy, help me t6 bear this  said
Mrs. May. ¢ Almighty Father, help me to bear
this ! and she feil on her knees and clasped
her hands in agony.

The doctors slowly and silently left the
room, and went down stairs (o have a chat
before they separated.

Mrs. May started suddenly from her kneel-
ing position, aad looked earnestly at her
child, last hope of her heart, last link that
bound her to earth; and she burriedly felt
her feet, hands, heart, and put her ear down
to the still, silent lips, then glided swiftly and
noiselessly down stairs, to the back parlor,
where the folding doors were ajar.

$ * "Lowerdown ; the breathing
showed that. T was afraid we weie to be
kept up all night.’

‘I think you gave her too much calomel
Mason.’

‘ Nota bit; she shonld have had more yes-
terday. instead of your arsenie.’

¢ Well, well. Curious case.

¢ Very

¢ Gentlemen,’ said the old grey headed Dr.
Armour, who had wept at the death bed, and
had not spoken before, ¢ gentlemen, it is un-
professional for me to say so, and late in life
to acknowledge it, but this is all wrong some-
where. The child should not have died, and
Lonust & : %" M

Mrs. May had been checked by the ton
of the indifference, almost of levity, of th
firstspeakers ; now she threw open the doors,
and’'stond there, drawn to her full height. and
with her earnest eyes dilating, with a look
that made them shrink as if she bad seen a

: . spectre : butshe only said .
It almost broke her '

* Heuven help ye, geutlemen, in your ex-

and be again her i cold.

i freme need. Dr. Armour, for God's sake
‘ come back and tell me il the child’s dead !’

They returned, but the corpse was growing

Mrs. May clasped her hands round its
neck, bent Ler head over its face, tear after
tear rolled down her cheeks, and théte she
sat throygh the long night, clinging to the
garment that had held her Lottie.

Mrs. Maysat by the little coffin that con-
tained her child’s form. She had grown
much olderin the two long, weary, solemn
days that Lottie had been dead. She could
look at the death-sleep, and the little hands
crossed on the bosom, and the closed lids over
those dark, expressive eyes, and place fresh
roses, and geraniums, and heliotrope, about
the calm, life-like corpse, without weeping
now ; butthere was a deep, fixed, almost
stern expression of grief on her pale, classic
face, which seemed to ask no sympathy, and
was feeding on the springs of her own life.
She could net pray yet. Often had she fallen
on her kunees since the little one’s last faint
* Mother " but no utterance followed, for her
lreart only asked in agony, * Why, ob, why
had he taken away her Lottie? And
thoughts high and deep®passed through her
mind, ot time and space and Heaven and im-
mortality, until imagination had wandered
and lost itself in the dim confines which se-
parate thought from the impenetrable myste-
vies which surrourd us, until all concious—
ness of time and space in her present life
were lost 5 and then the question would recur,
did He take her away, or wasshe seat uncall-
ed from the earth, by unholy errors, by poison-
ing drugs ; and she shrank fiom the question
shuddering.

Carriage after carriage drove up to the door,
the rooms were filled with the friends and
acquaintances of the mourner and the mourn-
ed; and a solemn-looking man opened the Bi-
ble, and read, ¢ Suffer little children to come
unto me, and foibid 'them not, for of such is
the kingdom of Heaven! 'T'hen he said many
beautiful things about the child, which he had
known from its birth; but Mys. May could
not listen, and, sobbing out her anguish, left
the room; for why bad He taken away her
Lottie 2 After the ceremony was over, she
returned, and stood by the coffin, and looked
at her child lor the last time. She thought ot
all her grare and repose, even amongst her
little play-mates,and all her arch and winning
ways, and hot tears fell on the cold form.
Then they closed the coffin, and placed it in
the carriage with Mrs. May alone; she would
have it so. They dreve slowly down Bioad-
way, and. Mrs. May was startled by the noise
of carts and omnibuses. It seemed slrange
that they drove on so furiously while Lottie
was carried by ; and crowds of people lined
the'streets, all gay and unheeding. Mrs., May
drew down the curtains, and bhid them from
her sight. . They passed over the south Fer-
1y, and so on to Greenwood ; and between
the beautiful seulpturesand white monuments
(standing over buried hopes, like the rainbow
over the abyss of the cataract, or the fair face
over a crushed heart) until they came to
Lotiie’s grave. It wasa sweet spot, on the
southern side of a gentle rise that overlooked
the Bay and Narrows, and caught the first
smile of Day, as ke rose from the horizon and
bathed himself in light; and the last rays of
the sun rested on its bosom, while the twi-
fight lingered there when darkness had hidden
all below. Lottie had often played on it, and
told her mother which was her corner. Poor
child 2 she little thonght how soon she would
take possession; indeed, she always said it
witn as happy asmile as if she had been im-
mortal, and would never need any earthly
resting-place.

Mis. May remained in the carriage, and
when they took the coffin towards the grave,
there was again that fixed and glassy leok,
those tearless eyes. How she longed to keep
even the corpse for ever near her.

They lowered the little coffin into the
grave, and, as the earth fell on the lid, syid,
¢ Dust to dust, ashes to ashes !’ and a ljttla
mound marked the place where, down in the
earth the fair-naired girl awaited the final
reckoning.

They came to Mrs. May as they passed ont
but she waved them away, and one after ano=
ther left, until she was quite alone. Then she
descended (rom 4he carriage, and went to the
grave; and the scrvant brought a basket of
flowers, and wept as he retired, for they al|
loved Lottie; and Mrs. May bent over the
grave and strewed flowers about it, she felt
so wholly desolate, now that they had taken
away the last link, the body of her poor child.
The sun went down, and the night came on,
as she knelt there, and tree, and leaf, and in-
sect, all were hushed as still as the grave be-
neath her; and she looked up to the heavens,
and saw the stars, like tapers on the pall of
darkness which shrouded her, ard she gazed
and gazed, and ber heart longed for a revela-
tion of her child’s fate and her own in that
mysterious sphere, and her heart was soften-
ed as she gazed. She then bent over the
grave again, and took a little flower and put
it in her bosom, and thought of her child and
her last faint * Mother " and the tears came
to her eyes, her bursting heart felt vent, and
she wept, oh, how leng and passionately, as
il existence itself were welling from her eye-
lids! Then she’looked up again, and the sky
seemed to have lost its darkness; and the
stars dilated, and seemed to fill the heavens
with glory ; and her spirit became more rapt
aud exalted, as if spiritual influences were
about her with which she could commune;
and her lips were opened at Jast. She prayed
long and earnestly to the Father who had ta-
ken heridol. She felt now too truly that it
had Leen her idol, and she blessed His holy

i

name, and knew why He had taken her Lot-
tie. Her mind became more exalted; a tran~
scendant exaltation took possession of her
soul, and it seemed to expand super-sensually
until it lost sight of earth and ils earthly te-
nement, and rose to the feeling, the conscioms-
ness, of the INFINITE,  She seemed to have a
dual existence, a being seperate from her be-
ing : and looked down on herself, as she knelt
at the grave, with an infinite pity. And her
soul expanded in its exaltation, until she
felt herself a link betweer the Infinite of Ho-
liness and the gieat Soul of Humanity ; and
while a feeling of infinite love and pity for
mankind took possession of her soul, their
eirors and weaknesses shrank into the back
ground : even her own sorrows became vague
undefined, distant, almost little.

This consciousness, this exaltation, vonch-
safed 1o the best of us so rarely, fiom the low
or grovelling for ever barred, may come some-
times perhaps to mothers at the birth of their
first-born, oftener at its death, A revelation
to great minds at the moment of their best
conceptions ; to others at the moment of death,
or when death suddenly becomes imminent
and near, and fear does not paralyse the soul.
Sometimes it comes with the fervid devotion
of the worshipper, filled with a holy and liv-
ing faith; seldom if ever, in mere religious
ecstasy ; this, the flash ot the torch, soon out
and Jost: that like the June sunshine, light-
ing all things, and drawing them' from the
earth to warmth and lile. But it comes te
none withoui leaving him better, wiser,
stronger to endure and bear, and with deeper
sympathies for the sufferings and eriors of
his kind.

Mrs. May knelt there, wrapped in her new
existence, hovr after hour far in'o the night,
until her servants were alarmed, and they
came and accosted her; but she answered
them calmly, and left the grave witha blessed
peace in her heart; and they’ drove over the
lonely 10ad,and through the quiet and desert-
ed stieets, towards her desolate home, a sad,
buta wiser and better being; for her sout
had knowd the divine depth,and her heart had
become the sanctuary of sorrow. God had
taken away her loved ones for y time, but he
had given his own love i their place, and
she wept no more,

From the London Working Man’s Friend.
SCIENCE AND COMMERCE.

In the early ag#® of the world, Labour the
sturdy son of Industry and Want, workes
alone in the fields, and toiled day by day for
the support of his numeious family.” He was
n strong wel) built fellow, whom no fatigue
could conquer and no disappoiniment depress.
He had married early—as was then, and stil}
is, the custom among the toilers of the earth
—but he chose a helpmate fitting his condi‘i-
on  She was called Endurance, the daughter
of Poverty, but her real name was Courage,
many children blessed their union, some ot
whom were etrong and handsome, while the
rest were weakly and deformed. ‘T'hese ehil-
dren, the offspring of Labour and Endurance,
are known by various names among men —
The elder =ons and davghters are called €on-
tent, Hopefulness, Enteiprise, Self- Reliance,
Perseverance, Prudence, and Awmbition ;
while the latter-barn have received the titles
of Idleness, Unthrift, Regkleness, Combinati-
on, Riot,Intemperance, Scoff, and Ignorance.
As tre family grew up, many were the little
bickerings which their parents had on ac-
count of their several propensities—the fa=
ther inclined to the well conducted among
them, while the mother, as is the custom
among women, strove to excuse the shorico-
mings of her younger children, for in the
great love she was apt to overlook their
faults.  With the care of so many gsons and
daughters, of such opposite tempers and in-
clinations, constantly pressing apon him, it
was no wonder that labour failed 1o become
rich. -~ But, in spite of all this, he was stil}
a hardworking, contented, and bopelul man ;
ard as years crept unconscionsly upon him,
and he was no longer able 10 endure the heat
and burden of the day, he was fain to rely on
the strength of ‘character which peculiarly
distinguished the wife of his youth, and (/e
good qualities common to the elder branches
of his lamily. 1f Riot and Intemperance
caused, as they often did, confusion and djs-
content in the household, the kindly feslings
of Piudence, and the quiet smile of Hopeln!-
ness, were sure to muke peace among them ;
it Untbrift and Recklessuess diasipated in a
day theearnings of a whoie week, the genius
of Enterprise and the impulse of Perseve-
rance made up, in some measure for their
lack of knowledge and worldly *wisdom.—
And so, in the course of years, the dangh-
ters married, and left the house of their pa-
rents, and the sons went ou! into the werld
to seek their fortunes, and their families in-
creased end multiplied exceedingly through-
out various ramifications—and the old coun-
ple were again Jeft alone, as in the days of
their youth,

But it pleased God to comfort their age
with yet another little child. He was fair
and comely and pleasant to look upon, with
light-brown curling hair and sparkling eyes ;
and his parents esteemed themselves blessed
in the possession of so handsome an imags
of themselves. To the father’s strength angd
energy were added the mother’s simplicity
and beauty; and, as the child grew up, they
noted that he pessessed the character istics of
Activity and Courage, as well asthe better
qualilies which distinguished his elder bro-
thers. He was the Jast bornof a large fa-
mily, and his parents called him Com-
werce,

Years passed away, and the child grew te
be a man. In his earliest youth, he had ex-




