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vicinity of the encampment, bounded off with a step as
light and elastic as that of the deer he hoped to slay;
while his father, feeling a transient happiness as he gazed
after him, was about fo pursue an opposite direction.
Dorcas, in the mean while, had seated herself near their
fire of fallen branches, upon the moss-grown and mould-
ering trunk of a tree uprooted years before. Her em-
ployment, diversified by an occasional glance at the pot,
now beginning to simmer over the blaze, was the perusal
of the current year’s Massachusefts Almanac, which,
with the exception of an old black-letter Bible, comprised
all the literary wealth of the family. None pay a greater
regard to arbitrary divisions of time than those who are
excluded from society ; and Dorcas mentioned, as if the
information were of importance, that it was now the
twelfth of May. Her hushand started.

“The twelfth of May! I should remember it well,”
muttered he, while many thoughts occasioned a momen-
tary confusion in his mind. “Where am I? Whither
am I wandering? Where did I leave him ?*’

Doreas, too well accustomed to her hushand’s way-
ward moods to note any peculiarity of demeanor, now
laid aside the almanac and addressed him in that mourn-
ful fone which the tender-hearted appropriate to griefs
long cold and dead.

Tt was near this time of the month, eighteen years

ago, that my poor father left this world for a better.
He had a kind arm to hold his head and a kind voiee

to cheer him, Reuben, in his last moments; and the

thought of the faithful care you took of him has com-
forted me many a time since. O, death would have been
awful to a solitary man in a wild place like this!?*’
“Pray Heaven, Dorcas,” said Reuben, in a broken
voice, —“pray Heaven that neither of us three dies
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solifary and lies unburied in this hownng wilderness!?”
And he hastened away, leaving her to watch the fire be-
neath the gloomy pines.

Reuben Bourne’s rapid pace gradually slackened as
the pang, unintentionally inflicted by the words of Dor-
«cas, beeame less acute. Many strange reflections, how-
ever, thronged upon him; and, straying onward rather
like a sleep-walker than a hunter, it was attributable to
no care of his own that his devious course kept him in
the vicinity of the encampment. His steps were imper-
ceptibly led almost in a cirele; nor did he observe that
lie was on the verge of a tract of land heavily timbered,
but not with pine-trees. The place of the latter was
here supplied by oaks and other of the harder woods:
and around their roots clustered a dense and bushy un-
dergrowth, leaving, however, barren spaces between the
trees, thick strewn with withered leaves. = Whenever the
rustling of the branches or the creaking of the trunks
made a sound, as if the forest were waking from slumber,
Reuben instinctively raised the musket that rested on his
arm, and cast a quick, sharp glance on every side; but,
«convinced by a partial observation that no animal was
near, he would again give himself up to his thoughts.
He was musing on the strange influence that had led
him away from his premeditated course and so far into
the depths of the wilderness. Unable to penetrate to
the secret place of his soul where his mofives lay hidden,
he believed that a supernatural voice had called him on-
ward and that a supernatural power had obstructed his
tetreat. He trusted that it was Heaven’s intent to afford
him an opportunity of expiating his sin; he hoped that
he might find the bones so long unburied; and that,
having laid the earth over them, peace would throw its
sunlight into the sepulchre of his heart. From these
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thoughts he was aroused by a rustling in the forest at
some distance from the spot to which he had wandered.
Perceiving the motion of some object behind a thick veil
of undergrowth, he fired, with the instinet of a hunter
and the aim of a practised marksman. A low moan,
which told his success, and by which even animals-can
express their dying agony, was unheeded by Reuben
Bourne. What were the recollections now breaking
upon him ?

The thicket into which Reuben had fired was near the
summit of a swell of land, and was clustered around the
base of a rock, which, in the shape and smoothness of
one of its surfaces, was not unlike a gigantic gravestone.
As if reflected in a mirror, its likeness was in Reuben’s
memory. He even recognized the veins which seemed
to form an inscription in forgotten characters: every-
thing remained the same, except that a.thick covert of
bushes shrouded the lower part of the rock, and would
have hidden Roger Malvin Lad he still been sitting
there. Yef in the next moment Reuben’s eye was canght
by another change that time had effected since he last
stood where he was now standing again behind the earthy
roots of the uptorn tree. The sapling to which he had
bound the blood-stained symbol of his vow had increased
and strengthened into an oak, far indeed from its matu-
rity, but with no mean spread of shadowy branches.
There was one singularity observable in this tree which
made Reunben tremble. The middle and lower branches
were in luxuriant life, and an exeess of vegetation had
fringed the trunk almost to the ground; but a blight had
apparently stricken the upper part of the oak, and the
very topmost bough was withered, sapless; and utterly
dead. Reuben remembered how the little banner had
fluttered on that topmost bough, when it was green and
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;o:ely, eighteen years before. Whose guilt had blasted
it F
* # % B *

Doreas, after the departure of the two hunters, con-
tinued her preparations for their evening repast. Her
sylvan fable was the moss-covered trunk of a large fallen
tree, on the broadest part of which she. had spread a
snow-white cloth and arranged what were left of the
bright pewter vessels that had been her pride in the set-
tlements. Tt had a strange aspect, that one little spot
of homely comfort in the desolate heart of nature. The
sunshine yet lingered upon the higher branches of the
trees that grew on rising ground; but the shadows of
evening had deepened into the hollow where the en-
campment was made, and the firelight began to redden
as it gleamed up the tall trunks of the pines or hovered
on the dense and obscure mass of foliage that circled
round the spot. The heart of Dorcas was not sad ; for
she felt that it was better to journey in the wilderness
with two whom she loved than to be a lonely woman in
a crowd that cared not for her. As she busied herself in
arranging seats of mouldering wood covered with leaves,
for Reuben and her son, her voice danced through the
gloomy forest in the measure of a song that she had
learned in youth. The rude melody, the production of a
bard who won no name, was deseriptive of a winter even-
ing in a frontier cottage, when, secured from savage in-
road by the high-piled snow-drifts, the family rejoiced by
their own fireside. The whole song possessed the name-
less charm peculiar to unhorrowed thought, but four
continnally recurring iines shone out from the rest like
the blaze of the hearth whose joys they celebrated. Tnto
them, working magic with a few simple words, the poet
had instilled the very essence of domestic Iove and house-
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hold happiness, and they were poetry and picture joined
in one. As Dorcas sang, the walls of her forsaken home
seemed to encircle her; she no longer saw the gloomy
pines, nor heard the wind, which still, as she began egch
verse, sent a heavy breath through the branches and died
away in a hollow moan from the burden of thc song.
She was aroused by the report of a gun in the vicinity of
the encampment; and either the sudden sound or h.er
loneliness by the glowing fire caused her to tremble vio-
lently. The next moment she langhed in the pride of a.
mother’s heart. : ;

“My beautiful young hunter! My boy has slain a
deer!”” she exclaimed, recollecting that in the direction
whence the shot proceeded Cyrus had gone to the
chase.

She waited a reasonable time to hear her son’s light
step bounding over the rustling leaves to tell of his suc-
cess. Bub he did not immediately appear ; and she sent
her cheerful voice among the trees in search of him.

“Cyrus! Cyrus!” :

His coming was still delayed; and she defermined, as
the report had apparently been very near, to seek for
him in person. Her assistance, also, might be necessary
in bringing home the venison which she flattered her§e]f
he had obtained. She therefore set forward, directing
her steps by the long-past sound, and singing as she
went, in order that the boy might be aware of her ap-
proach and run to meef her. From behind the trunk of
every tree and from every hiding-place in the thick foliage
of the undergrowth she hoped to discover the counte-
nance of her son, laughing with the sportive mischief
that is born of affection. The sun was now beneath the
horizon, and the light that came down among the trees
was sufficiently dim to create many illusions in her ex-
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pecting faney.  Several times she seemed indistinetly to
see his face gazing out from among the leaves; and once
she imagined that he stood beckoning to her at the hase
of a craggy rock. Keeping her eyes on this object, how-
ever, it proved to be no more than the trunk of an oak,
fringed to the very ground with little branches, one of
which, thrust out farther than the rest, was shaken by
the breeze. - Making her way round the foot of the rock,
she suddenly found herself close to her hushand, who
had approached in another direction. Leaning upon the
buf of his gun, the muzzle of which rested upon the
withered leaves, he was apparently absorbed in the con-
templation of some object at his feet.

“ How is this, Reuben ?  Have you shain the deer and
fallen asleep over him?” exclaimed Dorcas, laughing
cheerfully, en her first slight observation of his posture
and appearance.

He stirred not, neither did Le turn his eyes towards
her; and a cold, shuddering fear, indefinite in its source
and object, began to creep into her blood. She now per-
ceived that her hushand’s face was ghastly pale, and his
features were rigid, as if incapable of assuming any other
expression than the strong despair which had hardened
upon them. He gave not the slichtest evidence that he
was aware of her approach.

“For the love of Heaven, Reuben, speak to me!”
cried Doreas; and the strange sound of her own voice
affrichted her even more than the dead silence.

Her husband started, stared into her face, drew her
to the front of the rock, and pointed with his finger.

0, there lay the hoy, asleep, but dreamless, upon the
fallen forest leaves! His cheek rested upon his arm, —
his curled locks were thrown back from his brow, — his
limbs were slightly relaxed. Had a sudden weariness

6* i
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overcome the youthful hunter? Would his mother’s
voice aronse him? She knew that it was death. 3

“This broad rock is the gravestone of your near kin-
dred, Dorcas,” said her husband. ¢ Your tears will fall
at once over your father and your son.”

She heard him not.  With one wild shriek, that seemed
to force its way from the sufferer’s inmost soul, she sank
insensible by the side of her dead boy. At that moment
the withered topmost bough of the oak loosened itsclf. in
the stilly air, and fell in soft, light fragments upon the
rock, uerJu the leaves, upon Reuben, upon his Wif(? au}d
child, and upon Roger Malvin’s hones. Then Reuben’s
heart was stricken, and the tears gushed out like water
from a rock. The vow that the wounded youth had
made the blighted man had come to redeem. His sin
was expiated, — the curse was gone from hun;_ and in
the hour when he had shed blood dearer to him than
his own, a prayer, the first for years, went up to Heaven
from the lips of Reuben Bourne.

P’S CORRESPONDENCE.

his life by the interposition of long intervals of

B partially disordered reason, The past and pres-

ent are jumbled together in his mind in 2 manner often
productive of curious results, and which will be better
understood after the perusal of the following letter than
from any description that T eould give. The poor fel:
low, without once stirring from the little whitewashed,
iron-grated room to which he alludes in his fiest para-
graph, is nevertheless a greaf traveller, and meets in his
wanderings a variety of personages who have long ceased
to be visible to any eye save his own. In my opinion,
all this is not so much a delusion as a partly wilful and
partly involuntary sport of the imagination, to which his
disease has imparted such morbid energy that he beholds
these spectral scenes and characters with no less dis-
tinctness than a play upon the stage, and with somewhat
more of illusive credence. ' Many of his letters are in
my possession, some based upon the same vagary as the
present one, and others upon hypotheses not awhit short
of it in absurdity. The whole form a series of corre-
spondence, which, should fate seasonably remove my
poor friend from what is to him a world of moonshine, I
promise myself a pious pleasure in editing for the public

gg Y unfortunate friend P. has lost the thread of
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