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"ýDear Robert, it is only the shell we have b in the little
green chuichyard, and his new life'ig certâin, joy and eddless happi-he has goiqe,, in the words of our cateýfiism, & toness glorify God
and to. enjoy him foiever.' I think it is you that gre to be pitied,
kobin, because the new life is eatthly and the new mistress fun of

faults, as you will soon find out;,you* are like the young béars, you
have all your troubles' before, you. »

I have faults, too," said Robert, but tell me of them by ray-
self if ever I vexyou. I dont mean to vex you, I mean to make
you happy if I cm, and I am happy in being here. by ybur sidé to-
night. but I realize that one day we must pait, and God grant thav I

may go first, and, never live after you; and God grant we mav never
be separate again till cruel death divides u&"

Time i's e great a divider as death said Mary, only he does
it more gently, but sepàrate or together, we will always be fastf nrie'ds."

I am more than you-r friend,-" he replied, Il you will always be
dearer to me than any other woman in the world."

THE EfÇD.


