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"iThe beautiful are vanished, anid return flot."1

very beautiftal
was the youing

- Geoffery Man-
D ing. To look
on his l£air earn-
est fa-e ; to meet
his lairge darkr
eye, sad in its
e arinestness,

thougli almost joyous
in its gleam of affe-

- wliat -v i1I --
that excitement -%vhich-
sends a thrill through the
frame, brings tears iuta
the eyes, aiid makes us

long for that piurity wvhich in aur
best moments we thirst ta have fur
ours - sucli as the deep swelling
,organ brings; a laudscape bathed
ln autumn sunset, cvery souud of
melody, or siglit of beauity.

Howv earnestiy would he clasp a
new thought, ; how fondlv -gaze'
upau it, tili, in lis cilildish, con-'
sciousncss hie feit it was ail lis owuT
-forever writteu ou his brain, or
laid upon bis heart.

"Bhsli-blush,>' rurmured lie
,one day-"ý what is bluslh," turuing
bis soft, earuest eyes upon us, Il is
it -%vleu I stand ou a fence alld
hi.ud o' tremble lest I fali."1 Hesi-
tating for an intelligible answer,
we sad -

IlYomt IUs7ed, Geofflery, when
yo& w7dVsercd so Zozo ta me the atiter
day, and told me who was the littie
girl you lavcd the best."1-

A buruing crirason mantled bis
clieek, a beautiful smile -wreathied
bis lip, and the rnerriest ligliht we
hbad ever secu slione from. his eye
as lie said," I shall neyer forget,-
and turning away to dreara of the

new thouglit tliat met lis conscions-
ness. à

His love of trath, was very bean-
tiffil in its simplicity and its
strength. "lDo yon think 1 kno-w
as much as Horace Beman'? hie
one day asked ;--Horace wvas one
of' lis schiool-fellows ; a boy of un-
commonly"I bright parts," and sev-
eral years his senior, although they
were playmates-"ý No, Geofferyel"
wve answered, clI think you are as
briglit a boy as Horace, and will
know as flifl as mach as hie if yon
live to bc as aid, but 1l don't think
you knoxv as much now."1 Deep
disapp.ointment was pictured on
his face,and wvithi analmostag-ouiz-
cd earnestness hie said, Il"will lie
always knowv more than 1 do?
Shall ' neyer catch up?"

Mfter thinking a littie -while lie
spoke mnore calmily: IlHorace Be-
man can wvrite a letter - think 1
cani't 'Z-Mayn't I write you one 11"

W'e have the letter now- a
sweet record of bis childisli love
of the simple, the clear, the untint-
ed truth.

The littie boy hiad flot got iuta
"small band," and ecd letter was

-about a quarter of auninch in height
-£oundl, open, and distinct.

It -%as the adventure of a cat hae
told of, anid in one sentence he
1 vrote,"I out ru o puss."

ccWhat is tliat, o for Geoffery 1"
said we.

"I was gaing to write aur Ps;
hie replied, Iland I had made that
o whvlen maother said it wvas not ours
that did it, but one of thc neigli-
bor's."

And that love o? trutli neyer left
him, but lie ever shrank wvith loa-
thing fram tic least odor of false-

ooand waould turu away faint
and sick whien in tie transactions
of buisness he marked !hc swerv-
ings even ai"l honorable men.'>

Too strang for the health af so
yaung a spirit were ail lis passions


