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The Litteil ibrarian.
There hadbeen a greast stir for weeks In a

quiet village.near Utica, in tbe State ot New
York, preceding the arrival of a physioian
and his family; who ha'd deelded 'toloave
thseir old home in Providence, R.I., and mi-
grate-to àhis 'fair western wilderness,' as
western New York was termed'in that year
of our Lord, 1830.'

The village was a smnall one lu the midst
of a rich and prosperous fatming commuaity.
Its izhabitants were ali from New England,
most of them having settled there within
two decades. There were a fow lawyers, a
judge, several merchants, two. pastors, two
school teachers, a number of mill owners
and their employees, but, until the coming of
Dr. Stevens, no pbysician had as yet taken
up bis rosidence among them. Naturally
enough there' had been great rejoicing among
the neighbors, for a year since Dr. Stevcns's
visit, and his purchase of a large farm near
the town, of three acres'la the town itself,
aâI the building Of a substantial home,
which at this time, in the autumn of 1830,
was about finished.

In those days neighbors were neighbors In

Most -thorough fashion. Indeed the entire
comminity soemed interested during the
month -of September in doing all possible ta-
ward the coming of the new dotor who had,
even during his short visit, quite won his
way into their hearts. When the lumber-
ing stago-coach from Utica arrived on a cer-
tain mild afternoon ln September, It did not
stop first' at the door of the village tavern,
but at the homes of the judge, and'oné of the
mill owners, vho witli their wives and
daugihters reccived the doctor, Mrs. Stevens
and the three children, as if -they were old
friends, and brouglit them into their corn-
fortable homes. A few days thereafter when
the loads of furniture and household goods,
which had been slowly transported- from
their distant eastern2 home,ý appeared, a com-
pany of chcorful, ready helpers, set te worl
te unpac the geods, to tack down the car-
pets, 3>ut up the cu'tains, getAlie china into
the closets, and make the bouse réady for the
nevly-welcomed family.

The handsome mahogany, the Ohippendale
sideboard and chairs, the beautiful silver
candlestieks, the delicate china, did not in-
terest or surprise thn as much as the :nu-
merous boxes or books. Some of the noigh-
bors declared they did net believe there were
so-many in a circuit of five miles as among
the doctor's affects.

The doctor himaself, kept busy for many
hours seorting out the books, setting -off those
on medical subjects fer the shelves1ln his of-
flce, which wa:s in a wing of thie bouse, and
claissifying the scientifle, literary and classi-
cal works es they had been arranged in his
old home.

Few doctors who had not yet reaehed the
age of fifty had so large or se well selected
a library as Dr. Stevens. While his practice
seon extended in ail directions, and he was
frequently summoned by physicians at a dis-
tance for consultation, yet in a bealthy com-
munity where simple habits prevailed, he had
considerable leisure time. This;he used for
the furtherance of education ' among his
neighibers. Himself a graduate fron Brown
Universi-ty, -and having as his friends a cir-
ele of well-educated people, he appreciated
the -advantages which 'lie had enjoyed, and
determined to do all possible te Inspire a
love of study and reading in the new com-
munity which was now his home. What one
man or one family cau do to acconplish this
la surprising.

Dr. Stevenss oldest daughter, Catherine,
bad just passed hier fourteenth birthday. She
was a:bright scholar, a great reader, agood

. aer had beau her habit for, svral
ears to drive with her fatherquite often:as

he mado his viitsto his patients, and. oc-
ca nlOn a rd to go ome dstance
with him: OuL these, drives.1er father had
taken pains t talk ovr _wih ber Scott's
stories, Shacespeare's plays and-to recite
poems to her, telling her the storyin. thcm
previeus to the recital. Now, Dr. Stevens
propo.ed:that Katy should beceme a little 1-
brarian. 'I wil put up another large set .of
shelves in my offlce, he said, 'we will co-er
neatly two or three hundred volumes which
are now a the parlor' then number them,
and land themi to the people, bore. .If you
will spare two ihours on Saturday to keep
the -names of those who take ihe books, and
help nie in this, I think we will undertake it.'

Katy was delighted to comply with her
father's request, and set to work at once.
In a little time the larger part of the doctor's
books had been transformed into a cireulat-
ing library.. It was greatly -alppreciated by
ail, bath oldand. young, as there were bocks
which interested both classes. Young beys
who cared little for reading, and who could
not gratify their taste for it, hd they cared,
who were in the habit of lounging away their
time at varics gathering-places in the vil-
lage, c'ageriy embraced this now opportunity.

The boys -ad girls during that fire, Win-
ter began te love books as they had never
loved them before.

eIn some homes the young folks froi two
or throe familles would gather once or twice
a week while one oftte number would rend
aloud, as the boys whittled -,and ate appies,
ând the girls ran lu the wikling for the can-
dies te be made on the niorrow, or embroi-
dered, their pretty collars, or stitched the
bosome of thoir fathers' shirts, or pieced
blocks for newcomforters or bed-quilts.

Katy was quite'in her'element 'as'rhe dis.
coursed to one and another on Sunday morn-
ings the merits of this and that bek, advis-
ed different ones as te what she thought they
would enjoy, and rehearsed te them much
she had:learned during her pleasant drives
with her.father.

Whiat Katy Stevens said on various sub-
jects was often quoted by one and, other
among the boys -and girls, and ber litorary
opinion was unquestioned. Many a young

. motb er would'leave lier varied work .at home,
the trying out of lard, the putting down of
pork and beef, the carding of wool, the mak-
ing of candles, the churning or the sewing,
and, slipping on lier warm hood, and hand-
knitted moccasins-for this was before the
days of rubbers and arctics-would run over
to the doctor's office for. some good boolk
which the little librarian would recommend.

The monotony of the long winter evenings
was broken also by frequent talks or infor-

a lectures, readings ln the school-house
by one of the pastors, the doctor, the judge,
or the principal of the village school. Before
the days ot photography or illustrated maga-
sines, an evening passed ln listening to the
life of Scott, his boyhood, the faine which
came te him from lis first novels, his pur-
chase of a farm en the Tweed, the successive
additions te It until it became a great do-
main, his delight in the baronetoy conferred
on him IL 1820, the joy he had.in building
that beautiful gothic, castellated mansion,
which he named Abbotsford, the stately life
he lived ,there for.many year,. the beautiful
gifts he received from Napoleon and other
noted persans, the armory and library which
he fitted up se well; all this was of great la-
torest, and enhanced the pleasure ln reading
his matchless historical novels, his romances
and poems. Tbe audiences listened sympa-
thetically as the doctor related Sir Walter's
reverses, which came to him when ho was

past fifty years old, ln consequence of the
failures of his publishers nd printers, Scott
having made advauces from and endorso-
ments, fr the fermer, and h.aving ha:d ase-
cret partnership witi the latter, so that lie
became burdened with a debt of. £150,000.

The storles 'wich were appearing frem
the -peu of. J.ý Fenimore Cooper, particularly
those roiatlng te the Indians, were also of
great interest, for in the near vicinity were
remnants of the Oneldas, the.Onondegas, the
Mohawks and other tribes, and the villagers
were familiar wiib them. These talks ware
varied by those on noted scientists, Inven-
tors, and artists, thus making the people in-
telligent on ail these subjects. The skilful
azid beloved doctor and his family thus be-
came a reaarklable intellectual power la the
community, oxerting au influence which is
feit te tis day.

Fifty years after the time of which we
write, in 1880, a daughter et Katy, the litle
librarian, made a visit te the old home of
ber parents and grandparents. It was in the
summer time. Sho stopped at the village inn
and dined, thon went out te call on two or
three of those still living there who we're
friends of ber moher's in lier younger days.
it needed only an introduction, and the men-
tien of the fact that -he who0 then presented
herself was a granddaughter of the dear old
doctor, whose name was a bousehold w ord
ln that pa-t et the country, aud a daugbter
of Katy Stevens, the littIe librarian, te open
tihe hearts and homes of the people te ber,
In ten- minutes her belongings were brenglit
from the inn te one of the most hospitablè
of homes, and Fie found herself the centre
of a cordial, interested company O old
friends of her father's and m-other's. Before-
the sun had set over the beautiful wooded
hills the arrival of Katy Stevens's daughtcr

àad been quietly heralded through' he. vil-
lage, a fart vhilcl soon -brought elderly mon
and, women te see lier. Soveral of these gen-
tlemen were merchants or lawyers in western
or southern cities and had returned to spend
a few weeks in the home of their childhood.
One and another. told the visitor how the
help from the doctor's library, and. his and
ochaer talks lu the school-house, and advice
about .books which ber .mother had gîven
them as boys had first inspîred them te be-
stir themselves and get an education to flIt
them for good work in the world.

One of these gentlemen, who had made a
large fortune, had presented to several towns
beautiful library buldings a.nd filled thom
with large and fine libraries, remembering
as he did, and as lie often quoted, his own
experience of what a moderate but well-se-
lected library and au Intelligent little libra-
rian had done for hi.-The Standard.'

True Giving.
That is no true alms which the hand eau

hold;
He gives nothing but worthless gold
Who gives from a sense of duty!
But lie who gives a slender mite,
And gives to that which is out of sight,
That thread of the all-sustaining beauty
Whicli runs through all and doth all unite,-
The hand cannot clasp the whole of his

alins,
The heart outstretches its eager palms.

Not what we give but what we share,
For the gift without.the giver.Is haro;
Who gives himself with his alms feeds

three- . 4
Himself, his hungoring neighbour, and me.
-James Russell Lowell.


