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such days as these. It's selfish, but I can't helo it TK-«»

haS'inTis.^''''
^"""'^ ""^ ^' '"^^'^ °"* »°d took her

"I think, rather, of the trials life may brine VictoH* "
he answered, "of the hours when judLeyialt^^^nthe way is not clear. Do you remember the W Sfyou came to Jabe Jenney's? ^I stood ?^the ro^ ^Lj^lyou had gone, and a desolation such as I had^ver fnowncame over me. I went in at last, and opened a bonW^some vers^ J had been reading, which I shXever fotetShall I tell you what they were ? " ^
" Yes," she whispered.
" They contain my answer to your question," he said.

" What became of all the hopes,
Words and song and lute as well?
Say this struck you— ' When life gropes
Feebly for the path where fell

^
Light last on the evening slopes,

" 'One friend in that path shaU be.
lo secure my step from wrong;
One to count night day for me,
Patient through the watches long,
berving most with none to see,'

Victoria, can you guess who that friend is?
"

were wet.
^^ ^^""^ ^^ '"""^^ ** ^» ''^* ^^^ eyes

hut T 5T *^l?^^* ""i
^* ^ *^** ^*y» ^^ dear. But-but I did not know that you had. I do not think thatmany men have that point of view, Austen."

to be t^nk^'L'l''
"""^"^ "'^^^ "°* *^« --« '--

thl^wl^ti^V'^^'
T"^^"" ?^ fi"* «^»'P ^i°d8 which fillthe air with flying leaves have come and gone, when thestiUness has come again, and the sunlight il tin^^^th a

V&M^ii>>


