
Mine U not a love tiory, yet it it a etor^

of love. It w the aiory of a life rich in iteelf

and riohly interlived with other (toe*. The

melodtf of that life, <u it atiU einge itaelf in

my heart, haa long ainoe grown to he a aym-

phony in the Uvea of wide eommunitiea. Many

who have loved the melody have wiahed that

more might ham the aymphony,—if I oan but

teaoh it. _ „^„ -™«-
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