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Our old friends, Tom Loker and Sandy Me.
Kay, also, in accordance with eaily colonial

etiquette, crraced the occasion with their presence.
and added their honest and heartfelt congratula-
tions to those whieh greeted the happy pair.

Aud never was there happier pair than tliat which,
rode awa in the wedding coach to, their uew
home on the forest mission of the western wilds
of Canada, Not inuch. of tllis world's goods had
the , but they were rich in love, and hope, and

faith compared with which aU earthly riches are
btit dross.

The old bouse at The Holms seemed very loue
and desolate, now that its fair mistress had de.
parted. The squire missed her m uch, andP in his

loueliness and isolation, turned more and more
toward those reliaiouscbonsolations which liad been
the inspiration of the life of his wife and

daughter, and, there is ground to, hope, found
that solace whîch eau be found nowhere else.

He, sou-aht a diversion from. his solitude 'à
frequent visits to the villagye parsonage, where
Katharine reigned in her small home-kingdom

with blooming matron dicrnity. Nor were these
visita unprofitable to the larder, if we mi(rht judge
from the stout hanipers which, went full and rei

turned empty. But a still greater joy was the
visit of Katharine to the old homestead at Chrizzt-

mas-time; -and at midsummer, when Neville was


