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,only information hie receivcd respecting her,
was, that shie resided in tho neiglibourhood,
under the close inspection of the Worthington
family.

For days did hoe devise ail means and me-
thods te discover lier, but in vain. Yet lie feut
a consolation to kîîow that lie was near lier-
iliat, pcrhaps in bis wvanderings lie pnssed tue
very home that containcd bis once lovcd trea-
sure: and thius fromn day to day did lie whilo
away the weary hours, 'titI the golden autuma
had given pince to winte.r, and a check was put
upon bis wanderings.

The wintcr bad far advanced, and, as is
usatia most towns and cities, a round of par-
ties was kept up among the inhabitants who
wero friendly to one another. One evcning,
along -%vith hié kind relation, (althougli repug-
nant Io bis feelings,) bie consented to bc pre-
sent at one of these. The apartmnents were
decoratcd in tbe most costly stylc-tbo music
was of the most voluptuous quality, beziuty and
fashion woro miinglcd togeilier, wliile; " soft
cyes looked love to eyes whici .spake again,
and aIt ivent morry as a marriage bell." The
hours sped gaily on, and the dance wvas at ils
hieigbt. Thebeillofaneigrhbouringcliurcb îold
that the hour of midnight lîad arrived. But,
what to tlaem ivas the fliglît of time? light
hearts and loving ones, were bound in the rosy
garlands of pleasure,-so old Ilscytiheand hour-
glass" might keep journeying on, lie could flot
niar their fcstivity.

The music censed, and the dancers were re-
tiring to tiîir places, when a youing female,
fanciftilly nttired, stood in tbe midst of theni;
ber attenuated figure wvas tremblingr witb the
biting blast, through whicbi, by tbe dani*pncss
of bier choîbing, it was evident suie must have
*passed. Her pale and emiaciated features wore
the bue of dcatb; bier eycs, Nyilîi weresunkcn'
in her bond, yet flickered with a brighîi and un-
natural lustre. Deatb-like silence pervadcd
tho assembly-ail eyes were fasicned upon bier;
but Io none ;vas sbie appaýently knowvn. Sbe
hooked around lier with a %vild and vacant stare,
and ini a lowv, sweet and melancholy voice,

sibd"Wbere is lie ?,~I know hio is boere."
Walworth gosped for breaili. It wvas Esther
Wilson I Tbat pale and trembliug figure wvas
iliconce beautiful creature, the idol of bis affec-
tion. "Estber, dear Esther!" lie exclainied.
A shrill slîriek, betis from, tbe deliriSus creature,
and tho next moment she lay seùziseless upon
te floor.
The company gallbered around lier, wbule

Henry rushed îowards lier aîîd raising lier

fromn tbo ground, clasped ber closehy t0 bis
bosom. He could recolleet no more 'tilt the
next morning, wtien be awoke to sensibility in
his own apartment, wiîta bis kind friends
gathered around him. "Wberc is Estherl'"
wvas bis first exclamation. Tbey looked at
each otber in inexplicable silence. He repeat-
cd tbe question. Still wero tbey sulent. Ho
askcd again. His friend spokie flot, but point-
cd t0 beaven. Walworth divincd, aIas I but
100 truly, that Estber was no more.

A kind of supernaturai strengtb, now took
possession of bim. Ho seemed at once to bave
rccovered al! bis etiergies, and in a cool and
deliberato manner, gave directions that tbc
corpse slîould be convcycd to N-, tbe place
of bier birtb. Alone, hie followved, and witb a
fcw friends, saw tise last rites bestowed uipon IL
In tbiat grave, wvbere 1 bebield lîîm kneeling,
she swvecîly slumbored, wvberenightly became
to breatbe tus orisons to God, ibat, altbougb
sbo had w'ronged him; in hife-in deatb tbey
inigbî hoe united.

Tbe autumn foîlowing, 1 iio - The
first inhabitant I inquircd for, was Walwortb.
"He is dead, sir," was tlie answer 1 rcceivcd.

11And buried, 1 trust, wit-"
"Esther Wilson, sir," said my informant,

anticipating niy words. Il was bis hast re-
qucst, and faitbfuliy ivas it obeyed." Tbiat
very nigbîItlvisited tbiegrave-yard. Tie moon
was casting ils boîy radiance on ail around.-
A new grave-stono càught my gaze. I ap-
proacbed it and found it 10, contain this ie-
scription:

Here lie the B3odies of

Esther Wilson,
and

Henry Watwortb.

Turzr is no man, but God batb put many
excellent tbings into bis possessioc to be use
improvcd, and mnaungi«Cd by bimi for îtîe.con-
mon good and interest; for mon arc made foe
society and mutual fcllowship. Wc are ne:
born for ourselves alone, but crcry otkcr 7iaz
hat -toin r~i,ght and inierest in its, and as nD
man cati live liapîuily in this wvorld without th,
hielp and assistance of otbers, so neithlir is aay
man exempt or privileged froni bcing in lii
place some way beneficial to, oil.ers.-D#-'
Calan!,'s Sermons.

Wuio ever knew Truth put to the worse in i
frc and open encountrl--IJilton.


