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Why Life is Sweet.

Because it breathes in and exhales God's breath,
Its natural atmosphere and so grows strong
To root itself amid decay and death,
And lifts its head above the poisonous wrong,
And, with far-reaching fibres push apart
The noisesome cvils clutching at earth's heart.

To live, to find our life in nobler lives,
Baptized with them in dews of holiness,
Strengthened, upraised, by every soul that thrives
In the clear air of perfect righteousness,
And sheltering that which might for frailty die,
‘When, with hot feet the whirlwind rushes by!

Oh, sweet to live, to love, to hope, to aspire!
To Kaow that whatgoever we attain,

Beyond the utmost summit ot desire,
Heights upon heights eternally remain,

To humble us, to lift us up, to show

Into what luminous deeps we onward go.

Because the Perfect, evermore postponed,
Yet ever beckoning, is our only gosl;
Because the deathless love that sits enthroned
On changeless Truth, holds us in firm control ;
Because within (zod’s beart our pulses beat—
Because His law is holy—1life is sweet !
—Lucy Larcom.

[ Written for The Family Circle.}
The Old Library at Home.

BY E. T. PATERSON.

CHAPTER VI.
({E UT whether she knew or suspected me to be the mid-

night intruder in the library it was in:possible to say
next morning. Co
= ‘Wkhen I desconded to the bréakfast réom, which I
did in: fear-and trembling, I.tound her already.there, for she
wasan éarly riset. I bado-her good morning as usual, and
thougli I faucied she looked at me.more keenly -than -usual,
slie answered my salutation-as coldly as.was her wont.

Ad the day: passed. on.and mo mention of:the previous
night's proceedings was made;, I bcame .convinced: that
whether Mts. Godfréy suspected .mé or not she-had:mo de~
<ided'proof to go:dpon. However, prudence ‘warned.me-to'
discontinte:the-séarchiin the libraryfor at least some:weeks:

~ Thred:wcoks latera telegram:came:from Douglas sajing,
hé would be"at:tho manor that eveningint tite for: dinner, -

‘€0-at-1adt T was'to  meet -him. face.to.faca!l- But: atany: |:

rate Tie‘would have wo‘cause:to infer from iy manner that I:

chérished sobtimental. regrets. connected with  him. - .He

would see that I looked upon him as I would upon any other
acquaintance.

So I reflected, as I dressed for dinner, after having first
assisted at Helen's toilet, a much more delicate affair than
usual this evening ; for was she not arraying herself for a
lover's admiringeyes? Happy Helen! sighed I,as I glanced
once more at myself in the mirror. And it was with some
honest pride that [ surveyed my reflected face and figure.
There i8 no greater mistake than that made by the majority
of novelists who depict a handsome woman as ¢ unconscious”
of her own charms. And surely it is the extreme of folly to
regard it as wrong for a pretty woman to admire berself, pro-
vided her sclf-admiration is of a healthy, honest nature, fres
from silly vapity. Who would not rather be besutiful than
common-place ? « A thing of beauty is a joy forever;” and
why should one ignore the beauty of one’s own person, sim-
ply because it #s one's own ?

With a beating heart I weént down stairs and paused out-
side the drawing-room door. Douglas had arrived about a
quarter of an hour before; for I heard the carriage drive up
the avenue whilst I was dressing; and yes! that was his
voice I heard within, more musical aud manly than of vors,
but the same ; I would know it among a thousand.

I turned away and wandered out on to the verandah, and
from thence to the lawn. My heart beat almost to suffoca-
tion, and I desired before I met him to suppress every feel-
ing of emotiou. So I tried to fix my thoughts upon other
subjects—home and the lost will and of our future should
my search prove successful. So thinking, and pacing slowly
to and fro, I saw two figures emerge from the house, and
knew that Helen and her lover were approaching me.

« Enis, here is Douglas ; you are old friends, so will' not
need an introdaction.” - +

“I have met Dr. Rathburn béfore,” I answered coolly,
and placed my hand lightly in his. As I looked up‘into his
face I saw there a pained look of wonder and embarrassment
that puzzled me slightly to account for.

“1 am happy to meet you again, Miss Godfrey.”

Very gravely, very courteously, but my quick car detect-
ed a tone of reproach inthis voice which I resented accord-
ingly. What cause had ke to reproach me?

Very pretty iny cousin looked | 50 bright-and happy be-
side her tall lover; and several tiines, as we sauniered ‘about,
I saw him glance down affectionately-upon her.

In, using the word “affectionately” Ispeak advisedly.; for
even in that first hour of seeing them together Iperceived:
that-ifihis bearing. towards my.cotisin thére was none of that
lover:like devotionnatural in anewly-accepted. lover ;. oniy
& calm affectionatetiess; a grave.courtesy rarély seen. in the:
manner of a man ideeplyin love. . .. L
" ~#1 wag correct in-my. jidgoment of him after-ai’;” was
my rather contemptuous reflection. Cae s
i >+ Ag-wo wilked slowly-back-t0'thic hoisé, Helén. suddenly
'dropped behind to gather a fow ‘fiowers, while: Douglas and I
:went on g Jew:paccee; and thén'stopped . to-wait for Helon..
‘We wereboth visibly embairassed; at: least T know-he

‘was, and it i§-certain 1 felt:anything. but .comfortable; :per-
haps:both our minds Were dccupied-with the. rigmory. of. the:



