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ge-stive of the beautiful, the ideal. Sometimes,
when the little ones- playing about him lisp

their childish praises, a softness fills his eyes
and he thinks of one who is Èar away. Blessed

be her fôotsteps! But he is not sad long. No,
he is the genial, jolly bachelor, whom everybody
lovesý so unlike the Clarence of long ago; ànd

so farewell, brave heart-fare thee, well!


