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the trifle Iront which the men ol magic 
flings forth roses. She who wore a gown 
ol that sunny fabric stood beautiful indeed 
among her friends and children, far lovelier 
than the youngest of them. It is but a 
scanty bit, just large enough to show its 
tichness and the art of its silken damask,

T. nf Ppist’iti» She feels it all again, the strange thrill of but she who wore it again stands before ie-
The Fascination Of Keir rn. a tummer bdawn fo, the first time, „cmbering eye. with all the dignity of her

be red I lungs. and lhc sense ol her own childish prettiness, iepolefui grace, her soft eyes full of mute
'•Nor mourning lor the things that disappear as her small hand rests on that great arm. wt|Come to arriving wedding guests, and
In ihe dim vast, nor holding back in fear No smiles now ; no, nor tears ; this memory her dark hair shining like soft satin as it
f rom what the future veils, but with a whole drlws , vej| lcross its vision ; she who had crowned her beautifully modelled head,
T?y.mïï»a“.'«ndwïîeh* on with cheer." carried that fan so easily broken by.the big boeing so graciously.

hm.epwifp whti has throuch hosing muscular hand, wears low a widow s etp, How cm we blot out the radiance of
* 1 red her - and there little thincs and the invincible power of death had been remembrances by mourning and regrets, asyears garnered her= a"d here hu e things triumphant „,tr lh£ slrcng,h on which she „in „ lhe). ,'c ungrateful? We surely

ïn^hfü. nltin toby sanctification buttiands had leaned so long since that brilliant could not wish that the children should for-
aehast ahèn they are brought to light With night in old Princeton. She says nothing, evtr remain on the threshold ol life, when
f “ the door and armed with but holds out her hand for yet another parcel. infancy is but the entrance gate to that

the moving van. atle . Small chance that the fierce resolution to |oad «hose “last turn will be the best.
nalliniz amount to be transported she gazes destroy and give away will bring much fruit I Nor would we be so senseless and cruel as
at the developments which follow a search Noth.ng new, nothing artistically perfect to rrqnire of heaven that lor our hap^ne»
into hidden corners, with discouragement or filled with the grace and beauty of poetic the weary and the old should stand watting
and wonder inspiration can rank with what now comes in weakness lor the new birth and the re-

All those bo.es I All those daintily fast- to her from these commonplace receptacles, newal of their strength,
cned parcels I What can they contain ? Here are torn books, actually worn out. We, reaching some and »P«' on
Where have they . ome from ? One thing coverless and " dogeared, " over which her “the way which wind, up 'he hiH and down, 
certain : half of them shall then and there boys had laughed and cried ; here are the through rough and smooth, Imay take up 
he destroyed or given away ; never again last things which comforted and pleased these trifling tokens gathered by the way 
lhall sentiment and grasping memory, clutch- the aged as they loosened their grasp upon and lighten thetr spirits by the,r influence., 
ing and holding fist to all within their reach, terrestrial things. Here the bit. of work, Even if on some of thcse sh. l re. kee n 
bebSD masterful “ It is senseless folly to unfinished as skill and desire failed; here the remembrances of ast partings, a-d the 

such a store of u.eless things, which lovely, old, laded daguerreotypes and the ceasing of the breath which seemed to give 
are not seen once in a year. Some reason- quaint yet characteristic silhouettes which us life, yet ought they toi bring us ,o a place 
tie choice must L nLe, and the larger in sombre black gave dear outline, ol ace, where we are glad. This ?o“h >h»

share of those things gotten rid of, " old and young. Droll yet very dear those noblest nature was ours to cherish and en-
Sa does the mother emphatically declare ebony reminders of little heads, with an joy, and we saw the door open to>a higher 

her intention and scat herself to exam,ne inky roll of curl, adorning them, and set in glory. Let u. not fail to grasp Ihc blcsscd- 
and destroy The helping handmaid begins oval frames made of gilded wood, Grand- ncs, of having had such possession and ol ?o hand 2wn the dZygeon,=n„ of upKp,r father, born A. D. i78, ae.a. fifteen knowing it has P."edbey°ndarn,sre.ch 
Shelves •' Begin with that brown box on months 1 What price should purchase this Such revivals of past years as these deep 
the left hand, ” says the weary voice ol the funny, solemn, black head ? !y stirred memories bestow, give *
nervous woman, honestly dismayed at the Slowly and tenderly a. one stirs the moss richness to our present h e but keep us m 
vastness of her unseen possessions. upon a grave, the head, but lately counted mind of the wonderful hmg. which have

But the hand of the maid pauses a, she rubbish foolishly retained, is laid reverently made glad the thing, that »e gone. Pa n 
looks with astonishment at the transfigured in safest packing boxes. Care and thought or mischance or lOT,.m**°fehn 
face ol her mistress, when she uncovers the centre on these far more than upon the full belief that we have not h.d our fair 
common pasteboard receptacle. Is she cry ornament, professional hand, are handling share of sunshine; 
ln„ ur laughing? The smile is lull ol joy ; in the drawing room, and that which was to place, behold a contradiction proved with
the eyes arc moist with tears What has have disappeared never again to be seen or out a word ! “What an tnWivil °f peaeeW
she found ? thought of is cautiously protected, and on growth and deep happiness that was when

A little shoe worn at the toe from vigor- the covering lid the matron herself writes ; this little gift came to roe . I had lor- 
ous creeping after dancing sunbeams on a “ Family relics. Handle with great care. goiter..
nurserv floor • a broken toy, a torn book, a Let what else be dispensed with, these can II we might, with him who wrote the
tiny dp and’saucer, a haltered ball. In an never be given up. What a delight had lines which head this inadequate attempt to 
instant she sees that first nursery just as it been those few minutes in the old nursery claim memory as a joy giver, say. 
stood—the little cheery room in the early and that glimpse of that happiest ball. | grow 0|jt but never lose life's rest.

sr-iU fciSURSB Æn KüS ïsa r «“its;
daitsrei-s iüz x&s-'Jrtx a a: xHE-EE-rs :and think of what that box contains. This As well at sunset weep that it is not still the *"*'»• . liv®. \Ve are re-
is one thing which shall go where she goes, dawn ol day as to find bitterness and grief he to»l.nu ty of Mas activity. =
while she lives in these token, and proof, of joy once ours, luttant to give up the things we nave ou
"ti, beginning lollow, an unfolding ‘The, are no, ,nl, our guarantee, that .« jro.»un ïhe new torn, of 

length of continous surprises ; things not did not dream of things so lovely, times so Jf, mhich belong to us.
though, ol for so long and yet a, vividly replete with light but they are like oxygen nfluen«L'E'SEJvevenobstinately,
charged with vitalizing force as if they could to a fading life, they bring back the |>owe indifference and coldness and neglect
speak. All those schoolboy letters, wild to hear and see and restore to us, hose nd .,1^ our fufl .hare of
with enthusiasm and overflowing with health- blessed hours and experiences, which the . , |he ’eat ,hinas which move us
lui jollity and merriment ; save these of pressure of hurrying fives make dm. and lhe«M of the g e t thing. “ htve
course ; his children will enjoy them hugely, uncertain in our minds. t. inherent eone a long way towards realising that mem-
That broken Ian and the laded ribbon I speak ol the magic which a inherent ^ne a long wa^r towara. real g 
wound about i, ; sure'y they are a, potent in these lifeless fragment, of thing, which ory a chtef m.ss.on is to make usgtaoa 
at a roniurt i’s wand There is the great once stood for us as the realities of life. II content. u.d—
room nearly deserted, the fading flowers, with shrinking touch and vision dimmed What we^h^e(n°l n®^ C,f lh* room
the musicians pack.ng up iheir instruments ; with weeping, we handle and look, they re- doi no, IW- usforget . haTe
there fai away in the east, is the first streak main poor rags and refuse, but if with grate- seems vacant and the ,
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