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ont their seheme, whien she saw tbern coming back, presence of a stranger, she advauced, bli:nking, at the
stili bearing the basket, boapod now wvitb plirple ana sudden liglit from the open door.
white asters, and plumes of golden-rod. They went "Wbat is it, Lilly?2" she askqd.
straight ta Priseilla's grave. "It's a lady, mamrna," began Liiiy, thon stopped

Let's maire it like a bed-all flowers," said little' amazed, for bier mother, lookiug Pale and strangely
Prill. "lThat wouid be nicest, don't you think so:? excited, hadt rushied forward. Tbere was a cry:

"Yes-ancl bide&ah tbis yeliow grass." ' Aunty, aunty, hav-e you corne ta me at last ?" )Miss
Toucbed almost ta tears, moved and affected as Marcia, pale as ber niece, stood speeebiess for a

she bad seidom, been ini ber life tefore, Miss Marcia mnoment, then, as if urgea by an irresistiblo impulse,
watched as the fair little bands arranged one flower she siowly opened ber armns, and, with a deep sob,
after another on the bare mound, clotbing its n- ciosed them round Alice, wbo, with a burst of wild
comeliness with grace and bloom, ordering aud weeping, stroked the stern face, kissed it, and poured
sxnoothinrg ail with tender and reverent touches., The fortb a torrent of rapid words.
wild flowers were beaped in a thiok garland round <Oh, Aunty, tbat you sbould corne ta me noiv!
thre edges, littie Prill running off now and thon for Did you bear about it, aunty 2 About My boy, my
anotixer branch of asters or a hittie more golden rod, dazliug littie boy, my littie Oliver 2 It is six inontbs
or reaching up to the bougbs of a low tree for sprays. since lie died, but it does 1-ot seem a week. Did you
of crimson lbaves. With a dolicate perception of ouly just hear of it, Aunty ? Was it thiat broulfit
taste, the cboicest biossorns were resorved for the 'you ?"
Middle of tbe grave, white honeysuckie, mignonette, , " No, it wasn't that. I didn't know that you bad
a few clusters of beliotrope . ane or two liste roses. :ia boy, Alice, or that you Lad ]ost bim. It was Pris-

"lThere," said the eider, as tbe hast flower was ,cilla broughit me bore, Priseilla and these eilîdren;"-
piaced, Ilthat looks a great, great deal botter. It: and sbe drew Liily closely to ber sido, as tbougb sbe
(loesn't make me feel hadly at ail no,." could not let lier go.

" No, it's pretty now," deciared bier sister. 'lIf. Il ow did they know it was you 2 " demanrled ibe
aybody camnes to look at it, as we corne ta Oliver, wond 'ring Alice.
they'Il ho pleased, I thiuk, don't you 2" "Tbey didn't. If fbey bad I sbould nover bave

tNow, Prilly, wo ouglit ta go, for it's gotting near; corne."* Thon the story was told, and Alice, .with
tea-ie su Ihatt elmm a htwv oe appy tears, kissed first one tben the other of ber
a ifiilly." darlings ; Miss Mlarcia kissed them t-oo.

"Sa do I.;" and the little ana gave a bappy skip as' IlI arn lonely and wretcbed,*' sbe coufossed.
silo went off witb tbe ernpty basket. Moved by an IlSince Priscilia died, it bas seomned as if I coula not
impulse wbicb sho conld noither define nor coutradict, endure niy life any longer. She asked me ta forgive
M\iss Marcia arase aud followed. you, Aklice, wbon she was dying, and, if ase knows,

"If I cauld just sea their motber a Moment, and about it, it wilh make ber gladder yet, wberever she
tûhl teor -vhat they*ve, doue, sud how pleased I arn,", is. Yoil mur.1t ail corne aud live witb me, you aud
suie raid ta herself, bardly realizing that the sudden theso àear cblidren; yes, aud Waace, too,", answer-
exzotiou awàkeued witbin ber was headiug ber to the in.,, tie unspoiren question in Alico's oyos. IlTliore's
nuaceustamedl set of seehking ont tbe borne of a, rÀeuty of room in the aId bouse, and I havet many
stranger. Stop by stop she fahlowed, keeping the, years left, perbaps, iu which ta maire 12p for my long
bilidren in siglit. The walk was a long one, but tbe harshuoess. I Mnust have yon ail.-

idea, of turning backz nover occurred to lier mind. Sa a new day of peace aud forgiveness dawrned on
The part ai the town ta wbich the littie ones led the withered heart and the empty home; and AlicA, as

was new ta Miss Denuett. It bad growu up witbiu sbe lient tbat niglit ovor the sleep of ber littie girls,
a few years, and ber rare walks had nover bain in that murmured, witb a smile wliicli was half tears: "'MY
direction. They eutered a smahh bouse, standing, in augels, my own darlings, if it had not been for your
a neat garden trimrned w;tb flowors, aud a minute .tender thought, of a strauger's grave, this had nover
later Miss Deunett rang at the same door. came to us. Biessed are the peacemakers. Ah!1 my

The fair-liaired Lil]y opened it. She stl mvore ber, little peacemakers, mt y you ho blessed indee."-Bos-
bat, aud, whilo Miss Denuett liesitated, at a hoss .. ton Congregatio-nalist.
ta explin ber erraud, hittie Prilia dashedl downstairs, ' THE TRUE ROMANCE OF POCAHONTAS.
cryiug, in a dlisappointed voice: IlMamma is nlot in!
her roorn. Do you suppose sbe's gone out, Lilly b" i Frorn bier first meeting witli Szuith she became

At the sonda of lier call, a door ini the farther end devotediy attaclied ta the English, suad reudered the
of the hall opoued bastily, and a lady appeared. .settlers mauy services. Sho ofteu socared supplies
"Here I amn, cblreu," sho said ; thon, realizing the for them, and indoed seoma Iro have liannted the fort,
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