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TITE MARTINS.

sympathy wiffi the unk-nown parent often
drêw Dorothy to the spot. A visit to, thé

churchyard had beqn w favourite emning
ramble with her aîid- her, lover, - and-,

1hen tired of their s'eat on the low -stone
wall, thq, wàndered hand in hand down
to thé sea-ýshore, ýo watch the passing

9ahs, and t' batÈe thei-r feet in the glad
blue waters. Even, in the churchyard,

love, nbt diviiaityy/formed the theine ofttieir conversàtîon ; -the' ýýpFesence of the

dead failing to repr'ess the hopes and. joys
of their you-nop orushincy-life.-

In ber walks to thé parsopýge, Dorothy
felt a pensive delight in reèalling every
circumstaince that had happened in these

summer evening walks with Gilbert Rush-
mere. They were of little moment at

the- time, scarcely regar,,ded; but absence
bàd invested them with a twofold in-

terest.
First love stamps up n the memory of

youth its undying ima Ee; and from trifles
liht as the thistle's down can erect for


