
TIIREE NAMELESS GRAVES

spent, by the roadside some miles out-
side Boston. A kindly market-gar-
dener gave me a 1if t back to town, and
through that day and the succeeding
six 1 dragged myseif like a man in a
dreamn. The seventh day brouglit a
letter £rom Mrs. Richards, and you
may imagine the eagerness with whieb
I tore it open. It contained the
crushirlg information that the Rich-
ards home and furniture had been
disposcd of and that the family had
left for soute unknown destination.
The writer's protestation of love and
grief for me was unmistakahly genu-
ine; but 1 was adjured by the love 1
bore her daughter and my desire for
that daughter's happiness to make no
effort to trace them or communicate
with them in any way.

-What could 1 do but submit? But
only God knows wliat it cost me.
Arouind and around in a cirele of
fruitlcss speculation my brain would
go ; I often wondered that it did flot
give way, and as often hoped that it
%vould. But gradually there emerged
two clearly defined things: my belief
in Mary's love for me, and my deter-
mninatiofi te b)c ready and fit to obey
her eall if she should ever need me
and send for me.

"Twe years passed. No tidings liad
,orne from the Richards', and the pub-
lic had ceased to speculate over the
mystery of their sudden disappear-
ance.' And then one day the sum-
m-ons came that I had for so long in-
stinctively expccted; I received from
mr. Richards a short note dated £rom
Sýaint John, N.B., asking me to corne
to them ýimmediately. One of our
fastest schooners was sailing for Saint
John, in ballast, that very evening,
and 1 had but littie diMelulty in oU-
taining Icave of absence and'arrang-
ing for my passage. Two evcnings
later 1 sat in this very room, listen-
ing te the wliole story from the lips of
Mr. Richards himself; and surely no
man ever listened to a stranger tale.
Firat he told me 'what I began by tell-
ing you--of the true relations exist-
ing ýbetween 'Mrs. Richards' and him-
self, and the parentage of Mary. But

the sequel! You must hear that.
"It appeared that, since Mary liad

been a mere child, .Mr. Richards had
neyer been absent f rom. home for
more than a day at a time untîl that
fatal three months' visit to New York.
It needed but a week of his, absenoe
to dîsclose to him the fact that whiat
lie had eonsidercd a paternal afr
tion for the yonng girl who had 1een
brouglit up to love him as her father
bad been displaced by an absorbing
passion that niothinig but marriage
eould satisfy. Tro-ugliout the re-
maiuing wccks of lis absence lis re-
solve grew daily stronger. It seemns
strange that the man who for so
many years had set self aside and de-
votcd himself se whole-heýartedly tut
the welfare and happi]ness of others,
should now allow clshe to, dom-
inatc ail other feelings. Il ]i; truc, of
course, fliat lie had no kniowldge that
Mary liad formcd any attachment,
for Mrs. Richards lad made no meut
tien of the matter in lier letters. lieý
luad for so long sougît the iapp)iiess
of lierseif and lier daugliter that, site
never doubted that lie would rejoice
in this crowning joy that lad corne
iîuto Mary's life, and she withheld the
news to be a happy surprise te him on1
hus rcturn.

"I cannot, without a feeling of hor-
ror, contemplate what happened on
lis rcturn. H-e told Mrs. Richards of'
thc discovcry lie liad made regardingi
hls feelings towards her daughter; ie
demanded that Mary be told the storw
of lier parentage; and he pleaded lis
long years of single-hearted devot ion
to the interests of mother and daugli
ter and claimed the daugitcr's land
in marriage as his reward.

"What eould the poor mother dol
Shc and lier child owed everything to
their protector and this was the only
cail le had ever made upon their
gratitude. The interview betwcen
mother and daughter îs too sacred to
dwell upon; suffice it to say that after
a night of grief and prayer the poor
girl agreed to sacrifice lier love on
the altar of lier methcr's and lier ewn

gratitude. It was decided that Mr.


