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intact tlîings once faniiliar to the departcd one ? Let the priestcss
of such a shrine of doniestic worslîip disappý.ir in lier turn aînd at
once the relics becomne objeets of venality.

Whlo slîould dare, then, blanie one Wh'lo, wvith a lîeart ail faith-
fulness, defends and protccts froni inevitable destruction tiiose
priceless, thoughi valueless -articles, so personal that they seetil to
be persons ? 1-low religiously, then, did iMrs. Melville enter the
-vacant roorn inorning and evening ! H-erseif wouki open the sliut-
ters, dust tie furniture, fold, unfold and fold over again the gar-
iiients that Nvere once -%vorn 1», bim, the deity of lier shrine.

Thie large bouquet, almost an arrnful, ,\lliel shie now took to
lus roorn, was a sort of sulenin rite, useless and passioîîate, tliat
lier distressed piety was accomplishing.

A sad and inipressive siglit it wvas to sec the lovely young
w%.omian, wvalking deniturelv towvards the bouse w~itlî an arniful of
flowers, coîitrasting siiîgularly wvitb lier sombre dress-it w~as the
sigbit of one bereft of ail cartlîly affections going towzirds a grave
to decorate it aîîd to weep over it.

Mrs. Mev lle nhviuîg arraîîged the flowers «artistically in a
largeporcelain vaise, asceîîded the stair tlîat Icad to tic shyizîe of
lier sorrows, to lay lier offering on tlîe altar of lier Love. \Vhat
wvas bier surprise cn îîeariîîg Uie door of tlîe rooni to wlîicli slue liad
forbidden eîîtraîice, to licar voices, the voiccs of tliose self-sane
chiidren tlîat lhad liaunted lier nîind ail niorning. 'Wlat were they
doing iii tiiere ? WTlat !. wsnot tlîeir presence tiiere a sort of
desecration. of a place saîîctified by lier tears ? Slie lîad now reacu-
ed the door of the rooni ; .it was ajar. Unpcrceived she could both
lîcar distinctly tlîeir convecrsation and w'atcli tlîeir movements.
«My God, " said slue, "«see, tlîey, a lialf-brotiier aiîd sister, liave

preceded me cin tlîis pilgrinîagý,,c of tenderîîess !"Yes ! .. . tliey lîad
preceded lier !.. .Tlîe twvo tender clîildren had each prcpared a
bunch of choicest flowers ai-d were nîaking their Easter offering to
their '< dear littie Andy.'>" Let us put the flowvers hiere," said
Alice. "Here, said George, Ww~ill hide the big eggs." " Poor
little Tot, said Alice w'vitlî a sigli, hîow I wvisli lie -%vere her to-
day !" "He wvould be so happy !" "'But it is impossible."

'He is dead, you kîiow.". " But, you know, Alice, we, wvil sec
limi in Hcaven." "VYes," rnuttered Alice, "but 1 would like to sec
i.ni before -ha-\e on 't die nowv, %von't WC ?'

-" Tlîatis truc !... .if hie came to life again ? " Sec Laizarus,
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