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(Continuccu
"The second spring, Iucretia, anxiou

to waste ne tine, and ambitious to surprise
Mr. Lyman, decided to go and study vitl
old Dr. Gardefier at Portland. He fittec
young men for college, was a friend of oui
father's, anct liad a daughiter vio was a
very wise and accomnplisied womian. That
vas a very happy uninier, and Lucretia
got on sa well that she begged to stay al
iwinter. It vas a rare chance, for ther
were no colleges for girls then, and verv
fei advantages to be had, and the dena
creature burned to improve every faculty,
that she miglht be more worthy of her
lover. She fitted lherself for collage with
the youtlhs there, and did wonders, for love
sharpened lier vits, and the thoughît o
that happy meeting spurred lier on te un-
tiring exertion. Mr. Lyman vas expected
in May, and the wedding vas ta le in June.
But, ali&s for the poor girl ! the yellow-
fever came, and lie was one of the first
victims. They never met again, and noth-
ing vas left her of all that happy time but
his letters, his library, and the pansy."

Mrs. Warburton paused to wipe a few
tears fromn lier eyes, while the girls sat in
sy mnpathetic silence.

" We thouglit it vould killhlier, thatsud-
den change froni love, hope, and happiness
ta sorrow, death, and solitude. But hearts
don't break, my dears, if they knowi vhiere
to go for strength. Lucrotia did, and after
the first shock was over, found comfort in
hier books, saying, viti a brighut, brave
look, and the sveetest resignation, 'I must
go on trying ta be more worthy of himî, foi
we shall meet again in God's good time,
and lie shall see that I do not forget.'

" That was better than tears and lamen-
tation, and the long years that followed
were beautiful and busy onas, full of duti-
ful care for us ab home after our mother
died, of interest in all the good works of
lier time, and of a steady, quiet effort to
imîprove every faculty of her fine mid,
till ahe vas felt te be one of the noblest
women in our city. Her ifluence was
videspread; all the intelligent people
sought her; and when she trmvelled, she
vas velcomed everywhere; for cultivated
persons have a freemasonry of their own,
and are recognized at onîce."

"Did she evern mirry ?" as-ed Carrie,
feeling that no life could be quite success-
ful vithout that great event.

"Never. She felt herself a vidov, and
wore black to the day of lier death. Many
men asked ierhand,'but she refusedthlenm
all, and was the sweetest 'old maid' ever
seen,-cheerful and serene to the very
last, for she vas ill a long time, and founîd
her solace and stay still in the beloved
books. Even when she could no 'lonîger
read theni, her mienory supplied lier wili
the mental food that kept lier soul strong1
while lier body failed. It vas wonderful
te hear lier repeating fine lines, heroic say-
ings, and comforting psalms througi the
weary nights vhen no sloep would coie,j
making friends and lhelpers of the poats,i
philosophers, and saints vliom she knew i
and loved se vell. It made death beauti-
ful, and taugit ie hiw victorious aminim-
mortal soul can b over the ills that vex
our mortal flesli.

" She died at dawn on Easter Sunday,,
after a quiet niguht, when she had givenmie1
her little legacy of letters, books, and thei
one jewel she had always vorn, repeatingE
lier lover's words ta confort me. I lhad'
read the Commendatory prayer, and as I
finislhed, she whispered, vitli a look îf per-f
feet pence: •

"'Shut the book, dear, I need study no
more ; I have lioped and believed, now I1
shall know' ; and so sha vent happily awaye
to meet lier lover after patient waiting."1

The sigi of the wind nwas the only soundt
that broke the silence till the quiet voicet
went on again, as if it loved to tell the

'I longed to go down and tell him who
I was, but I lad not the courage to face all
those mon. It really was nost embarras-

ilf,' sing 0so I vaited for a more private mo-
ment to claim my book, as I knew we
should not land till niglit, so there was no
danger.of losing i.

"'This is a rather unconmon book for a
woman to bo reading. Sonie literary lady
doubtless. Better look lier up, Warbur-
ton, wlien she cones down to luncheon,'
said a jovial old gentlemen.

story; for the thought of soon seeing the " 'I shall know lier by her intelligent
beloved sister took the sadness fron the face and conversation, if this book belongsi
memory of the past. to a lady. It will be an honor and a plea-

" I also found my solace in books, for I sure ta ineet a ivoman wlio enjoys Words-
s vas very lonely when she was gon, my worth, for in my.opinion he is one of our1
e fatier beinig diead, ny brothers iarried, truest poets,' answered Mr. Warburton,
h and home desolate. I took to study and putting the book in his pocket, witl a look1
d reading as a congenial enployment, feeli- and a tone that were most respectful, and
r ing no inclination to niarry, and for many conmforting to ie just thon.

years was quite contentedamoiig myboolks. " Ihoped lie would examine the volume,.
t Butin trying ta follow iin dear Lucretia's for Lucretia's and Mr. Lyman's naines were

footsteps, I unconsciously fitted myself for on the fly-leaf, and that would be a delight-t
l the great honor and lhappiness of my lifo, ful introduction for nie. So I said nothingc
e and curiously enougli 1 owed it toa book-.", and bidedîny time, feeling rather foolishi

Mrs. Warburton smiled as.slie took up wlhen ie all filed in tô lunclieon, and I saw
r a shabby little volume from tho table where the other party glancing at the ladies atI

Alice lad laid it, and, quick to divine an- the table. Mr. Warburton's eyo paused ac
r other romance, Eva said, like a story-lov- moment as it passed from Mrs. Tracy to

ing child: .me, and I fear I blushed like a girl, my
-"Do tellabout it ! The other was so sad." dears," said the narrator, as she went on 8

f " This begins nierrily, and lad a wedding with the most romantic episodo of lierj
- in it, asyounggirls think all stories should. quiet life.J

Weli, whon I was about thirty-five, I vas "I retired to my state-room after lhnch i
invited to join a party of friends on a trip ta compose mnyself, and when I emerged, in'
to Canada, that being the favorite jaunt in the cool of the afternoon, my first glance t
my young days. I'd .been studying liard showed me that my hour liad come, for
for some years, and needed resb, so I was thore aon deck was Mr. Warburton, talking
glad to go. - As a good book for an excur- to Mrs. Tracy, with my book in his hand.v
sion, I took this, 'Wordsworth' in my bag. I hesitated a moment, for in spite of iy L
It is full of fine passages, you knowy, and I age I was rather shy, and really it was nott
loved it, for it vas one of the books given an easy thing to apologize to a strange gen- b
to Lucretia by lherlover. We ihhda climn- tleman for dropping books on his head and0
ing time, and were on our way to Quebec spoiling his hat. Men think so much of o
3wlien ny little adventure lippened. I: their hats, you knov. I was spared eni-

was in raptures over the grand St. Law- barrassment, however, for lie saw me and 0
rence as we steaied slowly from Montreal came to me at once, saying, in the most f
that lovely suimnier day. I could not read, cordial nianner, as lie showed the naines on j
but sat on the upper deck, feasting my the fly-leaf of ny ' Wordsworth,' ' I an t
eyes and dreaming dreams, as even staid sure we need no other introduction than the h
maidens will when out on a holiday. Sud- namel of these two dear friends of ours. c
denly I cauglht the sound of voices in car- I amn very glad to find that Miss Helen n
nest discussion on the lower deck, and, H7Iarper is the little girl I saw once or twice a
glancing down, saw several gentlemenlean- at lier father's house some years ago, and c
ing against the rail as they talked over to neet lier so pleasantly again.'T
certain events of great public interest at "lThat made everything easy and de- I
that monent. I knew that a party of dis- lightful, and wien I nhad apologized and n
tinguisied persons vere on board, as niy been laughingly assured that le considered r
friend's liusband, Dr. Tracy, kncw some of it rather an lionor than otherwise to be as-
them, and lhad pointed out Mr. Warburton saultcd by sa great a poet, we fell ta talking o
as onc of the rising scientific men of the of old times, and soon forgot that we were f
day. I remenbered that ny sister h]ad strangers. He vas twenty years older y
met hini years before, and much admired than 1, but a handsome man, and a mnost w
himn both for his ovin gifts and because lie interesting and excellent one, as we. all
had known Mr. Lynman. As other people knov. He lad lost a young wife long be- w
were listoning, I felt privileged to do the fore, and hlad lived for science ever since, k
saine, for the conversation was an cloquent but it had not made lhim dry, or cold, or V
one, and well vorth hearing. So inter- selfisi. He was very young at hîeart, for
ested did lI becomne that I forgot the grent all his wisdom, and ie enjoyed that lioli:
rafts floating by, the picturesque shores, day like a boy out of school. So did I,
the splendid river, and leaned nearer and and never dreamed that anything would
nearer that no word night be lost, till my coine of it, but a pleasant friendship
book slipped out of nmy lap and fell straiglht founded on our love for those nov dead
dovn upon the head of one of the gentle- and gone. Dear me ! how strangely things Pr
men, giving hinm a smartblow, and' knock- turn out in this world of ours, and how the oa
ing his hat overboard." dropping of that book changed ny life ! W

" Oh, what did you do 7" cried the girls, Well, that was our introduction, and that G
mucli amused at this unromantic entas- first lonîg conversation was followed by t
trophe. •nany more, equally chairming, during the t

Mrs. Warburton clasped lier hands dra- three wecks i whici our parties werect
matically, as lier eyes twinkled and a pretty often together, as bath ivere taking the
color camie into lier. cheeks at the memory saine trip, and Dr. Tracy vas glad ta meet
of that exciting moment. his old friend. fi

"My dears, I could have dropped with "I need not tell you how delightful c
niortification I Whnt could I do but dodge such society vas to me, nor hoi surprised.d
and peep as I waited ta see the end of this I was wihen, on the last day before ve jo
most untoward accident? Fortunately I parted, Mr. Warburton, whol had answered T
vas alone on that side of the dock, so none many questions of mine during those long u
of the ladies sav my mishap, and, slipping chats of ours, asked nie a very serious one, o
along the seat ta a distant corner, I bid my and I found. that I could answer it as het
face behind a convenient nawspaper as I wished. It was a great lhoonr as vell as0o
watchecd the little flurry of fishing up the happiness, and I feared I was not vorthy of fa
hat by a inan in a boat near by, and the it, but I tried to bc, and felta tender satis- d
mnerriment of the gentlemen over this as- faction in thinkincg that I owed it to dear in
sault ofWilliam Wordsworth upon Samîuel Lucretia, in part at least ; for ny effort to ni
Warburton. The book passed froin hand initate lier made îe fitter to become a Pl
to hand, and many jokes vere inade upon wise man's wife, and twenty years of very Ou
the 'fair Helen' vliosename was ivritten on sweeb conpanionship wans my reward." i.
the paper cover whicli proteéted it. As sho spoke, Mrs. Waiburton bowed rio

"' I knev a Miss Harper once-a lovely hier hiead before the portrait of a courtly old n
wonian, but lier naine was not Helen, and man whicli hung above the imantelpiece. be
she is dead,-God bless lier !' I heard Mr. It was a pretty, old-fashioned expression
Warburton say, as ho flapped his straw hat of wifoly pride and wionanly tenderness in
ta dry it, and rubbed his head, which, for- the file old lady, vio forgot lier own gifts, an
tunately, was well covered with thick grey and felt only humility and gratitude to the an
hair at that time. man w holhad found in lier a conirade in un

intellectual pursuits, as well as a helpmate
for his declining years.

The girls looked up witlh eyes full of
something softer than mere curiosity, and
felt in their young hearts hiow precious and
honorable such a inemnory nust be,lhow
true and beautiful such a marriage iwas,
and ho svweet visdom mightbeome when
it went hand in hand wiitLh love.

Alice spoke first, .sayini, as she touched
tle worn cover of the little book witli a
new sort of respect, " Thank you very
muc i Perihaps I ouglitnotto lavetaken
this from the corner slelf in your sanctum I
I wanited to find the rest of the lines Mr.
Thornton quoted last iiiglit, and didn't
stop to ask leave."

"You ara welconie, ihy love, for you
know ihow ta trent books. Yes, those in
the little case ar my precious relies. I
keep theni all, froai nmy childishi hymn-book
to ny great-grandfatlier's brass-bound
Bible, for by-and-by wien I sit 'Looking
toward sunset,' as dear Lydia Maria Child
calls our last days, I shall lose mîy interest
in other books, and take comfort in these.
At the end as at the beginuning of life ve
are all children again, and love the songs
Our nothers sang us,and the one true book,
our best teacher as we draw near to God."

As the reverend voice paused a ray of
sunshine broke througi the parting clouds,
and shone fumill on the serene face turned ta
meet it, with a smile -thab velcomed the
hierald of a Iovely sunset.
. " The rain is over ; there vwill bc just
timno for a run in the garden before dinner,
girls. I must go and put on ny cap, for
literary ladies should not noglect to look
well after the wiys of their household and
keep themîselves tidy, no matter how old
tley inay be." And vith n nod Mrs. War-
burton loft tiemi, wondering what the effect
of lier conversation would be on the minds
of lier young-guests.

Alice went away ta the garden, thinking
of Lucretia and lier lover, as she gathered
lowers in the sunshine. Conscientious
«Eva took the " Life of Mary Somerville"
o lier roonm, and read diligently for lhalf an
hour, that no time miglit b lost in lier new
ourse of reading.. Carrie sent lier paper
novel up the chimney in a lively blaze,
nd, as she watched the book burn, de-
ided ta talke lier blue and gold volume of
Tennyson vithhi lier on lier next trip to Na-
iant, in case an eligible learned or literary
ran's li-' 1 should offer itself as a shining
mark.

When tlhey all met at dinner-time the
ld lady vas pleased to see a nosegay of
resh panies in the bosoms of lier three
oungest guests, and ta hoar Alice whisper,
ith grateful eyes :
" We wear your flower to show you that

'e don't nean t forget hlie lesson you so
indly gave us, and ta fortify ourselves
ith 'noble thoughîts,' as you and she did."

TI mEN.

GIRLS AND WOMEN.
A New York paper recently offered a

rize of £5 for the best brief aiiswer to the
ld, yet ever-new question : "Wliat shall
e do with our girls V Madame Albani-
ye was judge, and anaded the prize ta
me vriter of a short essay, which proved
o be from Ella Wlieeler Wilcox. This is
he essential part :-The foundation of so-
ety rests on its homes. The success of
ur homes rests on the wives: Therefore,
rst of ail, teach our girls loy te be suc-
essful wives. Begin im ticir infancy to
evelop their characters. Teach thiem that
alousy is an im morality and gossip a vica.
ran them to keep the smallest promise as
credily as an oath, and to speak of people
nly as they would speak to them. Teach
cmin ta look for the best quality in every
ne they meet, and ta notice other people's
ults only to avoid them. Train themî te

smnall things well and to deliglit in liolp-
g others, and instill constantly uto tlueir
imnds the necessity for sacrifice for others'
easure as a means of soul developmnenît.
ice given a firm foundation of character
ke thuis, whichi the poorest as well eas the

chest parents can give ta their girls, and
inatter what necessity arises they will
abl to rise above it.--British Weekly.

RELIGION flnIds te love of happiness
d the principle of duty separated. in us;
ad its missionL-its masterpiece-is te re-
ite theni.-Vinet.
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