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enterprise, and on the day it8elf were
doing everything possible ta ensure
its success. I was presented ta Mrs.
Richards early in the afternoon, and
neyer sînce the death of rny own mo-
ther, five years carlier, had I been
so drawn to any wornan. There was
strength there, and sweetness; and
that beautiful, saintly face, stili
young, under its crown of snow white
h air, affectcd me with a feeling of
reverence that I cannot describe. It
was plain to sec that she was of those
who have corne through great tribu-
lation and learnied the purifying les-
sýon Of adversity. In lier gentie way
sýhe drew me out, knowing me for a
sýtrange(r in Boston, and soon I had
told lier of rny mothers death and the
blank it had left in my life. We were
not allowed rnany minutes together,
for soon she waq called to some duty
conniected with the fête; but beL ore
fleaving nie she asked me to corne to
tea on the following Sunday. I did
so, and there I met my fate in the
person of lier daughter Mary.

e'Many years have passed, but I
have only to close my eycs to sc, as
thougli it liad been ycsterday, that
pure and lovely face and girlish formn
as she came down the steps of the
verandah and crossed the lawn to
where lier mother and 1 were seated.
She was then just past lier eighteenth
birthday, on the thresliold of a per-
fect womanhood, possessing a wîn-
someness and charm that were as ex-
ceptional as was lier beauty. I was
flot impressionable as rnost young men
are; neyer before had my fancy been
touched by any girl; but even wliile
she 'was crossiîng the lawxi I yielded
the whole love oîf my life ta Mary
Richards. I becarne a constant visi-
tor at lier home, making ro0 attempt
to conceal the strong attracýtion ahe
had for me; and the quiet, affection-
ate smile witli wliich Mrs. Richards
always welcomed me gave mie te hope
that in lier I should find no obstacle
ta the fulfilment of miy great desire.
And thougli ne w'ord of love passed
between Mary and me I knew by
many littie tokens that shie cared for

me. O those happy, happy weeks,
when we love and believe we are
loved in return, and yet postpone theý
moment of avowal, being loath to end
the strangely sweet uncertainty of
the present!

lAll this tirne Mr. Richards was
absent from home, having gone to
New York for an extended business
vîsit. At length word carne of his
intended return, and when I bade
Mrs. Richards good-night the even-
ing before lie was expected I1 could net
refrain from referring with shy in-
pulsiveness to rny desire to interview
hixu 'on a matter of very great implor.
tance'. In the smilc with which she
answered me there was understand..
ing and the assurance of support; andl
the world beld no0 happier soul than
mine as I trod the moonlit str(ets; ta
my lodgings.

"But alas for ail my hopes of hap-
piness! The following evening when
I presented myseif at the door I was-
informed by the servant that Ms
Richards had given instructions that
I was to be taken to lier immediateîy,
I was conducted to lier boudoir, where
1 was alarmed to find lier in a state of
extreme agitation and showing uuii
mistakable signs of some terrible
grief. For some time she could not
speak; and then, with lier arms about
me and in a voice shaken with emo-
tion, she told me that something ter-
rible had happened which made iar-
niage between Mary and mie utterly
impossible. She could give 11o rease>s,
but pleaded with me to truist lier
when she said th&t there was absolute-
ly no way out but the way- she was
taking. She pjùorised that she weiuldj
send for me at once if it should ever
bie possible, for me to corne te Alary,
but rneanwhile exacted my promis
that 1 would make 11o attempt to er.
municate with any member of the
family for one week.

"The door that I had entered a
buoyantly and hopefully an haur
earlier I went forth fromn a broken
and lialf-erazcd man. IIow or whr
1 spent the hours of tia~t long 'iight
I neyer kniew; dawn foundc me sittilig.


