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were siekly, whilst others of them ran wild. Iu spite of lier
slaving for hèÈ ebidren, she had outlived tliem ail. In lier old
age she was left to make a figlit for.a living, without any human
familiar exeept the crusty old woman whom their common lonell-
ness, and lier wish to be of some good to somebody, had led her, as
it were, to adopt. But old Hannali had faith in a Friend whose
close affection makes the warmest human relationship seem cold;
she had hope of reaching the beautiful city she was so fond of
reading about in lievelation; and so she lived in eheerful
charity just uiider the leaking roof of No. 17 Bolingbroke :Row.

She does not live there now; or Mrs. Gusterson either. Mrs.
Brown died a few weeks after she liad knitted me half-a-dozen
pairs of soeks; and, -in spite of lier rheumatism, Mrs. Gusterson
insistedi on liobbiing after ber room-mate to the grave, and took
fresh cold upon its brink whieh soon brouglit her back to lier
own. There is no0 laek of sucli old women, liowever, stili left in
London to be looked after.

WATCHING THE WORLD dGO BY.

Si as a. meteor and as quickly-gone
A train of cars darts swiftly througli the night;

Scorning the wood and field it hurries on,
Athiug of wrathful might.

There, from a farmer's home, a woman's eyes,
Roused by a sudden jar and passing, flare,

Follow the speeding phantom.tili- it dies-.
An ec.ho in the air.

Narrow the life that always lias beenl hers,
The evening brings' a longing to lier breast;

Deep in lier heart sorne aspiration stirs
And mocks her soul's uhirest.

flàer tasks are meail and endiess as the dàys,'
And sometiines love 'cannotriepay ail things;

*An instrument that, rudely touclied, obeys,
Becomes- discordant strings.

The.train tliat followed in the lieadlight's flare,.
Bound.for the city and a larger woirid,

Made empliasis of lier poor life of care,
As from liersigit, it whirled.

Thus from.al lonely hearts the great earth roil1s,
Indifferent thougli one w.oman grieve and die;

.419ng it *s i ron tracks are many soul s
Tliat weteh tI4e wqrld go by.
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