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THE FINAL RESOUB. MS
Nothing nlse was said ; a new danger was being carried tow-

ard tliem by the river. Some wooden machinery had just
given way on one of the wharves, and huge fragments were
being floated along. The sun was rising now, and the wide
area of watery desolation was spread out in dreadful clearness
around them; in dreadful clearness floated onward the huny-
mg, threatening masses. A large company in a boat that was
working its way along under the Tofton houses observed their
danger, and shouted, "Get out of the current I

"

But that could not be done at once; and Tom, looking be-
fore Mm, saw death rushing on them. Huge fragments, cling-
mg together in fatal feUowship, made one wide mass across
the stream.

"It is coming, Maggie 1 " Tom said, in a deep, hoarse voice,
loosing the oars, and clasping her.

The next instant the boat was no longer seen upon the water,
and the huge mass was hurrying on in hideous triumph.
But soon the keel of the boat reappeared, a black speck on

the golden water.

The boat reappeared, but brother and sister had gone downm an embrace never to be parted; living through again in one
supreme moment the days when they had clasped their little
hjnds in love^ and roamed the daisied fields together.

CONCLUSION.

Nattob repairs her ravages,—repairs them with her sun-
shine, and with human labor. The desolation wrought by that
flood had left little visible trace on the face of the earth, five
years after. The fifth autumn was rich in golden cornstacks,
rismg in thick clusters among the distant hedgerows; the
wharves and warehouses on the Floss were busy again, with
echoes of eager voices, with hopeful lading and unlading.
And every man and woman mentioned in this history was

•till living, except those whose end we know.
Nature repairs her ravages, but not all. The uptom trees

are not rooted again; the parted hills are left scarred; if there


