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voncluded, * this will never do! Thcro
is a bow in every cloud, and I am quite
sure there is onoe in youwss, if you will but
lock upward and see it. The sun is
sinking in the west, and the evening
Lreeze is springing up ; got your boanet,
and come with me for a walk.”

Sadly and heavily Blauche closed the
instrument, and with the habitual sub-
mission of the weaker to the stronger
spirit, left the room in order to prepare
herself.

¢ Guther some of thosc roses, and bring
them with you, Blanche,” said Edith, as
her friend came forward to join her. It
was months since her fragile form had
Lent over those rose-bushes, with whose
fragrant clusters she had once delighted
10 wreathe her golden curls ; and now,
while she mechanically obeyed, a tear
dimmed her cye, and she pressed her
‘hand upon her heart as if to keep down
its swelling.  Edith would not seem to
notice this, but with a bueyant footstep
passed on, while Blanche, drawing her
veil with a tremUling hand, followed her.

Wishing to discover by what means
the young Edith purposed o shed sun-
light upon the spirit of her friend, [
quickened my own pace and followed
them unobserved. They approached one
of the cottages with which the neighbour-
hood abounds, a low thatched dwelling,
and although wearing now a neglected
appearance, the verandah, with its climb-
ing roses and woodbine, and the arrange-
ments of the little garden, indicated the

of a refined spirit aad delicate
taste. As the young girls entcred the
open door, a low hectic cough was heard,
followed by glad words of welcome. Upon
a couch reclined a creature almost as fait
ns themsclves, and in the firet dawa of
sromanhood.

The hand of discase which was upon
her had as yet left no disfiguring marks,
but had rather given an cthercal appear-
ance to features which Nature had cvi-
dently cast in a mould of classic beauty.
In obedicnce to & whisper from FEdlith,
who bore in her hands more substantial
rifts, Blanche offered the clustering roses
she had gathered. A flush of joy lighted
up the invalid's palc face, and she ex-
cliimed :—* Oh ! thank you, ma’am. I
do Jove flowers, and it is so long siuce
I have scen any.” Her voice sank jnto
a faint murmur of music, as she rcpeat-
cd—=

)
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“ Brm ? ﬂomrs to thc cup:xve ] lonel) ecll,

They have tales of the joyous woods tu tell,

Of the froeblue streuns, and the glowing sky,

AAnd the bright world shut from lielanguid eve;

They will bear him a thought of his sunny hours,

And a dream of his youth: biing him flowers,
fresh flewers.”

The countenance of Blanche bright-
encd as she felt the joy of giving happi-
ness to another, but was soon again cloud-
ed by a pang of sclfireproach while she
thought how many sweet roses had bud-
ded, and bloomed, and faded around her
own pretty home, whose beauty and fra-
grance, all unhecded as they had been by
herself, might have cheered the sick, and
gladdened the weary-lrearted. ‘

They passed on to another lowly dwell-
ing. From the open door procceded a
moaning sound, accompanicd by the sebs
of a child, and within the room lay the
emaciated form of 2 woman whase spirit
scemed just pluming its wings for its
long, last flight. Beside the bed, and
concealing his face in its covering, stood
a bay of six or seven years old, whose
rounded ferm and rich cwlis contrasted
strangely with the wom features and
faded locks of the mother.

¢ Elsie,” whispered the seft voice of
Edith, “is all peace 3"

« Oh! ma'am,” replied the woman.
spiiking with a strong Scoteh aceent, « 1
have but onc sowrew—my baim! my
bairn! Whko will care for himt whea I am
gone 37

The cenvulsed sobbing of the boy gave
way to fn uncontrollable fit of wecping,
and BEdith exclaimed, ¢ Dear Blanche, 1
cannot provide for him, but you are rich.”

All the slumbering charity of Dlanche’s
gentle nature was awakened by this ap-
peal, and she cxclaiimed with cnergy,
+¢ Fear nothing for your child; he shall
be mine. I will care for, and rcar him
with all a mother’s love."

The parting spirit scemed only to have
awaited this assurance, for, as the closing
lips murmured, ¢ Now lettcst Thou thy
servant dcpart in peacc,” a decper pallor,
yet an expression of pure and holy joy,
Metiled upon the pallid features.

Tlooked at the face of Blanche. A
sacred awe, combined with the light of
heaven-born charity, gave it an almost
angelic expression, and I thought + Ah!
the rich susbeams which have burst from
the bosom of that cloud have brought life
and gladnees to more than ong heart.”
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Leaving thcse ministering angels to
their work of merey, I passed on and
Lcntcrcd the crowded wards of a. hospital.
Sorrow and sighing, discasc and death,
surrounded me on all sides : the burning
brow of fever ; the staring, ghastly wound z
the censumptive’s attenuated form and
sharpencd features.  Surgeons and physi-
cians passcd from couch to couch, giving
such relief as their art afforded ; but
they could not stay the hand of death,
or minister to the mind discased. As 1}
stood in the doorway gazing upon this
painful scene, and thinking of the suffer-
ing with whick the world is filled, 2 wo-
man, dressed in the touching garb of a
widow cnteyed the rcom. At a single
glance I saw the cffcet produced by her
presence. Many an cye brightened, many
a cheek flushed with pleasure at the sight
of her sable dress and cvidently familiar
face, as she passed from the bedside of
one patient to that of another, her low
tones breathing of love, her wasted hand
pointing upward, and her lips telling cf
a peace which the world ¢an ncither give
nor take away. A sympathy which she
had learned in sorrow’s school scemed to
shed its rich balm into every bosom, and
the sunbeams she scattered around her
waked into life and joy the hearts wherce
so lately shadows had rested. and cheered
the spirits pressed down by a weight of
care and sotrow.

« *

Sunbeams! blessed sunbeams! with

your golden light, who would not dclight
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weary > Go, then ; a kind look, a tone of
sympathy, & werd of tenderness, conjugal
and filial love, Lrotherly and sisterly affec-
tion, Christian carc and guidance, .all
these are given to lessen the darkness of
this world, to alleviate the sorrows of a
smitten race. But as the sunbeams come
down to us from their glorious source
above, cven 80, in order that our thoughts
of leve and derds of mercy may accom-
plish their blesscd purpose, both gentle
words and kindly acts must spring from
Christian faith, and charity divine.

Musk:—The enduring odour of musk
is astonishing. When Justinian rebuilt
what is now the mosquc of St. Sophia,
in 338; the mortar was mixed with musk,
and to this day the atmosphere is charged
with the odour,

to impart sych treasurc to the worn and’
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