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chester from the west at the hour when the
May dusk- was melting into moonlight-

J; The* publie road, then as now, wàs lined
with elms and many an apple-tree. The'dusk
of the elm branches was flecked with half-
grown fluttering leaves, and the outline of

the apple branchesý was heavy with blossom.
The air was sweet in the shade of the night-

'folded petals, the perfume bringing involun-
tarily the thou-ght of the hum of bees which
had gone. to, rest. There were some new
houses on the road, but the tide of p'rogre-s

had here ebbed, leaving the once- ambitious
village like a rock pool, beautified only by
those ornaments of hature- which, thrive in
stillness. There was more on the road of gable
and shrub and tree whiýh was familiar than

-of objects strange to her eye. The few people'ho were'abroad gave 111er scarcely a glance,
the half light veiling all that was foreign in
hergarb. The round moon hung above the

willows of the river..
When she came in siklit of the white Bap-

tist meeting-house she scanned its homely- ap-.
pearance as one looks at the face of an old
friend. The yellow lighi within was, put out
as shé approaclied. 0utý of the door a group,
of men were issuing asif from some evening
service.

What vivid memo'es the scene broughth -memories of 'her uncle singing psaer! Ims
with slow ànd solemn, demeanour, of her aunt's''

high and more emotional-voïce, of the pew in


