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As for Alice, it did not seema tio her that there
was anythin left for her to desi Her heart was
rejoicing over her husband th more than bridal

joy,-her husband who had been Illost, and was
found." On this first day of his coming home she
sufféred no trembling to mingle with it. Sbe

would not distrust the love which had Il set hèr
foot upon a rock, and put a new song in her
mouth." "Mighty to save" ' should His name be

to her and hers henceforth. The clouds migbt re-
turn again, but there were none in her sky to-day.

Things went well with the Morelys after this.
How it all came about, cannot be toid here; but
when the grand cut-stone piers of the new bridge
were completed, it was John Morely who built the

bridge itself,-that is he had the charge of bufflding
it, under the contractor to whom the work h-id

been committed,-and it was built so quickly, and
so well that he never needed to go away frý%m,
Littleton to seek employment again.

The little Morelys have come to think of the
days before that pleasant May-time as of a tro*--bled

dream. The first fall of the snow«ýflakes bnnzî a
shadow to Sophy's face still; but even Sophy 'ýas
come to have only a vague belief ;h the trofflPes

of that time. The little ones are never weary of
1earing the story of that terrible winter storm. - but
Sophy nevertells them.-hardly acknowledges to
herself, indeed-that there was something in those
days harder to bear than hungger, or cold, or n
the dread of the drifting snow.

If after that first bright day qf her hus rand's
home-coming there mingled trembling with the joy


