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One night in particulsr, towards the end of
the second manth, appeared to linger so very
strangely thae the widow thought the mornug
would nteverdawn. An unusaal darkness szem.
ed to brood over the world § and she lay awake,
gazing with longing eyes toward the little win-
dow through which thesun’s earliest rays were
used to greet her in her waking.

Onla sudiden, she heard voices outside the
window. Alive to the jeast circumstance that
was unusual.she arose, all dark as it was, threw
on her simple dress in hasie, and groped her
way to the Sront of the dwelling. She recog-
nised the voice of a friendly neighbour, and

. opaned the door, suppasing that he might have
some iateresting intelligeace to communicate.
She judged correctly.

¢ Good news, good news, Mrs Reardons
and I give you joy of them this moraing,
What will you give me for tzlllng you whois
ia that small biat at the shore 27

¢¢ That small boat ! —what ?—where 2

¢B:low there, ma'am, where P poiatia
my finger. Don’tyou sce them coming up
the cra;z towards you 2’

¢ [ canast —I caandt =it is s» dark—" the
widyw ceplied, endeavouring to penctrate the
glom

¢Dark! And the broad sun shining down
upon them this whole day '

¢ Day ! The Sua! O my almighty Father,
are me !’

¢ What's the matter ? Don’t you sea them

Alam 2
¢ See them ? the psor woman cxchiimed,
Uiag her hands on her eyesaad shrieking

aloud ju her agony—¢Oh! I shall never ses
bim more !—-1amdark and blind !

‘The peasaut started back and blessed himselfe
The next instant the poor wilow was caught
io the arms of her son.

*Where is she 2 My mother! O my dare
ling mother, Tam come to you ! Look, I have
kept my word.

Shestrove, with a sudden effort of restraint,
to keep her misfortune secrcty and wept withe
out speaking, upon the neck of her long absent
relative, who attributed her tears to an excess
of happiness. But when he preseated his
young wife, and called ther attention to the
happy laughing faces and healthful cheeks of
their children, the wandering of her eyes and
the confusion of her mauner feft it no Jonger
pos>ible to retain the secret,

sMy good, kind boy, said she, laving her
hand on his ara—¢you are returned to my
armsonce more, aul Iam grateful for it—
but we cannot expect to have all we wish for
in this world. O my poor boy, Ican never
sea you~1I can neversee your children ! Iam
blind.

The young man uttered a horrid & piercing
cry,while he tossed his clench2d hand above hig
head and stamsad upon the earth in sudden
angaish. ¢ Blind ! my mother ' he repeated
—+0), heavea, is this thz end of all my toils
and wishes ? Tocome home and find her dark
for ever ! Is it for this I have prayed andla-
boured ? Biind and dark ! O my poor mother!
Oh, heaven! O mother, mother.?

¢ Hold, now, my boy—where are you?
What way is that for a Christian to’taik ?
Come necar me, aud let me teuch your hands.
—Doa't add to my sorrcws. Richard, my
child, by ultering a word apainst the will of
Heaven. —Where are you ? Come near g,



