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puzzled—** you can't do that with your cyes, can you,

ranny 1" .

Thc’r; graony laughed, yes, actually langhed ; and little Meg
Jsughed 1n her pretey, blithe way, after which granny felt her
heart grow warm within her, and licn sho explained to the
child, in her homely fashion, all about the resurrection, and
the glorious body which she, granny, should put vn when
the (ﬁnl worn-out shell of this present time should be thrown
away for ever, But while Meg wooed granny into such sweet,
blissful joy, another tale was being told at the open window
of which she knew nothing. Young Rachel, the graudchill
whom Ben, her eldest son, had spared her ever since tho girl
had grown old enough to be of use to his aged mother, was
standing there, whiﬁ: the golden sands of her youny life fell
all briggt and shining in the balance, She loved Will Darrell,
honest, faithful Whll, and he loved her; and so the tissue of
her young life was woven,  But the girl was a coquette, with
her bright smiles and winsome ways, and others among the
village lads, hung about as sho passed to and fro on granny's
errands, and right proud were they if only Rachel favoured
them with a glanco from her merry eyes,  Still she encouraged
none but Will, for she was truc to her own heart, if he had
bot known; although in her cinldish fuolishness she luved to
“plague him,” as she deemed her simplo teasing.  So summer

assed, with 1ts rich store of beauty ; and autumn, richer still
1n its fruits and gorgeous colouring, camo gliding on apace.
Little Mog had gone away to her own home, and granny and
Rachel were left again to themselves. But one thing was
sure and certain—granny was altered. Grauny, who hal
used at times to complain discontentedly of her increasing
infirmitics, ard to be just a Little bit selfish with regard to
other folks’ cares aud anxicties, was growing more and mory
gentlo and peaceful each day, moro and more vbservant of
what was going on around.

It often made Rachel wonder to hear her talk, as she some-
times would of au evening when the door was shut and the
candle lighted, of the time when she, granny, should huve put
off this life, with its carking associations and weakened powers
—to listen to her, one would have thought that the new life
was spread out hefore her very sight, and that oven here on
earth was vouchsafed to her a foretaste of the guickened
sense and the eternal youth awaiting her beyond. But if
grauny grew more and more happy, such was not the case
with Rachel ; she secmed, on the contrary, tu hecome spirit-
less and weak a3 the days went on. Granny observed ic as
she would not have done a year ago, and back to her faded
remembrance came the griefs and trials of her own carly
youth. But when she questioned the girl upon the matter,
the only answer she received was a loving caress and an
assurance that all was right ; if it was not, why of courscshe,
Rachel, would tell at once.

And so October came, with its golden showers of autumn
leaves, its clear, sweet days aud starlit nights; but one
evening, when the girl had been absent for a long time to
procure bread and groceries for their little honse‘xold', she
returned at length, and having deposited her purchages in the
proper place, camo and sat down on a stool at graony’s feet
and wept as though her very heart would break.

“Whatisit? Whatisit?” andgranny stroked the young
head teaderly. .

“Oh, granny, granny ! I havabeen wicked and foolish, and
Will has gone away, nobody knows where, and I have done
itall! Oh dear, oh dear! what shall I do?” .

“ Hist. darling ; softly, ]t))oor dear,” and still the withered
hand touched loviugly the bright brown hair, which somehow
never would stay smooth. ¢ Tell granny all about it, dearie;
mayhap shc can help you.”

For awhile nothing was heard but the girl's sohs and the
ticking of the old clock ; but by-and.by the whole story came,
and & pitiful tale it was. Lately Rachel had talked a good
deal to Will's cousin, Arthur Darrell, who was a sort of hand-
some, witty ‘“ne’er do weel,” aud of whom it was said that
ha flirted with all the pretty girls in the country-side. She
had meant no harm, so ske said, and to Arthur’s credit be it
affirmed that he had had no intention of angering Will, till
the latter met him one day and openly accused him of stealing
away Rachel from him just for the fun of casting her off, as
he had 50 many sweethearts before. Then Arthur, being very
angry, denonnced Will's words as lies; and sa.d, moreover,
that he should walk with Rachel if he chose; for that he
liked the girl better than any he had ever seen, and that he
meant to make her like him, in spite of Will or anyb uly else.

Poor Rachiel! and she kpew no word of this, till—but

there, we must wait awhile,  Will, however, told her plainly
that she must give up either the one or the other of thom
but she had only smiled one of her rare, bright sanles, and
called him “*silly,” and when next Arthar came in her way
sho strolled by his side the same as usual.  Indeed, ouly tho
evening before, she had walked with .im so far as the pond
on the common ; and when she had come back home, Will
had been waiting for hier at thogat . To be sure she had
thought him 'suking white and strange she who was miser-
ablo at timo herself, for the very same reason, and he had said
that if she «id nut promise to mpeak no more to Arthur, ho
(Will) wouid go away anl never secck her again, Lachol
looked off into the distance to where Arthur's tigure was yot
visibloin the misty shadow, and ~well, then sho made roply
that sho should please hiersclf in the matter, for that it was
all as nothing to Will.  But she dild not mean it; for oh, it
was something to them both, But sho had believed so in Will's
lovo fur her, and now she should never, never sco him again,
Sho had run indoors, and left him, too, without & *’good-
night " or anything, and it all came bifore her, making her
misery more intense than graunny, or you, or I, can fally
understand,

This_was what Rachel told to granny, amid choking sobs
anl bliuding toars granny, whose omfy love was so misty
and subdued as to be quite a thing of the past. Yet even ahe
could sympathisoe with the girl, for Mog's words had unlocked
granny '3 faith, hope, and love, in a wonderful way. Sho had
carnt that there remains ever an interest in life, even for the
old—for are they not hoping for and getting ready for the life
to come? ‘“And who tuld you," she asked, ‘“that Will was
gone, and that he had quarrelled with Arthur, dearie?”

* Will's sister, Grace, and sho says that 1 mustn't go there
again, now that I've behaved so shamefully, and brought this
trouble upan them—not that I shall ever waut to, grauny,
now that Will isn't there,”

** Dearie, you love him, don't you ?

“Yes, grauny—oh, yos !”

““ And you don’t caro for the other at all 2

““No, not like I do for Will. Oh, granny, granuy 1"

“Then, my darling, you must wait awhile, and say naught
to the other one.  You must trust in God as well, for Ho
can bring it all right, if [Lo seey that our poor way i right.”

So they waited and waited, for grauny was interested in
the affair, and it was sweet to watch tho two sitting and
talsing, as the youny and the old sellom do, or can, when
left to themselves. But when stern winter cama, aud the cold
winds whistled across the plain, granny felt that she should
never more sce the sunshine in nl‘f its spring gladness, never
see her darling's hopes realised if Will did not soon come.
Very gently death came to her ; little by little she was weaned
from earth—the carth which even the aged cling to, so dear
has it grown to them through the years of their sojourning.
But during the days when she lay waiting for her summons
hence she talked over Ruchel's grief, and it seemed to the girl
3 a voice from the borderland of the Invisible. *“My deario,
if Will never comes, and you've got to give him up, and give
up hoping as well, you must try to bo as though i had never
been. It you marry bim by.and-b, it will soon scem calm
and (uiet to you, for married life scems a sort of settlement,
and not like courting at all, as young folks think; so you
see there isn’t much difference really between the two, losing
or winning. Quiet comes after both—quict and rest. Only,
dearie, there's always a something to live for, remember
that ; life can be loving, free, and happy for you, even when
you have put Will and his love aside. "You can hope still—
hope for light and happiness in the days { s come -aud even if
love never comes to you again, you will be perfectly satisfied
with even % s, when you are near the great end, as I am
now.

Dear granny ! she was but putting into simple pross the
words ot the poet who said—

‘ For granny, she says that when all is lost, it’s the sawme as
if all were won ;

For we sit duwn and know that the end is comne, and there's

nothing else to be done,”

But one evening, jast befure Christmas tide, as Rachel
stood at the gate fur a few minutes thinking sadly of Will,
herself, and dear, dying granny, Arthur Darrell came along
and stopped a moment to speak. It was the first time since
Will had left, and now he asked, in a sumewhat injared tone,
why Rachel had avoided bun. She told him of granny’s
iliness, and then her tears began to flow for more reasons than

Will, I mean.”

one, Arthur spoke kindly, fur he was tuu.hed at the sight



