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A SONG OF SEXAGESIMA.

BY W, B, C,

L.ord of the Harvest hear!
We sow the seed In patience aadd In hope;
"Tlg Thine the harvestage to muke appenr ;
The golden gates of vintage cheer to ope,

One gazo heyond the bourne
Of & new year that hastens on 18 way.
And once again I hear, o'er snows, return
Tho bells of Christmas Duy.
et 1138 nlmost time that we should bare
The festooned wanlly, and al) reluetant tear
T'he star of 111y dear birth from yonder pluce,
Tho altur of His grace,

At eve of Sexagesima 1 stand
Tefore tho Imuge of Lho storm and s:ow;
And yet I seem to ge¢ on efther hand
The Chirlatmas Hghts and Baster's sunny glow,
Oh, fennt that's gone! feust that [ soon shalt see !
Which 18 most desr, the hope or memory 2

JULIE.

CHAI'TER XVII,
AN UNEXPECTED VISITOR,

Noxt attornoon they wore in the very middle
of bustle, when Mundw ushored into the dining-
room, where both wore hard al work, an unex-
pocted visitor.

Rose had to blink her eyes and look again
bofore she could believoe sho suw aright,  Was
it, could it be, Miss Templeton ?

Thore was the small spuro liguro, and the
sharp thin face, and tho proud eyos that had
nover soomed to rest on them when she had
passed tho littlo Bridgoses by,

Rowo erimuonod—au little nervous trick of hers
—and put hor hand on auntio’s arm to attruct
her attention ; for Miss Bridgey’ back was turn-
ed, bending over a box.

Somohow guntie did not look as much sur-
prised as Roso imaginod she shoull have been
whon the visitor called her by her Christian
name.

*“Rachel,” naid Miss Tompleton, “how do
youdo 7" and put out her hand as cusily as if
thoy had parted only a weok ago tho best ot
frionds.

Auntio did nobt spealk; sho took her hand,
and thoy both stood for a second looking into
onch other’s eyen,

Ming Tomploton was not s0 much at her ease
as sho had first appeared; hor thin lips gave a
nervous twiteh us sho began to speak.

“ [ have boon nway,” sho suid, “out of Eng-
land, for the last eight weoks | eame home
only yoestorday ; and only then | heard of your
loss —your losses, Rachol.”

Auntio murmured somothing.  Sho could not
spoak ; old momories noemed crowding into her
mind, Sho looked at Miss Tomplotun with w
kind of far-off gaze while Rogo almost gaspud
at the situation.

Was the mystory with which tho little
Bridgeses had always surrounded Miss Temp-
leton going to bo sloared up at lust?

“l have & proposition to mako,” Miss
Templeton said, in her rather poremptory voice.
I want ono of Froderick's children to bring up
a8 my own; itis tho reason of my coming hore
to-day, I1tis a girl I want; theroaro so many,

ou can spare mo one. There is one very much
ﬂke Frodorick. 1 stopped and spoke to her
about a yoar ago, I knew by the likeness she
was Frodorick's child.”

A startled, agonized look in auntios face made
her pause & while ; then she weut on in & pload-
ing kind of way, a8 if' she fancied auntio was
1o refuse.

“ Lot mo havo hor, Raochol; I can give hor a
happy home, You have all tho rest, She has
poor {‘mdoncks'a eyoy,” sho addod, with a softon-

ed look, “Give her to me. I have set my
hourt upon it. It will be one charge less for
you,"”

Rose gasped more and more, and her heart
beat painfully. It was true, then, after all; and
Julie had been quite right. Miss Tompleton
had stopped her once, and asked her her name
that day. Itwas nofaney on her part, nor had
she mistaken the face. Julie had been quite
right, after all, and they ull had heen quite
wrong. What would the others say ? And
Miss Templeton must have known papa quito
woll, sinco she called him by his Christian
name.

“You have not heard ? Miss Bridges answer-
ed, in n quavering voice.  “ I thought you un-
derstood—you said “losses,” Murgaret, I have
lost one of my children, too. " Did you not
know ?”

“Not Julie 7" she asked, in a quick hard
voice. “She told me hor name was Julie, s
it Julie, Rachol?

“1tis Julie,” annwored auntie, with a cry.

A bittor look  stole over Miss Templeton’s
face, her thin lips twitched. “Then 'am too
lato, after all 1" she said, and took a rapid walk
across the room,

“Tell me about it,” she said prosently, com-
ing baclk to where auntie stood, ~ “ My servants
told me a story about a child who wuas in-
quired for al my howse, and who was afier-
wards  found  drowned, Was it Frederick’s
child?  Why was she inquired for at Becch-
woad ?

Then auntie told her all ; showed her the
littde lotter Julic had written, and explained the
rouson why—the renson as she had gleaned it
from the other children—till tears stood in the
listener's eyes,
© Thero was a look of triumph lso in her face
~—triumph that the child she had earessed that
day had carriod the memory of hor all along,and
trusted in her so implicitly’; but the bitter fecl-
ing in her heart was grenter still—bitter regret
that in her proud reserve sho had neglected to
fostor the love sho had won so casily.  No child
had ever taken a fancy to her before ; and this
was the child she had meditated Laking to her
home, ’

Rose's prefty face had no attraction for her.
She looked at her with hard, cold eyes, stillly
asked her age, and the ages of Lier brothers and
sisters too 5 then, being foiled in her objeet she
had et her heart upon, she bade good-bye as it
the other Bridgeses were perfectly inaiflerent
to-her, sl rolled away in her carvinee with s
“apanking pair of grays,”

“Aunne,” asked Rose, “did Miss Templeton
know papu?”

“Yes, dear,” said auntic ; ¢ <he wis a great
triend o his onee.”

“That's why sho ook a fancy to Julie, then,
Julie wan very like papa sometimes, She was
theonly ane of us who had gray eyes ; the rest
of us all have blue.”

“Julie was the only one like poor papit; you
others are just like you mother, Rose.” .

*Auntie, how preased poor Juliv wonld have
been if sho had known that Misy Templeton hud
como-to ask you to let her take her o her
house I And she wouldn't have ecrowed over us
at all—xhe never did,  We used to toase her
about Miss Templeton,™ added Rose, with tears
trembling in her eyes. “ Wo never believed
Miss Templeton had spoken to her atull.  Julie
wis quite right, after all. 1 wish 1 could tel]
hor 1" sobbed Rose,

Auntio did not reply ; she dropped a few
tears on the things she wus pucking up, und
blew her noso rather loud,

In w little whilo Koxe wiped her eyes, nud be-
gun to speak aguin.  “ Auntio, why don't we
know  Miss Tompletow now 2 Why does she
keep herselt so muchaway ? She scems to proud
to notico us, even. 1 thought she spoke as if
she had been vory fond of papa,  Aud she's re-
Iated to us, you say ?"

“ Yes, dear,” said auntie, in an absent sort of
way ;" ‘““she’s a second cousin of yours.” Then
leoking up, and finding Rose’s eyes still watch.
ing her, and far from satisified, auntie—unlike
the auntie of other days—told her a little more,
“Long ago. when papa was quitea young man,
he way engaged to Miss Templeton, Rose, She
wag very nice and pleasant then—not like the
Miss Templeton you know. We called her
Maggie, too."” auntie added, with a little smile nt
her niece’s wondering eyes. “ But through some
misunderstanding she broke the engagement off,
and wo gradually ceased to be friends. Papg
took to wandering then, and went to this place
and that; but three or four years later he mot
your mother, dear, and asked ber to marry him,
They were very happy together.,” auntie said,

“Oh! auntie, and—go on,” pleaded Rose,

*There is nothing more to tell "~—auntie had
tosmile again—* except that poor papa lost a
greut deal of money shortly after, and that your
mother died when Puff was born, and that [ eame
to take care of you all.”

*No, no; about Miss Temploton, I mean ;
wasn’t she very sorry after 27

“Lam not in all Miss Templeton's secrots,
Rose ; how can I tell you thai?”

““She never married,” romancing Rose said
in o thoughttul wuy. ‘““She must have been
sorry, of couse. I knew tucre was something
about Miss Tompleton like that—I always told
Elsie »o; only—only——""Rose drew herself
up and pawnsed with a guilty flush.

“Ouly what 7" asked auntie, looking some-
what amused,

“Perhaps you wouldn't like it, perhaps I
oughtn't to say. only I thought that you and
Miss Templeton bowed so coldly to each other
because xhe had something Lo do in crossing you,
you know, about—about somebody.” ~ Rose
broke down lamely, and crimsoned to the roots
of'her hair,

Auntie smilled a little—she couldn't help it
perhaps. “Thendon’t think so any more,” she
said, “ for you know the resson now,”

She was not going to tell Rose any of Jer
secrets, it seemed, for she busied herself agnin
with her work and said not another word, But
sho was absent-minded, and took up the wrong
thing once or twice, and there was s far-off loolk
in her eyes asit'she were thinking of the past.

Mi~ Templeton’s past, perhaps, Rose wish-
ed she had told her more

The boys came in just then; they had been
ol on wnerrand for auntie, and Ro-c flew to tell
them ot the unexpecred visit,  No oue could
hitve beenmiore surprised. Lance's eyes widened
like Putl's inastoni~hmeut; and tiuy listened
with a crave, twitchivg fuee,

“Julic wa- right, afier ally”™ he said, and st
denly turned away.,

O, don't Guy—don't " <he cried.

“Lmissed hor so awhally 1 he suid with a
sob, “She was a first-rate little thing, you
know; she always got my slippers for me, and
fetched me all my books, A dozon times I'm
going to call out * Julie I" when ! stop myselfin
time,"

Rose looked into the empty doveeot, and
sobbed for sympathy.

CUAPTER XVIII.
WIIAT A MISER MAY BECOME,

And Julic? What of little Julie all this time ?
How wax it faring with hor 7 And why had
not Juhn Gerring come to claim the promised
reward ? Hadn't he seen the notice put up de-
seribing the child he had found ?

Oh yes, most certainly he had—you may

trust sharp John Gerring for that ; but—you
were expeeting a * but,” I dare say-~but the re-
wanl wis only ten pounds !

Ten pound~1"”  John scoffed as he seratched
his head.  “Only ton pounds, indeed ! Woell,



