
l'lie Meéthodist Mfay/czife.

,,O Diaxy*-'tztin't thaet," gasped lieuben. "O daugliter! y ouïre
dyin' and neyer lettin' us know it. Your hair's as white's mnine.>
Draxy gave a startled giance at the mù'rror, and said, in a mueh
more natural tone thanl she had hitherto spoken in: clI don't thiink
tuat strange. It's hiappened before to people in great trouble. IVve
read of it: you'l get used to it very soon, father, dear. P'm glad
of it; l'Il be ail in wvhite now%," shie added in a lowner tone, speak-
ing dreamily, as if to he~i,"they walk in white; they walk
in white."

rjpenf Reuben noticed that shie wvas dressed in wvhite. He touchied
her gown, and looked iinquiringly. "cYes, father dear," shie said,
"calways."

On the day of the funeral, wl'hen Draixy entered the ehurchi lead-
ing littie Reuby by the hiand, a visible shudder ran throughl the
congregration. The news hiad run like wildfire throughi the parishi,
on the morning after the Elder's death, that Mrs. Kinney's liair
had ail turned gray lu the nighit. But nobody wvas in the least
prepared for the eflèct. It wvas flot gray-it was silvery white; and
as it retained ail the silken glossmhich hiac made it SQ beautiful,
the shining of it was marvellous. It kindled lier beauty into
something superihumnan. 'The colour hiad left lier chieeks also,
but in its place wvas ai clear soft tint mhiclh lad no pallor in
it. She wvas dressed in pure white, so ilso was littie Reuby; but
for this the parish were prepared. Very well they kniew Draxy's
deep-rooted belief duit to ass. ciate olooin with the inemory of the
dead wvas disloyal alike to thei ,and to Christ; and SQ warmly
had shie imbued most of the people with lier sentiment that the
dismal black garh of so-called mourning wvas rarely seen in the
village.

Bareheaded, Draxy and hier littie son walked froin the church
to the grave; their faces the calmest, their steps the steadiest
there. Reubeni and Jane wvalked behind them, bent over and
sobbing, and hiaif the congregation w'ere weeping uncontrollably;
but the widowed wonian and the fatherless bo-y wvalked ivith
uplifted glances, as if they saw ang-el-fornis in thie -lir bv their
side.

",'Tain't nateral ; tintnoways nateral; thet womnan hain't
got any nateral feelin' in her," said Eb,,-i 1Hill, leaning against
a grave-stone, and idly chewing a spray of golden-rod. George
Thayer tu-ned upon hlmn like a blazing sword.

ci 1ev ye got a-.ns nateral feelin' yourself, Eben Hill, to say
that, standin' liere anii' 100kin' at that w'oman's white hair an'
cheeks, 'n' only last Sunday she wvas 's handsonie a pictur's ye
ever see, her hair a twinklin' iii the sun liea brown beech-tree,
au* .ier eheeks jest like roses ? Nateral feelin's1 Jt's enougha to
inake the Elder rise up afore ye, to hiear ye say secli a thing, E ben
.Hill; 'n' ef 'twasn't jest the funieral that 'tis, i b'Iieve I'd thraslî
ye riglht an' left, here'n sighit o' ver own mnother's tomnbstone, ye
miserable, sneakin' fool. Ef there was ever ai womanl thaù wps
carrylii',t a bull town straiglit into the Lord's hieaven -~n erown


