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mys. But thy was she standing thus idly ?--she, the busy
one of the whole village, whom fault-tinding mothers were
wont to hold up asa pattern to their daughters.  Sunply for
this: it was reported that a Juggage train had run off the
metals a wile or so from the place, and it was likewise said
that passengers were travddling by it, as was frequently the
caso at that particnlar hour ol the day., The farmer was
indulging in his afternoon’s nap, aud there were no cattle th
worry her now (they were all dead and gonel, and, more.
over, the old farm itself was to be sold on the morrow; g0
that wandering restlessly about out of doors, she bad heard
the news, and now stood like many another in the village,
waiting for she kunew not what,  Had this restless, longing
impaticnce any thing to do with those slly fancies which were
past and gone? She was inclined to think that it had, and yet
she hal striven Lard during all these years to forget. Her
heart was not particularly hewy at the thought of the
change which wis to come to her; for samehow she felt that
a change of any kind wounld be grateful just then ; but oh,
she was very, very restless 5 it wasas if the old desires and old
memorics wourld «me owding upon her in a vague, undefined
sort of way, and yet lier thoughts and sympathies «ere all
the time with the poor creatnies who had, she feared, been
hurried into eternity without a moment’s warning. A neigh.
bour passed, and she inquired anxiously if he knew aught of
the accident. ** Only tins, that there 13 no life lost,” ald he
hurried on his way. She was glad that there was no one dead,
and yet her heart throbbed on; what had she expected ? She
turned away, and entarad the house, visiting every room in
order to see that all was as it should be—anything rather than
brood over the past.

Tea was on the table, and Rose trying to lovk her best
Tiying, did Leay ? Ah! well then 1 ought to add that she
succeeded too.  Very far and pleasaut she appeardd to an
outsider, a_tall man with a bronzed face and o long beard,
A shadow darkened the vindow, causing Rose to look up, A
low, murmured cry of joy and thankfulness, and then she
stood m the doorway where he met her and clasped her to
his heart. None can tell what that meeting was but she, the
tried, patient woman, whose hie had been one round of com-
men tasks aud common sorrows ; and yet it bad been a ife
of beauty, because it was a life of love,

At the old trysting-place they stand, and the red light
of the setting sun flashing sideways vpon them through
the trees lends a depth and warmth to the scenme which
the two other pictures lacked.  For was it not summer
time? Summer with its glorious suvnsets, which made
up in a measure fur the lack of youth in the long.
parted lovers,  Still to my mind Rose was swecter and
more lovable now than in the old days when ler cheek
had been nrore exqui-itely fair and her hair a shade less brown.
A loving life bad refined, softened, and ennobled her; and 1
think her lover saw it too as, gazing fondly at Ler in the ruddy
glow, he asked, ““As the farm is to be scld, Rose, what say
you to my buying it *”

She lovked up; and was it the sunset glory tiugeing her
face, or was it the old crimson tide which that loved voice
had ofteh eallcd up in her earlg gitlhood ¥

“ Rose, shall your home be my home?
darling.”

“If yon wish it, TRalph ;™ and the sunlight smiled gla lly
upon them in token of his entire approval of the rennion.

So Ralph had gone to the New Country and come back a
rich man. Ie was ¢n his way to visit an uncle in Cornwall
when the acaident happened, and had it not been for an
awkward interval between two passenger trains, which
prompted Lim to take the Iluggage, 1 think that Rose wounld
have had no husband.  As 1t was, he was compelied to wait
two hours for another train, and old scenes and recollections
came upon him with such foree that he resolved to see her
once more, and we all know with what results.

If he had not obeved this impuise?  But there, nothing so
sad shall mar the picture he'ore us.  Enough for us that we
see her now with the r.sy hght gleaming full upon her up-
turned face ; all the trouble 5s gone from lips and brow ; only
the tender lines, marke of her true womanhood, remain, and
through all the sunset glamour the light of love and peace
hold perfect away.

Still there will ever be traces of the past visible in her
countenance, for never face can lock like her face that has not
known surrow ; never life can be what her life will be which
has not at itmes been dreavy and sad.  So with the tender

Say yes,

boughs waving protectingly overhead, and with God's glary
avound them, we will drop the curtain, for the picture i
perfeet,

Hire, then, my words have end,

Yet might T tell of mectings, of farewells—-

Of that which came between more sweet than each,

In whispers, like the whispers of the leaves

‘That tremble round a nightingale—in sighs

Which peefect joy, parplex'd tor utterance,

Stole from her sister Sorrow,

Tv ny<m,
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rPE year 1819 was one of great dearth and of mauch suffor
. ing to the poor.  Especially did a poor widow of .
name of Wilms and her three children have Lo endure 2
amount of privation, which we who have all our lives lop
had cvery comfort supplied to us, cannot even pictuie t
oursclves,  But this noble-hearted woman had so graat
horror of everything in the shape of begging, that thoug,
her whole store consisted of thiee dishes of potatnes, e
strictly forbade her chuldren to breathe a word on the sak.
jret of their privations to anyone, lest it might seem a3
they were soliciting help.  For her own part she was e
solved to share her Jittle all among her children anl herse:
starve before she consente 1t beg.

The festival of Whitsuntide is, in mauny parts of Germany, 3
time not only for the upper classes to feast, but for distriln
tion to be made among the poor.  Nothing, however, camet,
peor Mrs. Wilmy's table, hut her few potatoes and the smai;
amonnt of milk hor hali-starved goat still yielded. The loven
spring weather had brought no amelioration to her lot W'
Suuday came end went, and the next, and at last the potat «
were all caten, and though drawers, cupboards, am} Pressa
were all carcfully looked through, not the stalest erust, a:
a fragment of pating did the poor widow find to appeise tl
cravings of her children’s hunger.

At Iast, with bitter tears and many sobs, the mother ar
nounced to her hittle ones ithat not a serap of foud was leftn
the house, and that greatly asshe regretted having for the fin
time to break what had been the rule of her life, she was co
strained to send them out to ask help from some of their riche
neighbours. But the example of her whole life proved thistiz-
stronger than the injunction she now lid upon them. Ti
elder girl lonked up carnestly in her mother's face, ai
exclaimed, “Dearest mother, I'd rather lie down unlers
hedge and die, than bey,” and the rest of these hew
children cordially chimed in with what their sister had sail.

In the midst of her sorrows and terrible anxieties the pee
mother could not bhut feel a strange gladuess at Learing thes
words, IHowever deep her poverty, she was yet rieh 'in the |
possession of such children. It seemed to her, too, as if th®
help she had so long been quietly secking of Gol must nwt
be close ab hand, inasmuch as *“man’s extremity is Gof
opportunity.”  Little Fiitz, her youngest child, was standi
a4 the doeor, when the man in whose house they lodged catty
up and sud to him, “Well, Fritz, what have you had i
dinner to-day 27 Eut the httle fellow recollected his mother <,
words about not making their destitution known, and hed
not answer the question. 1t was repeated, and this timeb
replied that he must not tell. The landlord, however, iz +
sisted upon knowing, and httle Frit> had no alternativebr -
to say, ** We haven's bad any dinuer at all to Jay.” :

- What 27 said the man, **do you mean to say you have:
got any food left in the house 7™

¢ No, we Lavn't got any,” replied the child.

& The landiord then went up to the child’s mother and i
formneid her th .t there was no cccasion at all for her and be
chirdren to starve, there being on that day a distributions
rse made at the Town Iall, in which distribittion she wig
surely come in for her sharve of the coin. ;

But now came on another struggle in that much-tried heat:
Was not this a kind of begging?  And yet did it not scema,
if Go1 Himself were forcing her to do it? Doue she felt i
must be, however she shrank from it. This distribution
cora was an act of public generosity —the gift of those
authority to the poorer members of their own cominunity. Shy

was bound to avail herself of it, and not lct her childrd:



