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Whilst thoy wore §oin & sbout, breaking the branches
o the old tree, the little girl behold, near the uprooted
tnk, the figuro of a beautiful Lady of anow who
dood beforo hor and seemed tolook at her. Theo snow-
vhite apparition held a child, who, with his head
resting on his mother's ehoulder, clasped his tiny arms
rund her neek. Theroupon, Yvonne, the little girl,
wlled her mother, and they both kuelt down.

Anxious when she cid not sec them return, the

¢ mother came to the whitencd threshold of the
wttage, and called them soveral times; but tho wind
arried Lor voico away, and the little children did not
aswer. Sho therefore went to the old trunlk felled by
tho wind-storm, and seeing her children kneeling in
tho enow, sho was seized with astonishment ; for she
aw nothing but strewn branches and the shattered
truok arising, all white with snow, in the middle of
tho meadow.

She could not understand what made them pray

thus, and her surprise redvubled, when she saw them
litening to sounds that seemed tu charm them, and
that ;he could not hear. In vain did sho iry to come
near the place whence the vuico scomed to proceed,
she heard pothing, nuthing at all, but the murmur of
the river that flowed hard by, and the wind sighing in
tho tall poplars. .
. % Mother, suid the little Brotons, when their prayer
718 ovor, have you not seen the beautiful snow Lady 2
Have you not heurd her warniogs ? " And as their
nother did nut understand them, they added:

“She told us to fleo as soon as the snuw on the old
trank would begin to thaw, and to bring with us the
fittle forniture that is left, and the large wooden
mecifix of the cottage, and the statue of the Virgin
whom wo invoke overy day.” .

A whole week passed away, and the snow was
dways falling, and poverty remained in their housc,
ud the fire-place was still empty. Bat, at the end of




