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"I betternfot sayimuch about that time. -2wýas abad speil. My
heart, that had got kind o' soft an' warm wvith somethin' to love
an' take care on, got liard an' frozen agin, an' oh, tliG hard
thoughits I liad o' God for takin' my last comfort away, ait'
lettin' bothi my littie Jacobs go away to lay for ever 'n' ever in
the dark an' cold! The spring-tiine came, an' I hated it; an' oh,
I dreaded the tîrne when the fire-w',eed would coine out ail pink
an' bright, with him not there no more to eat it, nor my curly-
headed boy to pick it! One suinmer day-I sha'n't nover forget
1V 's l ong 's 11 iive-I wvas standin' by Jacob's 1litti e grave (I'd al-
ways kep' his box in rny room jest 's it w'as), -ivhen I see the
dirt had got shook off t.he top, an' the poor little body, ail drieci
up an' brown now, 'vas kinder oncovered. I was jest a-goin' to
cover it up agin softly, when I seen a littie crack come on it, an'
-oh, I can't tell it ail out in this slow, quiet way! I wish 't could
corne on yo- as it did on me that blessed day-Jacob was comin'
to life agin 1 lie was-hie wvas! I watched him, neyer tonchîn' or
speakin' to him-thongh I jest ached to help-till the end corne,
an' he, was big an' beautiful, brown an' buif an' pink, an NvIth
wings! Oh, Mis' Burton, I can't put it inter' words how I felt when
I see Jacob come out o' his very grave an'spread his wings an' fly
round iny room, nor how I cried right out loud as I see it: i'Why
flot myboy too? O Lord, you can do that jest 's easy 's this!"'

I left Franconia at the er.ke. of summer, and dnrirng the winter
months heard nothing fromn the littie snow-bound village. But
when June carne again I souglit, as for twenty years I have
sought, the grand old mountains-old but ever new. One of my
earliest visits was to the little white house of Aunt Randy. I spied
iny old friend in the garden, and feit sure she was having a
friendly gossip with some winged friends. I passed through the
gaVe to join hier, and as 1 did so saw a man sitting on the door-
steps. H1e was unmistakably of the genus tramp, had a mean, sly
face, with liglit shifting eyes, and looked a thorough vagabond.
I wcndered at his presence there, but forgot 1V instantly in the
pleasure of maeeting again my old comrade. She knewv me at
ince, and hier rugged face wvas thinner and more worn than
when I last saw lier, brightened as she met me. After a few words
of greeting, she asked me to, corne into the house, and we were
$0011 seated in the familiar room, the scene of Jacob's death and
apotheosis.

,,Did you see him ?" she suddenly asked, w'ith a jerk of her
head towards the fr-ont door.

1I saw a man outside," I replied.
"It's him," shec went on, quicVI y-c t my husban d, ye kn owrm,»r.

Gates. Hc wa'n't dead; 'twvas a mistake, somehow; an' bie coi-ne
home las' winter! "

For a minute I *as speechless, and before I could decide, what
to say, whether Vo congratulate or condole with my friend, she
spoke again:

,,I can speak plain to you, for I got to feel so to home with you


