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track of common-place conversation, and though he only spoke of
Rosw as “she,”—it seemed impossible to him to call her by her name
—the mere reference {o Lis dead wife was more than he could bear.
All the flood-gates of his grief burst open.

“Jsn't this a change !—a terrible, $ervvible change ! he eried,

looking up to Hannah with anguish in his cyes. A child’s anguish

could not have been more dppedlin more utferiy, 11]](]18"111\011
And sitting down, he covered his fuce Wwith his hands, and wept—
also like a child.

Hannah weps too, but not with such @ passionate abandonment ;
it was against her mmue, woman lhounrh she was.  Ter own long-
past sorrow, which, she faneied, most resembled his, and had first
drawn hier to him with a strange sympathy, bad been & grief tofally
silent. Irom the day of Arthw’s death she never mentioned her
cousin’s name. Consolation she had never asked or received from
any human being — this sort of aflliction could not be comforted.
Thexrelore she scavcely undersiood, at first, how Bernard Rivers,
wlhen the seal was once broken, poured oub the whole story of-his
loss in o continaous sircam. For an hour or more he sat beside
her, talking of Rosa’s illness wad death, and all he hiad suffered ;
thcn going over and over again, with « morbid mtcnszty, his bnex,
h.lpps married life; Ll)p.xrenily hndmg in this overflow of heart the
ntmost relief, and even allevialion.

Hannah listened, somewhat surprised, but stili she listened.  The
man and the woman were as unlike as they well conld be ; yet. thus
thrown together—bound togethier, as it were by the link of & common
grief, their very dissimilariey, and (he necessily it involved of cach
making allowances for, and siriving heariily not {o wmisjudge the
other, produced a certain mutual interest, which made cven their
first sad evening not quite so sad s it might have becu.

After o while, Hannah ixied fo lure Aixr. Rivers, cut of his absorh-
ing zmd l)111.-.1)]\' scli-absorbed grief into a few p ineiical waifers;
for she was anxious to get as clear an idea as she conld of hur own
dubies i in the houscheld and the parish: hor duties only ; hew posi-
tion, and her righis—if she had any—would, she knew, fali into
their fitting places by-and-by.

“Yes, I have & large income.” said Mr. Rivers, sighing; ¢ f.nr
too large for me and thiat poor litlle baby. She would have enjoyed
it, and spent it wiscly and well. You shall spend it instead.  You
shall have as much money as you want, weekly or monthly; just as
she had. Oh, how clever she was ! how she used to bring me her
boolks to reckon over, and make such fun out of them, and fall into
stuch pretty despair if they were the least bit wrong. 2y owu Rosal
bMy merry, happy wite l—ves, I know I made Ler happy ! Sheiold
me so,—almost her last \"01(13."

“ Thank God for that!

“Jdo.”

Hannah tried to put into the hearl-siricken man thebelief— cssen-
tially @ woman's—ihat a pexfeet 10\'0, even when lost, is still an
cternal possession—a pain so scarcd that its deep peace often grows
inio absolute content. Bui he did not scem to understand this at




