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: Lare: one afternoon, Fanny went to carry home 3
~uldress which she had - just completed, “hun

', s.sln: was.quitting the shop, Madume T ovrmmlv 3.

uqucah.d us a favor, that she would take it, and g

2

¢

¢

feave it on’her way, at No. 20, Street,
alt hier: hands were engaged, and ‘the hour was
"“alrea Iy past when she hid promised it should be |
sent. ; Funy was in haste to get back to ey,
“.but she coutl not x'cfusc, aud agaii taking up the
. pareel, she harricd alung in the dircetion named -
Ly madune, stopping at last, betore a slight
“gute of wrought iron, an the aveh of which she
suw llledcsxgn.xud number. Passing throngh un.
aren filled with ornamental trees and shrubs, she
“ascemded & broad flight of marble steps, towards
the duor of the stutely mansion, which bore en-
-graved on a buuss plate the nume of Doctor Del-
i ford,—a name which she had often heand coispled
- with praise, and which jts owner had rendered
-not Jess eminent by his benevolence and kinduness
of heart, than by his great professional skill.. As”
with u timid hand Fonny pulled the bell, a wish ¢
that she might find cournge to speak with the
s doctor vespeeting Ilul, avose i het tnind z lire
bc(‘um she could resolve whether to ask for himor
~ mot, a Servant opéned the door and admitted her
into u spacious hall, where hie bade her wait till
he had defivered the pareel to his mistvess. She
wis wearied,, and sat down_upon a chair to rest
il his rctm‘n when smldu\lyu"ush of fi
swept across her, bringing to her the very Dreath, *
as it seemcd, of her Mnsk-].oso, so funiliar was its
-sweetness to er senses.  She looked avound, and;
- there she suw it—there, througl an open door, her!
own pl.xnb—-slxc never could mlslul\c it—standing.

ST short and shninlc annals of the ‘puor.’(‘

s onuudml . ,

iray.,

} on amarble pedestal sear the window of w beautiful - -
apartment~hut. which, :heautiful and tasteful as =

it was, contained nothing in her eyes so gracelul
and so lovely as that cherishal rosestree, ‘

She arose aned stood tooking fowdly lu“mds it
Tlow it ln grown—it wiis lunded with c!-x;lor.s
of exyuisite l)lll]a, and full-blown' fowers; uud as
the Tight breeze stole through the windaw, and
seattered the white nnl feagrant petals Jike w
shower of snow-flakes upon the carper, and
swayed with 2 gentle mation the deficate heanches
of the bush, she fancied they beckonad hee for-
ward, and with a nuiseless step she advanced, amd
vielling to # sudden gush of foeling, pressed her
fips with passionnte tenderness upon its leuves,
and gemmed them with the mconscions tears
whicl fel] fust nad-bright frem hee eyes. What
visions of carly joy and bappiness did the re-
newed sight o this household plant eause to
rash upon her-—bes as by some magic
spell, fur from the darl attic where she
wing ont her life in h(»ptlt-a: toil, to the
gdule, to
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green ficlds und breezy hills of Blooming

the vottage gurden, throtgh whose flosy 'y vistns
rung the meery voice of Hal; and the grape-vine
arbour, where in the soft summer evenings, she
Tindd 50 often sat to walch his gambols with her

mother,
£ Oh,” thought Fanny, and unconsciously she

uttered Lier thoughts alond—¢ ol that T might.
carry but une of these derr roses to poor [inl— .
but ah, I dure not, fur they are no lmmrmme to

It}

pluck !

“Yet for all l]ml you slmll have one l‘or Ha! '

my deur, uml unmhur for )ouraolf,,ll‘ they will -




