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A LITTLE WHILE.

o o o

BY NISIOP VINENEY, OF MARYLAXD,

*Tis but a little while

1 toil below ¢ -

The fogm 5 on the sea,
"* M|, blow,

One star of silver sheen
Bedecks the sky ;

Jt glimmers o’er the waste,
Afur and nigh,

It |s the symbol of
Repose and pence
It points me to the time,
When storm-winds cease,
I hatl it in the dawn,
And dewy eve,
Bweet harbinger of hope,

The soul’s reprieve.

Por thengh that star may fade,
It is the sign

Ot brighter joys in store,
A golden shrine,

YWhere hearts may breatlie once more
Sweel 1ncense there
Or buthe in oceun depths;

Or Jisp in prayer,

Oh ! sweet and happy thought !
Oh! bljss compiete )

*Mid smiles und tears to bow
At Jesus’ feet ;

Then soar on viewless wing
2 'Mid worlds unknown,*? .

And gnze enwrapped upon;
The great white throue.

And drink the limpid stream
That flows beside
The New Jerusalem,
Lamb’s pure Bride ;
F walk the gulden streets,
And ever sing "
Jlosannas to the Lord,
OQur Priest and King.

Glide on ye languid hours,”
Tuke swifter wini,

I count the moments o’er,

wenry thing,

To this peor, helpless thing
That longs to sve .

The marvels of God’s grace
Reveuled in me ;

A'Mwﬂlmﬂpmr "
The other side
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CHESTERTOWN, FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 10, 1876.

walked om, she thought what s grand
man he was, how royally he would woo,
how proualy wear ttn tro‘)by when won
~—and how she laved him !

Then all her pride and anger flew to
arms at his imperious demand, uttercd in
a low, intense tone:

‘‘But I particularly request if,
Come.”

Her whole nature felt the womanlinesa
the happiness of yielding to his will, and
with a halF-laugh, she stepped into the o-
pen, breezy structure, and sat carclessly
down on the long wooden seat

A WOMAN’S MERCY.

BY MARY REED CROWELL.

A wonderously beautiful girl, with a
eweet, statuesque face, that made ene
think almost enviously of the lover who
in some blissful future-times would have
the paower to brinf lpc-iou-lighu to the
shadowy, thoughtful eyes—who should,
by virtae of the royal right of love, kiss
l‘lu firm, exquisite lips, whose vivid

low of scarlet was the only eolor that re-

ved, or was needed to relieve, the i-
vory beauty of her face and the wagnifi-| “'Now, Mr. Egerton 17
cent @lsk of hair, brow and eyes. She looked up, entrancing lights in her

A queenly girl was this Irene Conway, |eyes.
at whose disposal alieady a half-score of| 1le was standing in front of her, look-
wen's hearts had been placed, all aflame |ing eagerly at Ler, with an expression on
with the ardor she inspired, and »0 un-|his fuce that a wman might wear who has
consciously. A quiet, duinty wowan, |deliberately come face tr face with his
who bad walked unshateed through two |destiny—sach a look in his eyes, eager,
gay seasons at fashionable seaside resorts|determined, passionate, that a man might
through two fashionable winter dissipa-|wear when he knew he was tuking his
tions, and through one year of travel on |fate in his own hands. .
Continent, where the *‘beautiful Ameri-| His low, eager words broke the silence
can ” received sufficient adulation to have | of that recond thet was tinging Irene’s
turned any other girl’s head. cheekes with faint, unusual dumask.

And twenty-two found her as nincteen| ‘Do you love me? That is what I
had left her, marvelously fair, bewiteh- | want to kuow—that is what 1 waited to
ing attraetive, and tmtifv the last seven |bhear you sny—what 1 came tlj'ou to
weeks as heart-bearfis adamant. bave you tell me. Answer me—do you

Until seven weeks ago—seven short|love me ¥ '
weeks. And standing on the high bluff| It fairly took her breath, this fieree,
by the sea-side, the strong breese frolick- passionate wooing frow the man she had
iagamong some loose, flossed tresses of |thought av iceberg—this lover, who nev-
her hmr,ﬁrcne asked herself if it were|er had hinted a word of more than friend-
pogsihle that so short a time could work jly regard : took her breath, slmost, and
such magic changes. yet delighted her—this girl, whose heart

And by the wild pulsations of her heart |and soul bowed in bhuwble allcgiauce to
she knew her life was changed from cen-|him. _ :
tre to circamference in those last glad | Yet something, away down in the low-
weeks, counting from the day—nay, the|er part of her nature, arsse in rebellion
hour, the minute—that had brought her|thatary man-—even Rex, her king—
and Rex Kgerton face to face. should demand a confussion of love before

3he remembered it o perfectly we!l—|be had given an avowal ; and with that
that windy, cool sunsetting—when she [sudden uprising, all.the latent eoquetry
aad Miss Pordenne had met Me, Eger-|in her natore, that is in every wowman's
tou coming up from the depot, valise in|nature, uprose with it. She raised her
haud. She remembered his eplendid bow [dark eyebrows snrprisedly. |
when Miss Pordeune had presented bim,| **Asif Lior any other woman, would
and she actually laughed to herself now, |listen to such a question! The Mr.
as she reealled her mental astonishment | Kgerton, of asking if you are belo by
that such an elegant looking gentleman |8 woman to whom you mnever gave the
should go afout from the depot to the ho- | first intimation of regard before 1"’
tel. ‘**But you know what I mean when I

Sinece then, however, she had learned [usk you. You know, a3 well as though
the independence of the wman who had|l had been at your feet for a year, that
some to be the master of her destiny— | you are the oye woman in the world for
lesrned not only that one qualification, |me, and that I love you with a passion
but his every other characteristic—his|that is deathless as v’

intense !
roud superiority, his grand nobility, his|

Her heart was trobbing madly under
ordly seprem.cy over everything with |that caln, miniling exterior. lie loved
which be came in contact—even her-|bher—bhe

Irene.

|enj0’{ng the keen contrast between
'll'l.ll‘h. and llgh', aud color '“‘lln.
and cold, snd gloom, and darkues with-
out.

Ju‘t ng 'ﬁﬁdemu']y fﬁil’ tn-lliﬂht,
when the sont, ‘nee of bavishment to Rex
Egcrmn Cﬂdﬂd, as on the dﬂy ; i begln,
in the sweet Aug'®t days, beside the sea
—only in Irene Cor'way's fuce had gath-
efed and grown a ne W, rare sweectness, a
tender patience, a won. sbly softness that
was acquired through th * ministry of suf-
fering those weary six me¢ nths of waiting
had brought,
|  And to-night the time wa' up. Rex
Egerton had earncd his rewar d—the re-
ward of her love—so cruelly long de-
|lln-}"ﬁd.,
| She was rapturously happy. Ier heart
shone ant of hier beautiful eyes, and was
wirrored in the smile of perfecs faith, sid
trust, and content that curved ber firn
red lips—lips that were waiting Rex Ii-
|gerton's first kiss.

There was not a shadow of a doubt in
her Leart, as she stood there in the don
| gloom of that proplictic day—a day never
dreamed was so typicul. She was not
surer of her existence thun she was that
he would ¢ome ; and with rare, sweet pa-
tience, she waited for the hour, the mo-
ment, when he would take her in his
arins forevermore,

She had' dressed herself with jealous
scrupulousness, wanting to enchaut him
anew , and it was not possible she could
fail of enchanting any wan, with her pale |
ivory beauty, glowinggcherry lips, and

I

| rich duskness of eyes™8nd hair, so well
set off by the violet silk she wore, with
cool, calmly-gleaming pearls clasping her
throat, her perfeet wrists, and thresding
her flossy hair.

She looked like some grand Greek prin-
cess, in her graceful flowing drapery, as
she leaned against the window, hidden
from the group in the room by the erim-
son velvet curtains that shut off this bay-
windos from the worid—that wade »
trysting-place for the lovers who were
80 soon 10 come together,

Then, iuto all this raptaous anticipa-
tion—this overflowing measure of con-
teut—-cawe the fateful finger that froze
forever all smiles from her sweet, anxious
lips, all semblanca of aught but hopeless
woe from her heart-strings vibrate with
ecstusy—so strange, they thrilled her
with vague terror , a voice—Rex Eger-
ton’s voice! The sawme, yet not the
sane.

I tell you I will see her, for I've trav-
¢led thousunds of wiles on purpose !—

How the Gobbler Played the Balloon.

‘1T wonder what all this fuss is about,’
said Mother Blackleg one morning as she
started out of the barn and saw Farmer
Meiry’s children all dressed up in red,
white, and Llue, just starting oft in the
big wugon,

The gobbler shaded his eyes with one
claw, and looked for a long time—so long,
in fact, that the children disappeared over
the top of the hill before he stirred.

By this time Chicken Plump, who had
been washing her face and hands in the
trough, came up.

‘Do you know,’ said the gobbler, ‘why
all those children have rainb»ows over

their shoulders and those striped things |

on sticks in their hands ??

*Striped things on sticks !’ said Chick-
en Plump, scornfully; ‘doesn’t your heart
t2ll you what they are ?°

BAW,

were very impressive,

necessary to keep the audience awake,

awnke again,

would sing te himsell.
died away, Chicken Plump addressed the

The gobbler put his ear to his heart
and couldn’t hear a word, so he told
Chicken Plump that it didn’t.

The w hole farm-yard now came up and
crowded around.

* Gobbler you’'re a goose,’ said Chicken
Plump, ‘this is the Fourth of July, and
they’ve'gone to cclebrate.’ Shesaid it in
such a rolemn voice that the little chick-
ens thought it must be something awful
and began to cry.

‘*Our country calls upon us to join in
this celebration,” then continued Chicken
Plamp.

They all stood very still and listened,
but they couldn’t hear anything except
Farmer Maple’s old rooster.

* My friends,’ said Chicken Pluamp, ‘you
are mistaken ; the call is here,’ and she
struck hersell such a bYlow on the heart |
that it knocked her over backward.

‘*Now,” said Chicken Plump, *we’ve
got to have two things any way, or else we
can’t celebrate. \We must have a Goddess
of Liberty and a balloon,’

‘llow would I do for the Goddess,’
nsked the gobbler, modestly,

‘Are you serious?’ said Chicken Plump.

»

‘*Yes, I am,’” said the gobbler, who|;

did not begin to know what *‘serious”
meant.

‘Well,? said Chicken Plump, trying to
speak calinly, ‘I think I express the sen-
timents of those present when I say that
as & flrst elass goddess you would be a
fuilure,’

assemblage,
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|
the barn and sat there so very quietly | A SIIORT RULE FOR FRETTERS,
that Chicken Plump said he was the best | A young friend has been visiting me
balloun, as far as be went, that she ever| who was a fretter. She fretted when it

rained, and fretted wben it shone. She

The ceremonies down in the barn yard | fretted when others came to see her, and
The poem, deliv- | fretted when they did not. It is dread-

ful to be a fretter. A fretter is trouble-

ered by Mother Blackleg, was r

five or six times, while the oration, Ly | some to herself and troublesome to het
Chicken Plump herself (who was also the | friends. We, to be sure, have our trials,
Goddess of Liberty), was crowded with|but fretting does not help us to bear or
hits. Idon’t mean the hits that were|get rid of them.

I bave lately come across a short rule

although I must confess that the orator | for fretters, which they shall have. Iere
was obliged to appoint three or four aids|it is: Never fret about what you can’t
to go about puunching the sleepy ones|help, because it won’t do any good.—
‘around the yard until they were fairly | Never fret about what you can help ; be-

cause, if you can help it, do so. Say this

The Star Spangled Banner went off | when you get up in the morning, sayit at
splendidly, and the gobbler received spe- | noon, and say it at night ; and not only
cial permission to join in the chorus if he | say, but do, and that will be, do not fret
As the strains|at all—a fine duing.

‘But we have our trials,’ my young
readers say. Yes, you have; and your

‘Fellow-citizens, the time has come |little trials are as hard to bear as our big
when I must announce the last act in|ones. Bul frettivg doesn’t help them,

this glorious celebration.

There sits the |nor wishing we were somebody else, or

balloon anxious to take his flight among|dwelling upon them until they look a

the clouds.

great deal bigger than they really are,

They all looked up, and there, sure | Did you ever see that fable about the toad
enough, was the gobbler right on the very | and ths plantain leaf ?

end of the ridgepole, as Chicken Plump
had directed.

A toad used tolive under a stone beside
the brook. He was a pretty fat toad, and

* What do you mean by clouds?’ shout- | got along in the world as well as toads

ed the balloon.

generally do. One day he went out te

‘ Now,’” said Chicken Plump, without |find something to eat, and hopping out
answering the question, * the minute you | among the green leaves by the brook side,
see the balloon go up, you must all say|he heard a rustle among the leaves. He

‘burral’ three times, and clap your wings|said to himself, ‘There’s §
Then she called | beetles.

just as hard as you can,

e. Ilike
I'll be quiet and catch him.’ Se

to the balloon and told Lim to open his|he crept along till he got to it, and stuck

wings.

*Is there a good Lreeza ?’ called Chick- |ed to be a bumble-bee !

en Plump.
* First-rate,’ screamed the balloon.

out his tongune to get him; but it happon-
e dropped it
like a hot coal, and had to cry out in the
way toads cry, and hop back to his hole

‘Then jump with all your might,’|under the stone. Iie suffered with the

shouted Chicken Plump.

pain, and his tongue swelled up, and he

Well, you ought to have seen that gob- | was obliged to lie by for two or three
bler, that’s all. If it hadn’t been for the|days. Illopping out he plucked a leal of

name, you
balloon i

'd never have thought him a|(he plantain, and took it home for his
n this woild ; for instead of go-| medicine, and put it in his mouth tocure
ing up, he went down, down, fluttering|the sting of the bee. Ile stayed at home

and tumbling and gobbling, while every | for two or three days, and began to geé

one in the yard held up his claws with|pungry, and poor, and lean. Ashehops =

horror. T'he balloon struck first on the ped along, he came under the leafof &
clothes line and then on the pig pen, and plantain, and being very tired and hun-
when it 1eached the ground it lay all | gry, he stopped under the leaf, and looks
mussed up so that you never would have | ing up, said, *Oh, what a nice time you

L -

Who dares to refuse me to eec my prow-

known it. Chicken Plump was the first | plantains have! Ishould like to change
ised Lride 1" '

Of life’s d=ep mysteries, The gabhler turned away to hide his

| - And turbid tide,
| When every deed is done,
- And sorrow past,
I stand within my lor,

Complete at last,

A while to linger here,
To fast and pray ,

A little while to sow,
Beside the way ;

While tears iny spirit féed,
And darkness lowere,
With here and there o ray

To kisathe tfluwers,

A little while, and then,
The pulm in hand,

The river in its flow,
And goldon strand,

The sile of God within,
The gweey repose,

The heart frown sin set froe,
"Tls free frons wues.

Oh ! sweet and happy day !
1 widh theo near,
¢ No wrinkle on thy brow. "
) briny teyr.
| I & thrioe all hail !
I sigh

' | houses, and ull the
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loved her, this splendid,
self.

She adwitted it to herself, with littlu
shivers of delight. Yes, he was her lord
and waster, who countrolled her cver
thought, who beld captive every emotion
of her heart, that, scaled so long, only

strengthful man !
should share her love, wuless he sued
wore bumbly than this.

“*Oh, then, by the royal right, you are
privileged to ask me what questionus you
pleage: ouly Mr. Kgerton, don't be too

Aud yet not even he

emotion, ‘Ierhaps,’ he said, recklessly,
‘1 could be a balloon,

He didn’t know what a bhalloon was,
but as Chicken Plump said y must

8 She stepped suddenly forth from be-
tween the curtains, perfectly rdadiant, just
a8 Major Ernest interposed an arw in her
path.

*You need not be alarmed, Miss Irene.

*To meet

ared forth a greater torrent of adoring | certain.’”’
love at the touch of the master hund.—| **Certain that you luove me? I know
Bhe kpew it, felt it iv every fibre of her | you do, as well as 1 do you, only you do
being, that she Joved him, and her heart|not choose to say so—only you will not
sang glad jubilics; and with the mnext|yield the loyalty your heart urges you to
pulsation, ti’m peans changed to strains|give. [Ircue, once again—do you love
as weird, sad winor keys, when. it came|me 1"
home to hor, in all its keen force, that| She knew, now, imperiousness and co-
Rex Egerton had never spoked or lovked | quesry on her part would never couquer
any love for her. : ‘
She turned away from the sparkling, | way. Should she let him see, let him
joyous sea, with its white-sailed vessels, | know, just u little of her heart?
bearing many a lover to his swecthesrt's| 8o she tacked off, thoughtfully twisting
srme, she thought, half enviously, half- her rings, while he wuited 1 a gust of
bitterly, and walked slowly ulong the|agouy for her answer. Very soft, aud
blufl, her glorious head drooped, her ten- | sweet, and maddening, it came.
der cyes bent to tho damp papds below,| *‘Mr. Egerton, wo™en do not care to
where a fow children, barefooted, chut- |confess all they feel when gheir suitors
by-ankled, disregsrdful that it was time |ure eager to take so much for granted.”
to re-don divper attire, which arduous| Surely now be would follow her lead—
task was already oscupying nine-tenths|surely now he would Jose that white, in-
of the hotel bontrders, thus leaving the|tense look, snd smile at her, and call her
bluff, the sands, the »ses, the summer-|darhing, and—and kiss her.
tfection of that Av-| She wus Jogsived in her mental osti-
ot ¢ay, far Irene Couway snd Kex|wate of him—so ignorant of the depth of
rton, his capacity for worship—s0 unable to
She saw him ecoming, and her besrt |comprohend the foars of such » soul as
to her white, round throat, She|his.
saw him coming, not leisurcly, as she| Hedid pothing she hoped he would.
was going toward him, but walking at a|Instead, bhe ’T y stepped nearer, and
paes that betokened esrnestuess, even|then he looked straight down into her

eyes.
preparing to bow, but "'Women eannot hide what they feel ;
forget

petrified ees ot the|nor am I tuking anythiug for granted.—

sight of his deathly pale face and intense- Blti y!?:l do love we ! 1 dare you to de-

| t . ; {oyit |

"“ ) E‘.’:l:n. vou slmost terrify me ! ’ﬂh flirted her fan ecarclessly, as she

Is snything the matter ¥ swiled Lewitchingly ; then lovked him
He , and then wheeled beside bunll.in the oyes.

ber.

‘I have never wllowed mysclf to be
**Nothing is the matter that should ter- dared, Mr. Kgert Come to me sis

since 1 was -u&l“ hs trom to-day, and U'll sunswer you
“You au“"ln'll tell me then what
you will not tell me now 1" ¢
She nodded, half-merrily, the lights 1
eyes half-eraging him. |
~ **I will come six months from tu-day

—siz months of 19 win you-—siz
 n30's Hlo went awsy sbruptly. Not &

“gir) who had[not s of her

rynph this last hrur

Shakos be sariedbor._ Tl
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This fellow seems to have an idea he
knows you, and—"

A gray, awful pullor spread its banoer
of sickening pain over her face,

‘Jt—it is—Rex—Rex ! iy it you, my
darliag 7"

She would have flown to meet him e-
veu then, but wus pegrified in her step
by the absent stare of his eyes, the va-
cant swile ou his lips—ah, these perfect
lips !

“*She was fair and young, like you,
and she bade we come in six months, 1
am here. [ dewand wy bride ',

““Poor fellow ! he's us cruzy us a loon !
Has he escaped from an asylom ¥ or whay
can be the watter? Titus”—0 the foot-
man——""assist the wan out, and sce that
the doors are sccured. Iremne—Irene,
child !

For #he had fullen proue on the carpet
senseless us & statue, as the awful truth
came to her, goaded by conscicnee and
outraged love, that in his overwhelwing
love Enr her. reason bad refused to endure
her eruel ediet, and hat the wmental wreck
before her, as well as the hopeless woe of
despair that settled over her, that wild
winter night, were l* just fruits of a
wowan's merey ! |

> A~

A SOFT ANSWER,

The husband was quick of temper, and
often inconsiderate. The¥ had not been
married not yet o yesr when, one dnﬁy.
ina fit of basty wrath, be said to his
wife,—

1 wapt no correction from J' .
you are notsatisfied with my cunduat, you
can return to }.m own home whence |
u;u.: pl. and find  happiness with your
2

“If ] leave you,” returped the unbap-
py wifu, “will you give meo back that

which 1 b"!ﬂ‘ o yout”
““Kvery lar. 4 1 ocovet not your
wealth,  You sball have it all back '’
“*AlL,” she apswered, ‘‘l meant not

the weulth of gold. 1 thought not of

dvoss. | meant :
| " snt P
N
ou give these bac

If

h"‘l"

have it, he thought it must be Something
pretty nice,

*Gobbler, you’ve hit it just right this
time; youn shall be the balloon,” said
Chicken Plump, and the gobbler wuas obli-
ged to give himself for ten minutes into
the hands of his friends Lo receive their
congratulations,

* The next thing,® said Chicken Plump,
‘is to choose the poet.’

‘O, couldu’t I swap off being a balloon
for a poet,’ cried the gobbler, ‘I know a
piece already.

*What is it ¥’ suid Chicken Plump,

‘I don’t want to say it, if I'in going to
be poet, 'cause 1 want to surprise yon,’
answered the gobbler, *but it begins like
this :

‘ You'd eearce expect one of my nge

T'o speak in public on the stage.’
And if that won’t do, I'm Jearning

¢ Little grains of water,
Little drops of sand,
Make the-—wakeo the—make the—-'

‘Well, never mind now,’ said Chicken
Plump, ‘just take a day off some time and
tell us all about it.’

At last they got it all settled, hut they
had a greut deal of trouble with the gob-
bler, who wanted to fwup off being u bal-
loon for every thing else in the celebra-

tion,
They got together a splendid cholir,
which was given just an hour in which to

learn the Star Spungled Banner, As the

gobbler was told that the balloon would
not come off until the very last thing, he

lnsisted upon being a * banner *
too, as he called it. Bo the choir went

down bebind the pig pen to practice.
They sat down in three rows, ard Chick-

en Plump conducted. They had only
sung the first Jine when the conductor

them,
.muhlnc wrong,’ he said, *the first
row will plense rise and sing it alone.’
"l'h:u'l all 1ight. Now the next row

® pext row was all right too,
~ *The’trouble must be in the last row,’
sald Chicken Plump, and ns
form of ' the aros
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to reach the spot.

‘Perhaps I was hasty in this balloon
busiiss,
emotion,
bler’s head.

The injured balloon was carvefully car-

ried to the barn and placed on the hay. imﬂ first place, we have to work for of

places. Toads have a hard life,’

The plantain said, ‘Friend toad, T =
’ she said, almost choking with |should like to change too. Idon'tses
as she lenderly stroked the gob- | what toads have to complain of. |

ik
they must have a fine time of it.’ Y
* Let me tell you,” said the toad.

)

They rubbed the invalid all over, and by | living, and find all we g to ui‘;"i P

and by the gobbler’s eye opened (he had
only one).

Motioning to Chicken Plump, the gob-
bler said, wearily,

‘ Has theye Leen a fight ¢?

b NO- ¥

‘ Who knocked me down, then ¥*

‘*Nobody, you came down yourself,’
sald Chicken Plump* *Don’t you re-
member, you were the Fourth of July
balloon,

The gobbler raised Limself on his elbow,
‘Did I do pretty well for the first time?’
he nsked, looking appealingly arouwd,
and they a'l said Lhat if ever they had an-
other Fourth of July celebration and
wanted some sort of a balloon, ng matter
haw poor it might be, that they should
certainly call upon him again ; and then
the gobbler went off to sleep, with a smile
on his face, and slept so long that Chick-
en Plump sald it was better than all the
medicine in the world.

- AP -

“AS THE TWIG IS BENT.”

“Well, I declare! I don't see where
that child gets bis disposition frowm,” I
heard & mother exclaim, not M sinoe

to her busband.
O, how casily any jmpartial obscrver
she could not

cvuld have told her:

L, m

sometimes, when we think we are

to get n Leetle, we get a '

Then, again, in winter time we ‘

up, and when we come out the Loyscome

nlong and stone us, and the crows pick us

up; isn’t that trouble ¥ wi.il> vaq plant.

ains have just t*o‘ by the brook, and

don't have to work. I should just like to

change places with you.’ *
‘Stop! let me tell yon my side.”

the plantain, We cannot ‘.‘ _

you can, but have to .S

put. If we want a drink of

can’t go to the brook and get

can’t move an inch to go e

world and visit our nextneigh

the sun sliines hot all day, and we

bear it, nnd can’t hop under

you do. Then, by and it come _

cow and nips oft our Tead, of a little

worm eats into our heart, and we have uo

power to shake him off, - Lshouk

change plices w |

and 1 will tuk

jous to hop ¢

m-r' e,
‘Stay, stay I' &
fpdends

and the only r} wa

2 Sanad

sce ; and she would mot have believed |not to wish oursely

had she been told.

fret ourselves beg

An incident, cowical in some respecta, | contentedly b

but yetscriously suggestive, came under | with

my observation within that mother's
yard, the relation of which will
solve her moral problem.

““Jack !"” screamed a bright "
M-blil‘d. fair-faced little y Of 1
more than six summers, to her y
brother, who msel
the wall, where he was
a strip of
for-nothin
sorment
m llh,lhllh. D

daor

. 'hl. l.l_. 9 -
Loy T
- I'll take ol
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