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<.11l!3ccIllllcu~,Strndiîg Iller-, :,ha turned, aîîd looking off te tho sioutheast,
espicdl whîite Bliaf ts gleinîing banda a setting of green.

A TRUANT EPISODE.-(Cntinuoed.) "1 dechîre! Thoro's a graveyard. Lot us go and se it. I love
"I t5CCii~ tO ic (ld -graveyarda ; don't you 1" cried the old lady, excitcdly.

"I t seems to me I did - once," said the old ian, absently. "'But "rool! Don'tcare îiucb *îbout.tlioni.
it talkes tinbers and buards aiid nails, and a saw." queer notions," retnrncd the old lian ; but li accompnnied lier i

" Oh dear nie !" laughed the aitiable old lady. " Just hear hiii s set eagorly off in the direction of tic conactery. Over tli rougli
talk ! Why, I can made thu nicest house you .ver saw ou$ of and stony grouuid they labored, plodding througb elayey embank-
stoies &and brick. Th-it is the way wu girls always do in the'-chool- iients nd aeross narrow ditclies. Rcacing le'el grouid at Ist,
yard. Just lay tliems in rows for walIs, don't you kiow ?" aid roainiig aloig 8treeta aid by.ways, tley eaîiî nt iength to tli

lier aged coipanion busied hiiiiself iiidustriously, bri-ging her old mission churc, <uaint aid nciezt, wi. its rude Moeriah
bits of rock, whs:hà shte formied inito intersecting- chaîne uponi thebia f ocwlu.î le orîidiltoinerctiigclaxi UOi architecture and tliick adobe walls. They paused and gazed for a
ground, witi here anid there a break between. White:i they paused mnent at iged structure, before cuîtering the decrepit gate
to rest hie proudly designated the bouidaries of ':e parlor, sitting-
roomi, and kitchen, which :shte had :onsbtr-ucted.ronî, nd ktclîiî,wlîcli lieliai ioust uced.A policeîîî:u. .viso bad bicou atnivdinig in the sliadow of tlic churchi

"Now you can go in the parlor and sit down, and I shall stay in and clcly frtiowîîug ticir ioveiieits, dfow front bis pocket a
the sittiig-roomî anad kinit," :mîîd sie brought forth her wvork fromr
the capaucious reticule. "I But theru! How many tiiies will I M:Eî, PEOF.E LiaT.
have to tell you not to walk over the walls, lut cone through the e ,a strect, lis reported te
doobrs. There ! You've gune ont over the walls, and iow you are tle police tlat lis father, aged 82, aid ehildish, left ]oue early
coiinuuug througli a window. Oh dear, oh dear! tlis forenooi ou ait erraid tu the market near by, and ias not ince

"Stuiff :ud nonsense ' What's the ditference ?'' retorted tlc ld returncd. iforation cading to the discoery uf bis dbcreabouts
man, irascibly. " That's righit, now. Go to bawling, will you, just
like a silly girl A'' :igcd lady is also reportcd bat frout ber residence, 1,793 Fol-

Sl'im iot cryingii, aid 'i no aillier tian you "; and the old lady sanistreet. Site %vas :ttiredina plain blackboîiibaziiieaîidcarried
bridled. I'd tlaik you to behliavu yourself, or l'Il go straight in lier land au einbroidered reticuk, tied witli black ribbeîu.
li-sie :and tell my- " Shie broke off suddenly, and looked vaguely Quess l'Il go :cress tlî strctaîd telcploiidowi tuhecentrai
about at earth :laid sky in startled questioing.ao i i

" There, there, don't get huffy. We'll play war," lie added, a %Iwlilu tîe singular pair pursued thcir way aleig the tanglcd
bright thoiight itrikiig him. " This sa the battle of Bunker Hill. pathi li iiitersectcd tle old ceietery. Astraîgt li reignod
Yuu are tie *lTories, ani lere I comie witli my canon. B0oom1i tlrougbout tîx place. Hure and tei a etarled bird tlcw frein its
Boims !" nist.

lis gentle f e shuddered. "I iiever could play that. War is I Wc night phay lde aid seek ainong tiestones, 'suggested tlic
tuo dreadful," she said. - Poor little Jinmie Hale. Such a old mari, arthcssly.
pleasanttempered, gay young lad lie was, but thy brouglit M Tie cid lady looked at im severciy. m You nimst ho a very

back from the Mexican War with a bullet hule in his breast. Diry lcd boy to tiik of sucb a thing. Lot us walk about aud spel
aie low niixed up I an. That wasn't Jimiiiie Bale. That îvas a nainesw aid verses on the tones, and sunell the flowes," sie
brown-bearded, gallant ni, aid-imie-wy, Jinie is a boy,addd getly.
and gave le the book the icacher gave hiimî on last prize.day." Slu I1 don't like te du that,"rtid lier compaSihn, pevisly. ITie
siiled miistily. lianes arc to bard and long, 'F-ran.c.is-c -a

" Well," said her conpanion, impatient of these reminiscences, Wlat a queer nine. And wbii did aie di 7-1835.
"if -war don't suit you, how would you like te have a gaie, of What yetr is tlîis?"
miumuîbleperg ? I '3; isn't iL?" caune the doubtful respense.

" What ?" Her curiosity was aroused, and lier voice cxpressed Pslaw! Tiatwas hast ycar or tieyear befere. Let ue sec! 1
,warm interetst. wbrni -

Muiiblepeg." Ho drew fron lis pocket an old jack-knife, oh, 'l taik dates. 1 nover could kcep tho absurd things in
very loose ini the joints, and opened one of the blades. îdy sais lhe ed lady, sîniig. IJust look at this ctisiing

"First yons.place it across the palm of your land anid tcss it up lîttle grave, ail cercd witb nyrtle and palisies. It nist have
over-so ' 'Thie knife turned a soiersault in the air, and the bc» a baby-a swcct bttle baby. But bore arc some naughty
blade was deeply buried in th ground. He pulled it out witl a1 wecds tlitare trying te choke eut tane tlewos"
air of triunph. " Theu you place it on tlc back of the hîand and Slo carefully uprooted tho noxious itruders and bout forward
toss it up agaiin." The kniife revolved anîew in the air, but fell fiat to decuplier the lcttering upon the atone. Thon she tnrted ildhy,

up~oni its side.

SWlu ver ne isses it's th ther's tu. But ' jut show- lokedarud lier. owailb frinerli. that.. «Vlsiàeer bie iiis-,e its liclliestm. utVzr j intsh n- ontenît tho burden of thie forgotten years caccndcd lapon ber.
ing you now, you know. Thte one who beats gots all the marbles. Dropping ipon her ces, aîo fig lier.tm prectingly over
NexL timu comtes tis," and holdig the blade between bis finger tho tîuy uld, and laid ler withcrcd face anion-, the blossoins.
anld thîumb, lue essayed te give it a dexterous flip in the air, but - darlîug! Mothers prcous ahe cried. 'Goîe se long

filg te make it. describe the propier curve, the sharp blado front theso enîpty anis. WVbeuî Mil 1 sec You

desceu.ded uponl hbis hand, cutting a deep) ash in tle palm. HO A d sie nîouriied and 3obbcd in a tearls anguisb.
made light of the inijury, and cideavored tu staunch the blood with Tit voucc o! thc old rnan, ab3crtly repentig sume famiiar words,
lis red hianidkchdîief. But lis culipanuioni, greatly distressed, fcli upon lier car:
hurried hi down to the shhllow brooklet, anîd after bathing the And «d Au airay aU lewrx frem their ces, and tlirc shah
wouid in the little sitrani, woInd lier own hiandkcrchbief tenderly be uao more dcath, iicrtiie, sarroir, tuer crtiuig, mucWucr -hal there te auîy

"oboutP tu haDn. ar m bre Gpain.


