
BY AUNT

the sun “W* began his race, 
®?d Peering over the ocean 

“ . Sol?ng \,ur Um lonely waifs he 
had left floe-ting there when he said 

@ood-aight” end went below. Ay 
thay were still there, end what was 
«to light showing them? A dbip 
doming into view out of the horizon 
haae; her aaals catching >ttie gold *>f 
■the morning, riding on like a mighty 
deliverer. Up went Guy’s scrap of a 
handkerchief again—such a tiny till- 
nail of distress.

Poor, isolated children, cold, hun
gry. thirsty, with wen wistful faces, 
watching the stately bark ridiig bo 
majeaticeliy ‘on; now as if nearing 
thetn, now eg soorndng-to turn from 
tor course for aught so puny as .two 
such mites of castaways.

CHAPTER VI.-MISSED AT HOME 
—A DRIFTING SUN-HOOD. — 

- GRANT’S BOAT A WRECK.

At Elm Lodge the afternoon glid
ed away very like other afternoons 
save that Marjory was busy going 
tare and there, proponing for her 
boys. Tom, too, the toot toy, and 
Federal running footman of the es
tablishment. was to an unwonted 
state of elation and excitement at 
the prospect of the throe young 
“asters’ home-coming, and his own 
adventurous journey to the station, 
with » certain donkey end cert, to 
meet them, and bring tome their avenue a small boy got on and
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rather proud of It, too, for «I,A Small Pill, but Powerful .—They 
that judge of the powers of a pill 
by its size, would consider Parme- 
lee's Vegetable Pills to be lacking. 
It is a little wonder among pills. 
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in potency. The remedies which

jory must bo told/’ sighed he. draw
ing a long breath, and turning from 
the sea with a shudder. “Dut we 
needn’t tell ÿer the worst: just sav 
we cen t fhjti them, and Mr. Rains
torm is gone out m a boat to lot* 
for them—and Mrs. Raiasford must
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Tbe world grew brighter to© vtogged 
Tim

When a wdU-dreBseti gen/tlemam

then pase- 

buey city

said to him,
“Good-morning,- sonny!’ 

ed along,
And was lost in the 

throng; \
It xvas next much for "the mam 

say.
But the world grew brighter to 

Tim that day.
Tbe world grew brighter for Mather

Gray,
As Tim stung out in a cheerful way, 
“Good-morning, mother !,r then pass

ed along " • *
With a lighter Step and heart, of

song1;
It was not much for Tim to say, 
But the world grew brighter to 

Mother Gray.
A bright ‘‘Good-marnam»,*' a «cheery

song, • *. .
Or a kind word Spoken can not go

wrong;
Into some heart they are sure to

A ray of light that will thrive and
■grow,

Ever increasing from day to day,
Till the earth and its people have 

passed away.

dtear mother, in the rush of drees-
S^,.u,e h0UBe’ muet

SPIDERS CAST OUT LIFE 1JNES.
I took a large spider from hie web 

under the basement of a mill, put 
him on a chip of wood, and set 
him afloat on the quiet waters of 
the pond. He immediately began to 
oast a web for the shore. He threw 
it as far as possible in the air with 
the wind. It soon reached the shore 
and made fast to the spires of grass. 
Then he turned himself about and, in 
true sailor fashion, began to haul 
in hand over hand his cable. Care
fully he drew it until hie baric be
gan to move toward shore. As it 
moved the faster he the faster drew 
upon it to keep his bowser taut, 
and from touching the water. Soon 
he reached the shore and quickly sped 
bis way homeward. I tried several 
spiders and they all came to shore 

' in like maimer.

On the way home Agatha Ward 
overtook Amy. “You aro-juat the
STi “""t *° toe,” toe ex
claimed. - Grace WeQle Sms bad to 
gç away with her aunt, and that 
»avea a gap in our class entertsdn- 
m«rL Yoa can fin it totter than 
eaytody If you only will. It will
not be hand for you to learn ~ the 
linee, if the time is short. Do tell 
me you will.”
iv"H«t wÎVeip’"eadd Amy "iow-
jLy ?Î51,b"? tod other plane, but 

tould give way, if those lines 
m™ttoloa™d. Agatha’s thanks 
repaid the little ««-denial. You 
ate always so ready to pick up 
thin@s that drofj,’’ Agatha said.

Do you remember the* a prophet 
once said .he loniikwf "«wJTy iv 1001000 «W a man to ^toand in tto gap," and could not 
fted one ? What a pity. A gap- 
filler, one who will come to Help in 
emergencies, when the edges cannot 
to brought together. Otherwise, one 
who fills chinks, is a valuable mem-

nuer. There is room for ’more like

Don ts for Working 
Girls.

benefit

told. They are/ the Bost«n He- 
P°“'t 80 to public dances 
Don t gio to Saturday nieihV 
Don’t miss yournmverf4^ d™cos’ 

rooming s£"l Payers m the 
Celia or Jim^J°Ur *** with

-W» beforein the morning “ tnna *°

SHE FILLED A GAP.
due

"Amy, Amy,” celled Mildred, the 
10-year-old. Her sister, a high 
school girl, appeared to answer.

"Oh, Amy, we need somebody to 
help in the game—just one more. Do 
oome and play, or we oan't go on.”

The young girl laughed pleasantly 
and 'made believe that ahe was 10, 
with such success that the children 
cried after her. "Wish you'd always 
help us out.”

"Daughter,” called a gentle voice. 
It was mother this time. "Will you 
please take this sample and get a 
half-yard more silk as soon as you 
oan? There was a mistake made 
and the edges won’t come together. 
We must have another piece at

Amy took the sample and hurried 
off to match it wilgfr V* light was 
good. She had planned something 
different for that bit of time, but

Joo’t be late for wore, ana
J*» t guve less labor than is
for what you receive. Hence,
mie <Lrt®?rUP t!?Ut TJ1He and Ma- 

J™’ and some others, un-
cris^L°hariU:tera are burned to a
stm w^ti'ng™0™^' yoUr «

toD^ tn8‘ilLi0“r empl°0'«’ a chance 
«> to ai benefactor. Rather bee-W,. Tata a favor from ^ 
man and you ere on most treacher
ous ground, thereafter 
^Doo/t permit the least bit of fami- 

tT^S 7aur •mpkysr, whether

to rn, tbe dwnemfa T*e

Don’t live to eat but eat to live. 
You cannot stand the indiscretion of 
salting nothing but candy and ice 
cream and tea tor lunch.

Dto't break/ Into a conversation. 
It s far totter to be poor end polite 
than rich and impolite 

Don’t he jealous. It will hurt you 
not the one of whom you are jeel-

Tom, they’re not oome to 
Iter Guy Raineford hag tek- 

» down to the shore, and 
not come In—they muet have 
“i the time.” ’’’

please who* am I to do?’’ 
he Inquired; "go on without 'em, 
or welt lor ’em, and- lose tbe young 

•'Wsotlemen’e train?” ~
'‘Wait for them a few minutes," 

<x>mmnmded Marjory; “you can do 
that, and still be in time; the train 
Isn't due till six."

'■'Five fifty-ftve,” said precise 
Tom; "so there ain't much Lima to 
wait, for Jack won't go no faster 
than a trot.”

"No, I should think not,” return
ed) Marjory; "Still, all the same, 
you cam wait a little time.”

So Tom went 'back to the donkey, 
and amused himself with whisking 
off tbe flies from his ears; lifting 
now one hoof, now tbe other, to 
see that his shoes were as they 
should be, and no stone therein 
tightening and loosening the har
ness; and, in fact, tormenting the 
poor creature with bis fidgets, as 
Marjory would have sand, till he was 
as impatient to be off as the boy 
himself.

"Please, Mrs. Marjory, I’d best be 
gorin’,” said he, presenting himself 
once more at the (hack door, after 
the lapse of a few minutés.

"Well, -yeS; Ixsee you're on thorns 
to be off,” returned she.

" 'Tis the donSdey I’m thankin' of 
—he won’t à land still,” said Tom in
nocently.

"Oh! ay, such a donkey, such a 
driver—go along.” Thus she dis
missed him, and away went the cha
riot and charioteer.

A very Jehu equipage it was for 
speed and noise, as it tore along the 
good mile and a half to the station. 
Whew!- ■ the train came sweeping In 
as Tom drew rein, just in time to 
avodd a^collision with certain 
•barrier gate, which shut off the 
platform from such mad-cap drivers 
There they were, Duke, Harold and 
™T’ paring out, springing out; 
aridnow they were tugging at Tom’s

£** ** *** you:" and 
then they patted old Jack; Duke
roughed off to see after the luggage
T0™.^ heel®. the otheTtwo 
landing by the donkey.

"Why, where’s Miss Elli© and the 
<VtJier Hui© lady?” inquired Duke 
when a porter had landed their 
trunks safe in the cart.

‘‘They were down on the shore ’ 
And hadn’t come back, Master Duke,’1 
etead Tom, giving Jack the word to 
move forward.

'Ah! my lady is forgetting old 
friends for new ones,” remarked Ba
sil, and trilled, as they all marched

princess, had so lately stood. The 
were sweeping -into tbe cave 

itoelf wit* sullen roar, the moke- 
t«ieve dragon stood ball-submerged 
tot where was its tiny victim?-tod 
<*e been rescued? or had the sea, 

monster, stolen her?
_ *Where can the children be?” said 
Mr. ifauisford, as they all stood on 

high shelving path, the waters 
ae^thmg beneath, and sending up 
spray from time to time to where 
they stood as in defiance
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And even as he put the question , 
something came in sight which seem--^

HER WILFUL WAY.

'Old friends, old chums, o-ld boots, 
and clothes,

Must change for new oties/I sup
pose;

But dear old tatter’d loves, I say 
It grieves me sore to cast away. ’

which the others said was his own 
impromptu composition, and he did 
not deny tit. They were pleasant- 
kxxklng boys, though Di*p was * 
little high and mighty, carrying has 
head stiffly, as became one with so 
high-sounding a name. The mile and 
a half along lanes and field-ways, 
bordered with ripening blackberries 
and taill honeysuckles, were soon 
traversed by the cavalcade, and then 
they stood in the yard, announcing 
their arrival with an Indian war- 
whoop which brought out Marjory 
to the door. Tbe young ladies -had 
not yet come home, the good nurse 
told thvm, as they hugged and kiss
ed her, patting her on the batik, boy 
fashion, and telling her she was the 
jolliest dame in Christendom, after 
all.

'Not come home, well,

fly the Author of'""Dolly’s Golden 

CHAPTER V.—Continued. .
Slippers,’’ "Claimed at Last,’

pZï: °uy’ what shall we do? 
®~Pe<1 rin her misery.
«^ïLGuy’S heart woa heavy with 
toother misery and fear He

“ “ * '"»»«». a HUlti mite 
« a girl down in rnid-ocean tossed

HethsSto°tlra'ir aad sPtoteteelleyos. 
wavTT!? t0 sce lum the arm-Hk© 
iww ^ snatchod tor from he? 
t ^ pri8011> .home her dkxwn 
Ya terrible captivity timn

•>'
not1^™ Em»: she has nothing;
’tis wa™hto wto,k °an hep tehen 

nv, toiled with water,’’ said he 
Nor the dragon hurt tor?” 

mh ' nor the dragon hurt her * 
bbg S.!5^ ^fPhied a little, sob- 
think of^tL/01; H Wiae 1wticrous to 

-y
nj ,ho sh!all «y how wee yfac

would run their course »c.hMUt 161 OT hindreoce. the ntin

K/K-sSirE;
■*«« swooping down 

(Hi, Guy, there is
i,p "ft of the deep *ifVadg ihe «fut little maiden. P' the

No, Olive, no.” -
?^y- 'leviathan

nor In anyooav- 
he tried to soothe &er : the chiM0”'4” W'

T81 i t woe me 
hutching ait it; 
vl° to keep her 
, trom overtur 
Soon alter tills 

•““da cleared,

ZJZ; t,vcr
^Ing for .- 
ht broke in 
> And the l 

fc.ee

alone, and they'll'Leave them 
oome home.

And bring their tales behind them.

sang Basil, as if fain to pour out 
his heart in song at this happy 
home-coming.

"L’ve a mind to send Tom to look 
K>r them,” suggested Marjory.

Ah, if they bad only khown, jf 
Marjory had but known, sitting 
the nursery at her tea, her two 
nurslings’ places empty! As for
Tom, he came book no wiser than 
he had gone: he saw no traces of 
the little ladies anywhere on the
rhearii, and none of the children there 
seemed to-know that they had been 
there; so Marjory next despatched 
him to Mr. Rainsforti’g to make In
quiries there.

That was when the boys were 
making a hour of the place among 
ttodr pets and beldngings left in Guy 
Raineford’s care. Nothing had been 
seen or heard of them there, was 
the blank announcement he brought, 
followed shortly after by Mr. Raliw- 
ford himself.

"I can’t think where they are. I’m 
going myself now to see after then 
said he to Marjory, after he had 
efoafefcn hands wtfth the three lads, 
and tlbey had volunteered to go with

ed to answer it.
"See, what is that?”
It was Duke spokie. his boyish 

chedk turning pale in the already 
waning light, though a liirid glow 
was still in the west. That was 
something heaving and tossing on 
the restless waters beating around 
the drason’s stronghold—a white 
something, a child’s sun-hood they 
believed It to Ibe. Hy clambering 
down the rocks n. little lower, and 
with the aid at Mr. Rainsford's stick!

toy fished it up, a white heda/to 
Wed sun-hood, which seemed to tell 
its own tale. Mr. Rainsford knew 
it, well the little white hood, with 
its blue ribbon bow and strings: it 
was Ellie’s! But where, oh where 
was the wee golden-haired child who 
had so lately worn it?

"Heaven help us!” he said, and 
his hand trembled as he took it.

“Whose is it?’ asked Duke husk
ily, divining the answer.

"It is little Ellie’s—your srister’s,” 
A hush fell upon them aW as they 
looked into each other's eyes.

"What do you think-?—what do 
you fear?” questioned Duk’e, scarce 
above a whisper. Basil was al
ready‘sobbing. apart by himself,

"I fear they are washed out to 
sea;” and the waives, lapping and 
dashing in, seemed .to echo the 
words, "Washed out to sea, washed 
out to sea.”

‘What can be done?”
‘Well, Dukie, we mustn't stand'here 

or we shall share the same fate,” 
sadd Mr. Rainsford—where they then 
stood was below high-water mark— 
thinkfing of his wife at home, their 
only son even no# mayhap in 
watery grave.

"We must go and get a boat to 
put out in search of them,” he add 
ed, scanning the wide waste of sea 
and Seeing nothing to give him 
hope; and yet. hope he must.

Along their eerie path they retrac
ed their steps, and soon they were 
on the old familiar beach where 
fishermen lounged and children play
ed. Put out to sea in Search of the 
three children.? there was not 
'brlave fellow there that would not 
do it. A boat was soon manned 
Mr. Rainsfarth himself one of the

"Don’t carry the news to Mrs. 
Rainsford,” said be to the three boys 
who, with white faces, watched him 
off. They pleaded to join the ex
pedition , but Mr. Rainsford told 
them "No; gio home and tell Mar
jory whet we fear, but don’t say 
anything about the finding of the 
hood, and don’t carry any word to 
my wife—better suspense them miser
able certainty, before we are sure.” 
^Ana the hoys answered, "All right 
stir,” with full hearts.

"Old Grant’s boat .be gone,” spake 
an urchin of nine at their elbows, as 
the three stood watching the boat 
leap out on its sorrowful quest.

“Eh! what?” Duke grasped the 
speaker’s shoulder.

"Old Grant’s boat be gone and 
losed, and I see un go.”

’When?” spoke the three boys in 
a breath.

"This afternoon.
“Who in ifr?”
”1 couldn’t rightly see, but I thirtik 

twere Master Rainsford and one 
lit/tie lady as sailed away, and left 
t'other one on the rook, to .be 
drownded. ' '

"Why didn’t you ttill this before 
questioned Duke sternly—Duke could 
be stern when he liked.

"Because I were afraid.”
"Is this true ?”
“Yes, where’s the use o' tell in’ lies 

about drowinded folk. I wish 'twer 
n't true.”

“And what became of the little 
lady left behind?” asked Duke.

"I don’t know.”
”l>id the boat come back1? ’ ’
"I didn’t see ’un.”
“What drid you see?”
“Nothink ’cept what I’ve said.”
The .boys looked at one another 

Old Grant’s boat was generally 
moored "high and dry in a little cove 
of a shelter among the rocks at high 
tide, as Bos been said; the boys 
could not discover whether it was 
there or gone till the tide turned, 
and then their che#<|i turned pale as 
they thought of what the outgoing 
tide might reveal. They scarcely 
thought Guy Rainsford would be mad 
enough to put out to sea in a boat, 
docile, obedient, trustworthy little 
fellow as he was, and yet Jimmy 
Green affirmed it toy saying: "I see 
ena. go out—Master Guy and '■one 
of the little ladies.”

"'Well, I don’t see any use of stay
ing here any longer,” said Duke.*

"Nor yet in Mr. Rainsford and the 
others going out to look for them,” 
oxlded Basil, "for I believe they are 
drowned.”

IJow, we who know better can but 
nope that there would be use in 
thçir going out—that there was even 
a. Providence in their doing so, for 
tijle rescue of the small castaways.
As for the fate, of Ellie, our hearts 
sink within us, with that white sun- 
hood as a token before our eyes 
which Duke holds so tenderly, like 
something- belonging to the dead and
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Ham t ye found ’ am, Master 
Duke?” whispered hie, for Marjory 
wae on the alert at the beck door.

No, ’ returned the heavy-hearted 
lad; “but we’ve found this,” show
ing him the child's bonnet in the dim 
light.

“Why, 'tis Miss Ellie’s—that looks 
bad.”

“Ay, hide it somewhere; here’s 
Marjory coming.”

So Tom took the pitiful hood and 
stole away with it, very Hike a chief, 
to the stables, and the three boys 
stood to tell their nurse.

“We haven’t found them, Marjory, 
and Mr. Rainsford is gone out in a 
boat to look for them; and Mrs. 
Rainsford is to be told nothing as 
yet,” spoke Duke, as if repeating a 
lesson by note.
’“Oh! boys, it can’t be true,” wail

ed the kindly soul.
“Wo oam’t say wihat’s true end 

what isn’t; we can but hope and 
wait,” returned Duke.

And what was that Tom hurried 
off with in his hand?” inquired Mar
jory, bo the astonishment of the 
three.

’Nothing—nothing, ” returned the 
boy.

Oh, fie. Master* Duke, you know 
twaa something.”
"I meant nothing of consequence. ” 
‘Oh, boys l I believe the children 

are drowned, and you are hading (t 
from me,” Marjory hid her face 
in her apron, and sobbed, as Tom 
came back to them, whistling.

“What have you been hiding, 
Tom?” She asked him.

"I htidin’ ?” laughed be uneasily, 
v 'twere nothink bo hide only some- 
'ot ae Master Duke wonted put away 
til the Stable.”

"But what?”
(To bo continued, )
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The Lord’s Day.

b** I, .8 day is » «Y of rest, 
is also a home-day lor scal- 

ties bdVween tto members of the family, it is a 
special day «I religion, devotion ond 
preyer. Remember—that word "re
member • seems to ring m our ears 

y°" k80p ^ «-0 

The Sunday ,1s a day of rellcction. 
Not long will the scrupulous rever
ence for its sanctity proved! if loud 
and largo gatherings during the 
greater part of the day are encourag
ed, ostensibly for on elevating pur
pose, but in truth, only for the pur
pose of amusement.—Bishop McClos
key, Louisville, Ky.

For All the Little Tafts.

Secretary Taft, hugest of stoles- 
man of- his time, took a yellow 
car In Washington to @o to the i 
pitot.

He nearly filled the seat, tot

! I'll


