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GRANDMA’'S SURPRISE.

Who is this comes knocking—
knocking at my door ?

Surely such a visitor
I never had before. _

. « Come to eall on grandma,”

Did I hear you sny ? _

I live here my little man—
Guess you'vemissed your way.

Coming in ? I wonder
Who my guest can be !
Navy pants and buttons,
Come to call on me !
Now I knéw a boy, sir,
A little boy named Fred,
He wears dresses, to be surc,
And curls around his head.

He's my darling, but of course
Not such a man as you.
Why, you could face the world
1n that brave suit of blue!
And pockets, too! Well, well.
What would my Freddie say,
If he were here to see
This gentleman to-day ?

Laughing? What’s the matter ?
Your ¢ name Freddie too!”
Come a little closer,
Let me look at you !
Brown eyes, langhing gaily,
Full of fun and joy—
Let me put my specs on—
Bless me! it's my boy!—

THE OLD NURSE.
STORY FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.

CHAPTER VII.

¢ Life's path
To the affectionate and thankful heart

Can never prove & desert. By its side

Fresh springs gush freely forth from
up, or left behind

time to tame
As old ones are dfied
In our swift pilgrimage.”

Years have passed,—some fifteen or
twendy years sincé the conclusion of the
last chapter :—yet the house and en

at Avonhurst seem very little .

It is sumnier tinie, and the flowers beds
are full of the sawe tradiant flowers ;

only the old stump that was so co

with creepers. is gone, and the ivied
peared, and has been suc-

wall has
%eeded by alow parapet of grey stone.
b

who is that sitting in the bow-win-
dow of the drawing-room, with a neat

morning cap on, ands her hair already
streaked with grey ? It is—it certainly
must be—Alice Forester !

And who are thase by her side, those
lovely

repeating by heart Cowper's beautiful
poem—

“The rose had been washed, just wasbed in
ashower,” &c.

the other, of a darker complexion and

more fragile aspect, sitting at her feet,
5 busied in some needlework ?

They are Helen and Maris Arden,

: Alice’s adopted children!

The thin form and colourless counten-
ance of the once beautiful Alice, testify
that the course of the years that have

sinee we last beheld her have
been marked by many trials and sor-
rows; but the bright cheerful éxpression
which now always rests on her face,
bears testimony to her having attained
that ‘.fpewe,wﬁmh' -all under-
standing.” It would make our tale too
, were we to describe all the vicissi-
tudes and trials of those years, as min-
utely as we have done Alice’s first
trouble ; we will only give such a gene-
ral outline of the contents contained in
them as may render the conclusion of
our story intelligible to the reader.

The first change that broke the
quet monotony of Alice’'s life after
Ax:nflmt:emag' ge, wm ntation of

I. Hayter a e living, the
::ho in whose diocese Avﬁmbtywas.

- Hayter hesitated long between his

attachment to Avonhurst, and the ad-

little girls; one, with fair hair
. and blue eyes, standing before ber, and
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vantages a larger house and income
might afford to his increasing family,
but at last felt it his duty to remove.
This was a bitter pangto Alice. *‘Better
isfa neighbour that is near than a brother
that is far off,” are words of Holy
Scripture, and Alice had experienced
their trath. Mrs. Hayter had beeu to
her almost as a sister since Ann's de-
parture, and now she must see her go,
and see ers come into the abode
of those “"whose place should know them
no more.” All de are sad
scenes, and all P"d‘i““s"ﬁl melancholy,
but, perhaps, saddest of is the dis-
mantling of a vicarage, aud the depar-
tare of a clergyi

from a parish they have known
|and been beloved in. Even - Hay-
ter's buoyant disposition seemed for a

time to sink under the trial,—her blue
eyes were often dimmed with tears, her
joyous youthful face bore, for the first
time, the wearing marks of care, those
marks which, once deﬂy indented,
never away without leaving a trace
behind them; and Alice, sad as her own
heart was, often tried to comfort and
cheer her friend, by telling her how she
wi work hard alx:;ld to continue all
the things they t:?eﬂxa,
that they might not find any of their
plans when their vague but
sweet dreams of future ot ' shq:.lg
m mh’“ - Mﬂm' N p
simoere were shed on Mr. Hay-
ter's last Sunday; and his own feelings
for a moment nearly overcame him,
when by a singular coincidence he had
to read, for his_ )
the 22nd of Jeremilah, in which the fol-
lowing verses occur :—

% Weep not for the dead, neither be-
moan him ; but weep sore for him that
goeth away, for he return no more
nor see his native country :

and his family, | cy

last afternoon’s lesson the

THE SEA LION.

sire to return; thither they shall not
return.”

many months had after their
leaviug Avonhurst, Alice had & heavy
trial indeed to endure—the loss of her
deloved m e:t t!lllo time had Alice
apparently neede e thy of a
k?nd trieid and neighmg.likey Mrs.
Hayter, as during Mrs. Forester's gra-
dual decline ; ‘“‘but God's ways are not
as our ways; nor-His thoughts as our
thoughts.” And we often find our dear-
est y friends removed far from us
by extérnal circumstances, just when
we mogt [need their aid ; ly inmer-
to ourselves, lest in our human frailty
we should lean for support upon the
feeble staff of earthly friendship, instead
of turning to Him who alone is able to
keep those who trust in Him *in perfect
peace.”

(To be conoluded.)
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They departed, however, and before | animal
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 But to the land whereunto they de-
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