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wouild yen, believe it ? that tail, dark man burst out into a
lould laugli. 1 feit ready to kuock him down. 1 knew how
my stupidity would be gayly discusised at that breakfast-table
before hier, ani 1 feit my disconmfiture and humiliation
deeply ; but this open nierrimeut at my expense maddened me .

A strange calm succeeded tMis storm. It was caused by
some words uttered by my tormentor.

ciYou really mu8t forgive mec; 1 could not refrain frota
]aughing. My name i8 Robinson. Your fi iend. Mr. Roert-
son, lives iu oneO of the other houses. We frequently get
parcels and letters, and even callers comiug te tbe wrong
house; but, in ail my experience, we have neyer liai se
amusing a mistake so early in the day as this one."l

ifNov this explaxiation toued down my anger considerably;
but the words whichi folloved ivere like baini to my troubled
heart.

1"1%r. Robertson wil1 have finislied breakfast by ueov. 1
caunot think of allowing you to go. Do me the favor of
remaining here and breakfasting with us this morning."

So saying, lie took xny hiat out of my baud and led me
into the rooin again. 0f course it did not need much per-
suasion to make me stop. Twvo minutes before 1 liad been
ready to knock this maxi over; I unow thouglit him the
kindest sud most considerate fellow in the world.

0f course the breakfast ivas delighitfii. 1 tound Mr.
.Robinson ani lis 'viCe sensible, genial, kind-hearted
people. 1 founit tlieir niece even more sensible, more
genial and kiud-hearted than they were, and wlien, after
breakfast, 1 accompanied lier and Mr. Robinson into their
pretty flower-garden, 1 received from lier a rose-bud for
my hutten-liole, which I kept for some years afteî wards.
WVhen saying good-by I wrs perplexed by thinking liow I
shoulit manage to se lier again; it must be contrived some-
how, 1 mentally resolveit. Upon returning to tovu I lost no
time in explining tgthe situation)'l to my wvortliy employer,
Mr. Rlobertson, wlio rallied me good-naturedly upon the
mistake, nd upon what the consequences miglit be. Next
week 1 was invite«. to a pieute at MIr. Robinson's, and weut
neot ouiy to it, but likewise to Mr. Robinson's bouse agaîn
and again. before his niece returne t W lier liome.

Four years liave passed since that invitation to breakfast
wvas given me, and that '.fairy-like girl" Il now my wife.
That local milkman, bless hlm, got a haudsomej 4ttip ' upon
eur wedding-itay.-

O«UT 0F THIE MO'UTH 0F BABES.

«"Little Aunie WVilder lias joined the churcli,' sait Mrs.
Fielding to lier friend Mrs. B3rewster.

£&Joiued the churcl I eTll, Imust saylIdon't beliave in
filling the churcli witli childreu, aud sucli matertal toe. I
don't believe Annie Wilder knows how Wo rend."

"lAnd ber mother is sucli a low-lived terniagnt," added
the first speaker.

"9Yes, and f bat isn't the worst of it; she takes a drop too
much, I am toit."

"9Say a great mauy drops, and you will get nearer the
trutb,'l was the reply.

This bit of dialogue took place in Mirs. Fielding*s pretty
summer parler. in a certain suburli.

It liappeniei tliat not long tlierenfter Anne Wilder came
te Mrs. Fielding aud akeit for work. She was set te washing
dishes and cleauing vegetabies, sud a moat efficient littte
bandmaiden slie proved. She was gay as a bird, warbling
suatches of hymn anld song as she lixrriet fromn one task to
nother.

Oue day Mrs. Fielding sait:-
"lAnnie, I wonder yen are not more serions since you

joined the churcli. It is agreat responsibility toblea chuircli
member, anit religion ta a serious thing."

Ante pauseit in lber 'work, looked at the lady wxth lier
sweet, trutliful eyes, andt sait:

"i don't kuow wliat yen menu, ma'amn."
(cl feared as much,"1 sait lirs. Fielding. tChild do you

know wliat it mens Wo join tlie cliurcli ?"
4tIt means being on Jesus' aide," salit Annie, lier face

radiant; "suad 0, 1 love him se that 1 can't help singing 1"
"1But" sait AMrs. Fielding, tgdon't you liave any fears3, auy

s3truggles?"I
ccWby aboutit 1, ma'am 91' asked the child, ber dlent eyes

,opening wide.

Tlie lady sait ne more, but alie shook bier lient ominously-
as she waiked away.

The hot xveatlier camne on; fainily trials were oerons
nobody liad au appetite; the children were cross; papa 'vas
critical. One moruiug Mrs. Fietding feit particutariy eut of
condition. The suin, but a littie way on lis journey, alione,
witli noonday iutcnaity. Not a teaf stirred. The breakfast
wvas tasteless. The flics were aggravating. 1 deu't kuoNv
how it happcned, but it ouiy takes a little spark te make an.
explosion wlien the train is laid Soins unuardet wvord wvs
apoken, a temper biazeit; a chud 'vas alapped and sent away
frein the table; the husband remonstrated; sharp words.
foilowet ; there was recriminatien, tears, a downriglitquarrel.

"0,O the trouble of living!t" grosuet Mrs. Fielding, wlieu,
hushand sud chuldren wcre eut of the lieuse, sud she ivas Ieft

malone. I canuot bear it, I canet bear iti"l sud she gave
lierself up Wo liâtericat sobi'ing.

By sud by, Wlien th e steri xvas a littie clearcd away, came
Aunie, lier face sercue, lier cyca soit and untroubled.

ciPlease excuse me ma, for being late," alie sait, "tbut.
iother wvas bad thia moruiug sud wvou1dn't let me comie."1

ilWhiat is the matter witli lier?"
The chilt btushed.
ccShie lias becs drinking, 1 suppose," said iVrs. Ficlding.
Annie raiset lier arn2 at that minute, snd there ou the

soft, fair flcsh was the livid mark of a blow.
"Wliat la that?"I
"Please don't ask me, ma'am ; it la uethiug."
"Your mother lias been beating you-and wliat i face'

You look as if you hadn't a trouble in. the world. Eiow eau.
yen bear sncb things? "

"1 kecp sayiug 'cme over, ma'am."l
cSayiug wvlat over ?"l
"The charity verses. I sait 'em se fast 1 tidt bear

mother very plain.
"cWliat do yen mean ?"

tcLove sufiercth long sud is kind'-sn't it beautiful,
ma'ama 7"sud the chid's face glowed. ciAud ithen wlien 1
started te corne liere," alie continueit, c"I conldn't lielp feeling
bad sud lonesome, sud I thonglit eof another verse; 'Lo, I am
witli yen alway, even until the cuit of the world.' Always,
ma'am, think of that t It means Jesus, ma'am; sud 0, 1 love
hlm se t"

Mrs Fielding went tolier own roin, tumb before the
wistemn of an ignorant chutd. Presently Anuie's voice came
'loating eut on the stifing air. She 'vas singing, "clis loving
Kiudncss, O liow grcat."- Christian Union.

Baby is Dead.
Baby is deait " Three littie 'vords passing aleng ther

liue, copiet somexvhere ni soon fergotten. But after ali
,vas quiet again I lesueit my heait upon my baud suit felI
into a deep reverie of ait tliat those words may mean.

Somewhre-a dainty form, stitl sud colt, nclaspet by
metheras arma to-niglit. Eyes thiat yesterday wcre as briglit
and bine as skies in June, troppeit to-niglit beueath white
lits that ne veice caxi raise again. Two aeft hauts, wliose
rese-leaf fingers xverc wout f0 wauder iovingly aroni motber'sr
ueck anud face, loosely holding white buts, qnietly foldein 
coffluet rest. Soft lips, yestertay xippltng with langliter,
sweet as woodland brooli-falla, gay as trîl! of foreat bird, to-
niglit unrespensive te kias or cali of love. A silent home-
the patter of baby feet ferever linshed-a cradie-bed npresset.
the shees half-worn-.dainty garmeuts-lioulter-kuots of
bIne Wo match those cyca of ycsterday, feldeit wiih ach-ng
heart away. A tiuy moni, snow-covered, lu some qutet
grnveyart. A motber's groping toncli in uueasy alumber,
for the fair licai tliat shahl neyer test upon lier besoin. Thie-
low sol, the bitter ttar, as breken dreamas awake Wo sait reality.
Thle hopes of future years wrcckcd, like fair slips tliat suit-
denly go downilusiglitof tant. The wstchingof otherlsbies,
dimpleit, laugbtng, stroug, anit thie eue gene 1 The preueut
ageuy of grief, the future emptinesa of lieart, ail hlin l those,
tliree littie words, "éBaby t, teat 11"

Inteet, it la welt that we cai£ copy aut soon forget the
werits se freiglitet with woe Wo those wlio receive andi sent
thena. And yet it caunot battu us now andt tIen Wo give a
tender thonglit Wo those whomn eut careless pen-stroke ta pre-
paring sucli a weigbt of grief.-2'e. Operaivr.


