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THE STRANGE R ON TUHE SILL

Ietween Deoad tehle of wheat and com
1s the bowiy hume whae ] wae born,

The peach tree feans wainaf the wall,
And the waodline nanders over ally

The-« 13 1he shaded dovz-way still,
Bat & stranger s (oot has croued the wil

There 1o the harn —and, at of yote,
1 can snelt the hay from the open dour,
A\nd see the busy swalluws threng,
And hear the pew ¢ s moatntal sory;
Bat the sargur womes Ohy
proof,
s sheaves are piled 10 the heated reof,

There is the crchard--the yety taees
Where my «hildhood bnew long hours of eare,
And watehed the shadowy mements 1un
Till e} Irte imlabed more shade thansun,
The swing (row the bough stll sweeps the

prinful

ale,
Bov the strarger’s childien are swinging thete.

There bulibtes the shady spong below,
With aa bwlsush brook where the hazels grow:
'Twas there [ [vumd the «alimus root,
And watched the minpans poise ani shool,
Aud heard the roblun lave its wing,
Bat the stranger’s bucket is at the spung.

Oh ye who dafly cross the mll,
Step Vightly, fur Tlove 10 alll;

And when you crowd the old batn caves,
Then think what couniless haiverl sheaves
1lave passed wilhin that scented door

To gladden vyes that are no more !

Deat kicdly wuth these oschard wiees,
And when your childien ctond thewr knees

o listen cvery moment ta the awful
sound of that mreconcilable fury of
wrathful waters, and the muonotonous
and coutinuous roar of plunglng rivers;
to watch the lcaping waves colling and
twisting into upuising columns as they
ever wrestled for mastery with cach
other, and were dashed in white
fragments of foam fat apant by the
ceascless force of dnven currents ; to
gaze at the daik, relentless woods
spreading upward and around, stand.
mg perpetually fised 1o dull green,
mMonrning over past ages, past tines
and past generations; then think of
the might with us palpable Dlackness:
the dead black shadows of the wooded
hills ; that clernal sound of fury, that
ccaseless boom of the cataracts, the
indetiane forms bom of nervousncas
and fearfulness, that nasery engen.
dered by loneliness, the crecping sense
of abandonmont 1 then will be under
stood somethur g of the true positon of
these poor men,

“And what of us, 1rudging up those
wooded slopes to gainthe erestof thefor-
est upland, to tramp on and on, -vhither
we hnew not, for how long a time we
dared not think, seeking for food with
the double responsibiity weighing us
down for these tiustful, brave fellows
with us and for thosc no less brave and
tostful whom we had left behind at
the bottom of the horble canyon?

Everybody scemed doubtful whether

Their sweetest {ruu they <hall impart,
Asif old memaries stineed theirhean ;

To youthful sp01t sull leave the wwing,
And in sweet teverence hold the spung,

The harn, the tre = the brook the tatds,
The meadows with their lowing hends,
The woodu ~¢ un ike cotiage wall -
My heart still ingers wuh them all
Ye steanpers on my native sill,
Step lightly, for [ lave it stili f
Thomar finw Ranan Neat

Lol 2
STANLLY'S STRUGGLES.

Tuk current 131 ¢ of Srtbner's Magca-
finecontaing a long article by Heney M,
Stanicy, dealing with some of the most
tnteresting and exciinganciceats of the
expedition for the relicf of Enun Pacha,
Besides the text there are more than
twenty tlustratioas from photographs
and sketiches by Mr Stantey, ‘T'he
great cxplorer writes carausily on every
page, and to many teaders it will scem
remarkable that a man so accustomed
to sclf-dependence should express him-
self 50 strongly, cven reverently, regard.
itig a hagher power than such men are
likely to acknowledge, Says Stanley:
“ [ feel utterly unable to attnbute our
salvation to any other cavse than to a
gracious Providence, who, fur some
purpose of His own, preserved us”

‘The march through the awful forest,
of which Stanley's letters are so full,
occupies considerable space.  Says the
author .=

" Ab, t was a sad sight. unutterably
tad, to see 10 many mean siruggling on
blindly through that endloss forest,
following one white man, who was
bound whither none knew, whom most
believed did not know himscl{| They
were in a ventable hell of hunger
already | What namelcss horrors awan-
ed them further on none could cunjec
ture. But whatmatter? Deathcomes
to cvery man soon ot late! Therefore
we pushed on and on, broke tbrough
the bush, trampled down the plants,
wound along the crest of spurs wgzig-
ging from northeast to northwest, and,
discending to a bowl-hke valley by a
¢lear stream, lunched on our com and
berties.

* unirg our mid-day halt one Uman
having seen some magntficent and np:
fenesst at the top of 2 tree susty feet
high essayed to cimb it, but oo gain-
ing that height a branch, or lus strength
yvielded, and he tumbled headlong upon
the heads of two other men who were
waiting to sicze the frut.  Strange to
say, none of them were vur senously
injured. Uman was a lutle
the hip, and one of those upon whom
he fell complained of a pain 1n the
chest,

* At hallpast three, after a ternble
struggle through a suffocating wilder-
ness of arume, amoma and bush, we
camc to a dark amphitheatral glen, and
at the bottom found a camp just
deserted by the natives, and in such
hot haste that they had thought it best
not to burden themselves with therr
treasures. Surely some divimity pro-
vided forus aiways in the most siressful
hours{ Two bushels of Indian cormn
and a busthe! of beans awaited us in
this camp.

“ My poor donkey from Zanzibar
showed sympoms of sutrender. Arums
and amoma every day since June
28th, were no fit food for a danty
Zanzibar ass, thetefore to end his misery
Ishot lim.  The meat was as carefully
shared as though it were the finest
venison, for a wild 2nd famished mob
threatencd to defy dusapline. When
the meat was fairly served a free fight
took place over the skin, the bones
were laken up and crushed, the hoofs
were boiled for hours ; thete was noth.
ing left of my faithful anima) but the
splled blood and hair; a pack of
hyenas could not have made a more
thorough disposal of 1t,

* No more gloomy spot cauld have
been setected for a camp than that
sandy terrace, encompassed by rocks
and hemmed in narrowly by those datk
waods, which roie from the river's edge
ta the height of Goo fect, and pent in
the never ceasing uproar which was
created by the writhing and tortured
stream, and the twin cataracts which

ever tivalled each other’s thunder !
The imagination shudders at the hap.
less position of those ctippled men,

lame nfin the air,

any rehief from the nnsertes of the tnp
{would come.  One ncident of the 1np
18 graphically recalled as follows ;—

“We were sitting conversing about
our prospects, discussing the proba.
bilities of our couticrs reaching some
settiement on this day or the neat and
the time 1t would take them to return,
and they desired to know whether 1n
my previous African experience 1 had
ctl:countcled anything so grevious as
this.

“No, not quite so bad as thie,” I
replicd.  * We have suffered, but not to
such an extrenuty as this.  Those nine
days on the way into Ituru  were
wrctched.  On our ight from Bumbne¢
we certainly suffered much hunger and
also while fluating down the Congo to
trace 1ts course our conditioh was much
to be pited , we have had a hitle of
something and at least large hopes, and
if they dic, where ate we? Theage of
miracles 15 past, it s sd, but why
should they be? Moses drew water
from the rock of Hoteb for the thirsty
Istachites.  Of water we have cnough
and to spate  Lhyih was fed by ravens
at thebrook Cheuth, but there 13 not a
raven n ail this forest. Chrst was
ministered unto by angels. I wonder
if anyone will mintster unto ug 2’

“ Just then thete was a sound as if a
large bitd whirnng through the air.
Littte Randy, my foxterrier, lited upa
foot and gazed inquiningly , we turped
out heads to sce, and that second the
bird dropped beneath the jaws of
Randy, who snapped at the prize and
held 1t fast 1n 2 vise as of iron,

“*Thete, boys,’ I said, “tuly the

gods are gracious.  The age of miracles
oot past,” and my comrades were
seen gazingn dehightful surprise at the
bird, which was a 5ne fat guinea fowl,
It was not long before the guinea (owl
was divided and Randy, its captor, had
his lawful share ; and the Gitlle doggie
seemed to know that he had grown in
esteem with all men, and we enjoyed
our pnze each with his own feelings.
" Resung a while to debate upon our
coursc we heard a sonotous voice
 Stnging in a language none of us knew,
and a lusty hail and an argument with
what appeared to be some humor, As
this was not a land where aborigines
would dare to be so lighthearted
and frvolous this singing we believed
could proceed from no other people
than those who knew they had nothing
to fear. 1 fired a Winchester rapidly
The response by heavy
loaded muskets revealed that these
were the Manyema whora we had been
solong seeking, and scarcely had the
echoes ceased their reverberations than
thecaravan relieved its joy by long con-
tinued hurrahs.

“We descended the slope of the clear-
ing toa hutle valtey, and from all sides
of an oppasite slope were seen Issuing
hnes of men and women to welcome
us with friendly hails. We looked to
the right and Jeft and saw thriving fields,
Induan corn, rice, swectl potatocs and
beans. The well known sounds of
Arab preeting and hospitable tenders
of {riendship burst upon our ears, and
our hands were sson clasped by lusty,
huge (cllowe, who seemed to en)oy Iife
in the wilds as much as they could
have emjoyed it in thewr own lands.
‘I'hese came principally from Mangeina,
though their no less stout slaves, armed
with percussion muskets and carbines,
echoed heartily their supetiors’ senti-
ments and professions.

“ We were conducted up the sloping
cleaning through the fields of luxuriant
grain by troops of men and youngsters,
who were irrepressibly  frolicsome in
their joy at the new arrivals and dawn.
ing promise of a holiday, Onarnval at
the village we were invited to take our
seatsin deep, hady verandas, where we
soon had to anywer 10 nosts of ques-
tions and congratulations. As the

aravan filed past us lo 13 allolted
quancrs, which men were appointed to
show, numcrous were the praiscs to
God uttered by them for vur 1narvel-
lous cscapes from the ternble wilder-
ness that steetched from their senle
ment of Ipoto to the Basopo Cataract,
a_distance of 197 miles—praises in
which, tn our inmost heaste, each one
of our sorely tried caravan most

who were doomied 1o remain inactive,

heattily joined.”

HOME, OR ITOMELESS

0y 3R ONEY DAYEE,

Burif I do that T can't go to the
scashote, and 1 do hke the scashore
But who are you 1 should like taknow,
Susan  Magtin, that you st up your
likes and dislikes against your plain duty
laid out before you 2"

Miss Susan scttled herself mere com-
fortably 1n the char 1 the counest
corner of her cezy smting-room and
took another wnward glance at the
young gul upon whom her thoughts
were mnnmg ;

“ Qaly the daughter of my cousin's
cousin, Most folki would say that
wasn't very near, but it's nearer than
blank  strapgers. And  what f o
wasn't?  Aren't we all the clutdren o
one Father? Yes, Susan Marntin, of
you take your summenng at sowe
quiet place in the country you can take
that poor gul with you and pve her
test—perhaps hfe=-who knows ? for I'm
sure she looks ready to drop nte hes
grase.”

And Miss Susan rocked and mused,
the sumnnng up of her musings at the
end of an hour amounung to some-
thing hike this:

“ Sca-breezes,  waves, somciinies
murmurning as if they'd like to hush you
in sleep, as a mother does her child ,
somctimes speaking in an anful voice,
as 1f they felt they must remund us
of the power of the Lord who holds
them in the hollow of his hand; and
salbonts, and ships and stcamers, and
plenty of life and stir, and bathing and
mertymaking,—all at the scashore tur
plenty of money. Country—air full of
ciover and honey bees and new hay,
norses of cows, and sheep, and poultry,
stir of farming, and people busy with
real work,—and all cheap. Yes,; the
cons and honey-bees have iL."

“ Hauict, father wants us to take
onc or {wo summer-boarders. What
do you think of it? "

Harriet was on her way to the pantry
with 2 pile of frcshly-washed supper
dishes, and she took time to set them
on the shelf and return to the kitchen
b.fore replying:

1 don't like it at all, mother.”

“"Why nov. dear? e s3ys heshall
have a girl .o dothe hard wotk, and
that will make things come a little
tasier on you than they do now.”

*1 don't care,” said Harriet, discon-
tentedly. " don't want to be waiting
on city-folks full of fine nirs and think-
ing themselves cver so much better
than we are, just because we wotk and
they ain’t good for anything.”

* All cuy-folks are not so.”

Y Most of 'em are.”

“Wel), perhaps that sort wouldn't
come to us. My, Grey has been 1alk
ing to father and telling him how well
it pays, and father thinks it would be 2
real help, seeing thete are so many
repaies to be made this (40 Father
works pretty hard, you know,” .. &%

“ Yes,” said Harriet with's softened
volce, for she Joved her father ind he
was growing old ; # [ won’t say a word
aganst it,” taking her milk pail and
tying a handkerchief over her head,

Out among the cows and honey-bees

Harriet set down her pail and leaned
against the fence, full of discontented
thought :
“Yes, father's growing old, and
things don't seem to get any easier,
that Ican see. And I stay here and
drudge and drudge, while if they
would only let me go away, 1 know [
could earn three times as much. I'm
sick and tired ofthis humdrum life.”

‘The latest sun-rays touched her, and
the patient cows came near the bars, as
if wondering at her delay as she

was a very unfortunately-situated girl.

1 kaow who's coming,” raid her
mother a few days later: *it's 2 young
lady and an oldish one.”

A young lady | Harriet would have
preferred anyone ehie. A young lady
to be every day and every hour making
her feel the differance batween them !
But there was no help for it, and she
could not avoid smiling to herself as
she caught the first sight of the much
dreaded guests.  Miss Susan Martin
was full of the kindly smiles and chat
which proclaimed that she had room in
her warm heart for every one whocared
for a place there,

And the young lady. How many
pictures Harriet had drawn in her mind
of the stylish personage who, by her
airt and graces, was to be a source of
annoyance to the farmer's daughter;
¥ Poorsoul) She'sclean strung oul.
A hving pity to see & gullike that 1"

Pity indeed! Harriet had never
seen anyone so uiterly forlornly bro.
ken down and miscrable. The young
girl looked up at her strong, active
frame and rosy checks with a paze of
appealing wonder, and Harsiet felt like
picking hee up in her arms and carry-
ing her as she went weanly up to the
toomy sparc room which the ladics
were to occupy.

For days afler she came, Emily
Barnes scemed to have little ambition
further than to st on the wide old
morning-glory shaded porch, languidly
taking in the sweetness of the summer
air.  But there came an evening when
she followed Hatniet down through the
hack vard as the cows came lauly
through the green lane.

“ 1iave you always lived here 7 she
atked Hamnet,

“Yes, I was born here,” said Har-
net.  “I've never been away from it
more than & week in my life”

“You werc glad to get back to it,
weren't you ?”

“ No, indecd, I wasn't,” sald Harrlet,

wotked herself up to the beliefthat she|”

halflagglung, half discontentedly, *1'n
tued coough of saying here, 11
saw any way of genting away for a
while Il be glad, 1 don’c like farm
wotk. 1'd like 10 get something clse
to do, bit father thinks girls ought
to stay at home.”

“Home 1" said the other, a world of
homesick longings sceming to fill her
cyes as she looked about her.  » Why,
child, you don't know what a blessing it
is to have a honic-—and such a liome!”

Harsiet snuled, for the gitl spole as
an clderly person might speak to a
child, Dut a close observer might
have seen that, although the face was
yourg, its cxpression was nld.

* Pethaps if you uied you would say
it was dull to ive on a farm. | don't
object 10 work . it 1s only night that 1
should suppart mysclf. But I'd like to
do it in s other way.”

“There can't be many better ways,”
saud Ennly, looking thoughtfully at the
beauty of the country surroundings.
" I almost wish you could trg huw !
live, so that you might know how wcll
off you are.”

* And how isthat ? " asked Harziet.

# 1 cletk in a store in the city.”

“Inastore! Oh, [ wish I could(”

Harrict gazed at the other in envy.
In the few short visits she had made to
the city she had looked with longing
cyes at the pirls whom she had seen in
the beautiful stores.  \What a charmed
Life it must be to stay in such places;
to handlc such fine things; to be
always so nicely dressed ;to be in the
delightful stir and excitement! How
different it must be {from the monotony
and drudgery of farm-life!  But, as she
looked again at the worn-rat frame and
weary expression of the city gitl, a
doubt crept into her mind,

" Don'’t you like it ? " she asked,

“ Would you ke it ?2 " said Emily.
** You would stay in that onc sput all
day long, when 1t is hot and dusty and
crowded.  Vou would have to submit
to all the whims and ill-humors of
custotners, because if you offend one
the foor-walker, who keeps waich to
sce what the clecks are doing, would
be likely to tell you that you could
leave at the end of the week. You
would get just cnough pay to hire a
2 room in a fourth story, where no
breath of fresh air ever came. You
would have to spend your money for
nice dresser, when you had barely
cnough to cat.  You would wear out
yout life and heart and courage, and
d.e, unless some good friend like Miss
Martin he!d out a hand to you and
brought you to a paradise like this.
Why,” she said, speaking with more
energy than she had before shown,
“you girls in the country don’t know
how thankful you ought to be! "

* I wonder if she isn't tight ?"

Harmriet's eyes followed Emily as,

after watching her milk one of the cows
and pottikg off a few clovertops to
offerthem; she slowly walked back to
the house.
The country girl finished herwork in
a mote thoughtfu! mood than was
usual with her, and then took a com-
prehensive glance about her-

“A home! Yes, and it"spretty and
homelike, 100 ; and father and mother
and Harry and Juhninit. And green
ficlds, and trees, and Aawers, and fresh
air,~all the things that Emily makes
outare such fine thingstohave. Ifit's
all as sweet and beautiful as Emily
says, | wonder what the Lord thinks of
my being so discontented? Yes, 1
am more than half inclind to believe
tbat Emily is right."— IWe/! Spring.

——

TRIALS OF HONESTY.

It is not always casy to be stricudy
honest. ‘This is true of many people,
who find ne difficulty in being honour-
able when cngaged in business, They
have no disposition to cheat a patron
out of a cent in money maiters.g It is
easy for them to deal squarely with
everyone whom they have occasion to
transact business with, The sharp
trial of their honesty docs not come
here ; but it comes under such citcum.
stances as this: A person goes to theie
home for a visit whom they do not really
care to see.  As they meet him at the
door, they are tempted to say, as they
have said hundreds of times before to
others, “Iam glad to see you” And
without much thought about it at the
time, pethaps, they do meet this visitor
with such a salutation. And, then, as
bo is about leaving, they say :* Now, do
come again and make us a good visit;”
when the truth is they were not glad to
see him when he came, but were glad
when he went away, and did not want
him to come again! Now, this is
dishonest. It is telling a falsehood;
and thousarnds of pecople do it, who
would charge one with slander if he
were to say that they were dishonest
in dealing with their Icllow men Bt
some onc says: * It is only & matter of
ordinaty pclitencss and Jecent usage,
to speak to a visitor in the manner
indicated.”

Well, I say that a person can be
tioly polite, and treat those who call
upon him or her decently, without tel
ling a falsehood, even indirectly,. No
onc should apprear to be polite at the
expense of honesty.  If you be not glad
1o sec a person, when he comesto your
house, then don't sap that you are.
And if you do not want huim to come
and make you a visit again, don't say
that you want him.  Your excuse about
acting politely towards him, does not
atonc for your want of truth in the
malter.

Then, too, anothet trial of honesty

comes upon us, with reference to the
wvitations which we have to pass
judgment upon a certain person or
thing. Ttis expected, oficntimes, that
we will say a very fanvourable word in
bebalf of a centain petson ; and, W we
be not very carcful, we will say the
favourable word, when we know at the
same time that, of we do say it, it would
be dircctly contrary to our honest con
viction of the wruth,  And yet, rather
than pve offence, or be accysed of
unchanitableness, how many there are
who say of a cettain one that he us a
“fine man,” when they know, if others
do nar, that he s far from being sucha
man 1 But, you say, it 18 very hatd to
refrain trom speabing favourably of
such an one, under the circumstances.
Yes, it may be so; and this is the same
as saying that it 1s very hard to be hon-
cst under certain aircumstances.  But,
1sit not far better 1o be honest under
all oircumstancer, than to be otherwise
under any circumstances ?2—C. J7. 1,
tn the Hashmar

————

RAILWAYS IN CHINA,

I1 appeats that the Crinese Guvern-
ment is at last disposed to enter upon
the constiuction ol rallways on a large
scale.  Heretofore the puncipal obyzc-
ton to the nnosation has been the
supposed ncecessity of relying an tureign
capital, foreign matenals and foreign
engineers,  ‘The short bne constructed
undet such conditions, about fowmteen
¥years ago, between Shanghai and Woo.
sung, proved a falure, and the track
and plant were taken up and removed
to the 1sland of Formosa. Much more
cncouraging results attended a sub
scquent expeniment—the raslway, some
nincty miles in fength, which runs in a
north.cast direction from Tientsin, the
scaport ncarest 1o Pekin,

This line was Taid largely with naiive
capital, and the plant and rolling stock
were, to 2 large extent, produced on
Chinese soil.  Much stress is laid upon
this precedent by the hative advocates
of railways, among whom the best
known to Amenicans is Li Hung
Chang, the cnlightened and progress.
wve Viceroy of Chibh Ia. He and his
cosjutors have succeeded in convincing
the Impenal Government that railways
are incrispcnub!c to the protection of
the country from foreign aggression,
and for the deselopment of its natural
resources. "Thoir plan is to micet the
expense of construction by loans to be
offcred cxclusively to native capitalists,
and while, at first, it would be necessary
to 1mport rals from Europe, the
intention is to dispense with forcign
materials as soon as the mincral dis
tncls of China can be turned to
account.

An agreement has been reached with
regard to the termint of the first teunk
tine. This 1s to stact from ‘Lrentsin
{ which, as we have said, is the port of
Pekin ) procecding thence 14 a south-
western direction to the Hoang o,
and, alter crossing that tiver, travirsing
the great plain of Chiaa to Hankow, on
the Yang-tsc-Kiang, The route followed
1s a long established one for the irans.
misston  of government  mcssages.
Hankow has been suected for the
southern terminus, because it is a cen-
tre of distribution for forcign goods
throughout theinterior. Even in 1888,
notwithstanding the disadvantages of
incflicient and tardy transportation, the
trade of H{ankow amounted in value to
over $45,000,000, The chief engi-
necring difficulty to be surmounted by
the projected rnailway will be en-
countered in crossirg the shifting bed
of the turbulent Hoang Ho, which is
appropriately known as **China"s
Sorcow, *— Selecled.

OUR MISTAKES ABOUT EACH
OTHER,

Not one man n ten thousand secs
those with whom he associates as they
really are,  If the prayer of Burns were
granicd snd we could all sce ocurselves
as others see us, olr self-estunates
would in all probability be much mote
erroncous than they ane now. ‘T'he
truth is that we regard ecach other
through a variety ¢f lenser, no one of
which is correct. 1'assion and preju-
dice, love and hate, benevolence and
envy spectaclc our epes and utterly pre-
vent us [from obsetving accurately.
Many whom we deem: the porcelain of
human clay ate niere pot meal, and a
still greatcr number of those we put
down in our *black books” are no
further off from Heavemand perchancea
little ncarer, than the censors who con-
demn them. We habitually under-
value or overvalue each other; and in
estimating character, the shrewdest of
us only nowand then make true ap-
praisal of the virtues and defects of
cven our closest intimates,  If we all
saw ourselves as the wotld sees us, mul-
titrdes would despise themsslves with
out sufficient cause, and not a few be
puffed up with pride for which there
would be no honest foundation.

It is not just or fair to look at char-
acter from a standpoint of one’s own
selection. A man's profile may be
unplepossessing, and yet his full face
agrecable. * We once taw a young man
whose timidity was a standing joke with
his companions, leap into the Hudson
and save a boy from drowning, while
his tormenters stood panic stricken on
the bank. The merchant who gives
curt anywers in his counting-room may
be a tender husband and father and &
kind helper of the desolate and op
ptessed. On the other hand, your

good-humouted person, who is all

smiles and sunshine in public, may
carry sotnething as hared as the nether
millstone In the place where his heart
ought to be.  Such anomalics are
common. Theic i3 thiscomfort, how-
ever, for those whose nnsjudpments of
their fellow montats lean to the kindly
sidc—such mistakes go to their eredit
in the geeat account,

He who thinks better of his neigh.
bours than they deserve is seldom a bad
man, for the standard by which his
judgment is guided is the goodness of
his own hcart. 1t is only the base who
beheve all men base—or, n other
words, like themselves.  Few, however,
are all ewil,

Public men are seldom or never
fauly judged—at least while living,
However pure, they cannot escape ca!
umny,  Hawever cortup, they are
sure to find culogiste,  History may do
them jestice, but they rarely get it
while alive, citker from friends or focs.
—&ew York Ledyer,

The Children’s Cornor:

—_— -

A LOST Dy,
Wiio's seen my day?
13 Lofle away
Nor [t a trage
In zny place.
If I could only Hind
It foofall In some mund
Some rpurit waters stirea)
By wand of deed or word—
I should not stand at ll-adow‘(

eve
And for my day w0 greve an

fticre,
—Selected

MOTHER KNOWS HBiST.

*Out dearl how fussy mother 191"
exclamed Luclla Raymord.  “ Why
couldn't she go away Jeaving me happy,
mnstead of telling me 10 put on that
hateful gray dress?”  No one was by,
su nobody answered.

Mes. Raymond had just le(t with her
husband for the moraing tran, ntend-
1ing (o spend the day in the cuy ten
miles distant.  The whole of the pre
vious day she had worked steadily on
a new lawn dress for Luclla, I was
very pretty, with blue figures on a white
ground, and the little girl thought 1t
very becoming,  She had been heping
to weat it that morning, for she was to
make a fcw hours' visit to her nearest
friend, IHattie Mackay, Hut the sun
had tisen behind a cloud, showers were
pethaps near at hard, and Mis. Ray-
mond had said kindly but fiemly, ' Pt
on your gray fannel dresr, my dear,
and 1ake your rubbers along.”

1 don't believe I'l do 1t, anghow,”
this daughter went on thinking. = Dr.
‘“"‘“Y always comes honie to dinner,
and he's very particular about Mattre's
looks, 30 of course he'il nouce mine,
Rubbers tool Mother knows that
can't bear to weas them.  Why can't 1
doas I please, just as Hattic does?

Luchia hittle dreamed that poor H{attie
had cnied hersclf 10 sleep
many a mght just because she -had-no.
mothur 1o tell her what toda, . - -, ex

A sudden burst of sunsbine strengths:
ened the wrong resolution,  Luella put
on her ncw dre s and started off mithout
her tubbers, It was going o be plea-
sant, aftce all, and surcly mother would
have changed her mund had she been
at home.

Saying this over and over to herself
could nut make the beautiful watk to
Dr, Mackay's seem anything but long
and tedious, nenher could 1t bting any
happiness when she had r1eached the
house of eer friend.  Luella was almost
glad when it wastime to start for home.

Somcehow things had been Roing
wrong all the while, somchow }Hauie
had scemed less fricnd'y than usual—
Luella suspected that she was jealous
on account of the new dress; and some-
how, the games had not seemed worth
playing not the story bo.ks worth read-
ing, nor even the gold-fish in the pond
wurth watching.  Yes, Luella was glad
that it was time to return.

The threatencd shuwer had not
come, yet there was 2 dark cloud in
the sky and a low sound of distant
thunder 23 she said ““Good-bye” to
Hattie.  After a while drops of rain
began to fall; they came faster and
faster.  Soon she was in the midst of
a heavy thunder-shower. ‘I'he new thin
dress, drenched and limp, its beauly
gene hung closely abouther,  Her wet
feet grew cold and heavy, How thank-
ful she would have been then for the
despised rubbers and heavier clothing §

tivery step cost an ¢ffort, while bright
fashes of lightning and loud rolls of
thunder made her startrepearcdly. At
the height of her distress she heard a
kind voice calling, * Jump in hete, Lu-
clla; I will take you home.”

Could that be Dr. Mackay?

It seemed too good to be true, hus,
certainly, there he was.  Sheltered in
his phacton, Luella reached home just
as hee father and mother drove up to
the door.

Her mother gave one look ofsurprise,
but spoke no word of reproof, Her
glance, though, said plainly, **How
could you, my chitd?”

Luclla remembered it the next day
when she lay hot and fever tossed upon
het bed. She thought of it often
through that tong weck in which the
doctor made daily visit, Sherepented
of her duobedience In the quict hours
duting which she was growing better,
At length she said one morning,  Mo-
ther, will you forgive me?"”

** Mother ” understoad her meaning,
and answered with a kiss and a smile,
L2t us hope that Luclla asked vardon,
too, of Him who has said, * Children,
obey your parents in the Loed, for this

Is vight."—Afary J. Porter.

“and.




