
YOUNG FRIENDS' REVIEW. 5

Bob seerns anxious te refresh his
rnory, for he turns te "The Mer-

chant of Venice," and begin s to puzzle
over its contents. He spelîs out a
good nian>' proper no mes for nie to
pronounice, otherwise he pursues bis
way unassisted, his brow contracting
more and more, At last, vý ith a ges-
ture of disapproval, he thrusts the book
from him.

"Cousin Jean," he says, after a mo-
mnent's 'wistful pause, ")>ou tell stories
a lot better than Mr. Shakespeare."

I amn preverited frorn the possibi>'
fatal effect, of such a compliment by
suddenly observing what might have
ended in a fatality for the baby. After
her interest in her fingrers and toes
(generally ber most amusing toys) bad
somew bat waned, she liad developed
an astonishing interest in our country's
pelîtics, as written up in the papers ly-
ing beside me. Thinking it migbt
afford a littie barmlesï amusement, I
did not interfere when she took pos-
session of Tbe Saturday Mail's edit.--
rial page. But, gracious goodness !
if the cnild is not attempting to swallow
one of those editorials! WVbo would
have dreamed of attempting sncb a
feat ? I make haste to remove from
ber snch unwholesome and indigesti hIe
ditt. Sbe protets vigorously, but is
soon comforied by the substitutioni of
a rattle for the editorial, and when 1
twist Principal Grant's letter to Mr.
Meredith into a fan, and shake it be-
fore ber, hem hilarity is at its height.

At tbis point Boy No. .- puts in an
appearance. I-e is generaîlly known in
the establisbment as the war corres-
p)ondent, as it is be invariabsy reports
from tbe seat cf war. He cornes te
tell of a discussion tbat has arise n bc-
tween the Sojer Boy and tbe WVise
.Man. Neyer did nature peripetrate a
greater joke than wben she'jave an
angel's face te the nîost miscbievions
of urchins, as is the war correspondent.
1 pay no attention te his description,
graphic thongh it is, cf thZ disturtbance,
so lie soon goes off.

The fair, round head of wee Beat-

rice sinks lower and lower on mny arm,
as drowsiness cornes over her. The
blue eyes that opened upon this earth
only six months ago are not opien long
at a time. I put down the copy of
Browning I have been reading, and be-
gin to sing a lullaby. My stock of
nursery songRs is scanty, but by repeti-
tien and vatilation of "Rock-a-by, Baby,
On the Tree '1ep," and 'ISleep, Baby,
Sleep," I make tht rn hold out until
their purpose is accomplished, and the
child faits into that tranquil, perfect
sleep of infancy. Ah, littie one, how
many a world-weary man and woman
would envy you one hour of such re-
pose!1

I lean back aga'nst the tree, arid
let the beauty of the scene take yet
fuller possession of me. Semne de-
tached lines from one of the Pippa
Passes song iare runIning, tbreugbi my
head:

'The year's at the Epting!
The hillsidt's dew peqirIed!

The lark's on the wiog!1
God's ini His Heaven 1

AII's riý;IÈ with 'h! warld
WVhat a cherry optirnism breathes ir,

sortie of Browning's lines ! 1 think I
neyer realized before how absolutely
perfect nature is. Yesterday I was
ready to sink beneath my load of petty
care and worry, and lite itsttdf seemed
a doubtful blessing. Nowv I feel it a
joy rnerely te be alive in the midst of
this brigrhtness. Only a feeling of sad-
ness cornes over me when I think how
ont of harmnony we are witb it ail.
The feeling is intensified wbien 1 look
down upo n the sleeping child. One
littie finger is between the rosy, parted
lips; upon the face aIl is yet fair and
untouched b>' the defiling hand of time.
Who is there-what wornen, at least, is
there - who can hold a chîld in lier
arrns without feeling the stirrings of the
nobler nature, however quiescent at
other times it rnay be within lier?-
The worldliness, the frivolity, the utter
vanity, of s0 much of my life presents
itself te me appallingly. Afar off the
childish laughter and shouting sound
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