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* CHAPTERn Xh-(C0ntiud.)

But Trene put ber arms round Dorothy,
and whispered-
* "I have been asking God ta make your
mamma better, and I think He will. Have
you amked Him and told Him al about it V'

l" About what 7" Dorotby said.
"'About cvery thing-how sorry you are

that you gave-your mamma such anxiety.
and bave you asked to be forgiven ?"

But.Dorothy said-
"I never tell God anything. I say my

prayers, but I did not, could not, tell Hin
about such things as my slappiug Baby
Bob, and getting angry, and staying at
home while you went to Colla. He is so
far off, and besides-"

"Oh, Dorothy 1" said Irene, «God is.very
near, Jesus is very near, and He cares about
every littie thiig."

"Are you sure 7" said poor little Doro-
thy. "Then lie knows and cares about
inother-mother--"

A sob choked her, and yet she tried not
to give way ; to cry very much would show
that she believed her mother was very, very
ill, and she could not, dare not believe -it!
But she said simply-

"I know I ai not good ; but I love-oh'!
how I do love mother 1"

Lady Burnside received Dorothy with
ber calm, sweet emile, and Constance, lying
on her couch, put out ber band, and said-
'Come and kiss me, Dorothy."

Constance had not generally taken much
notice of Dorothy. She had looked upon
ber as a spoilt little thing, and bad felt, like
many invalids who bave been accustomed
to be the centre of attraction and attention,
a little vexed that every one admired the
child, and were, as she thought, blind to ber
faults. Even Willy, though he was blunt
and rough to ßorothy sometimes, was
really devoted to her. Sa was Jack Mere-
ditb, and as to Irene and ber own little sis.
ter Ella, they were ridicuilously foud.of ber.
Irene particlarly would always give up ta
Dorothy, though she was Rmuch younger
than herself. Baby Bob had, in bis own
way, the ëame feeling about Dorothy that
Constance had. He strongly objected to
anyone who could possibly dethrone him
from the position.of "Riig of the Nur-
5ery," which.was Crawley's favorite title for
ber youngest child. Baby Bob bad ruled
with despotic power, and-was naturally un-
willing to see a rival near the throne. But
Constance was now touched by the sigbt of
the little figure in thebluedress,cover which
the cloud of light silky bair hung, when ehe
saw th wistful, questioning gance in those
blue eyes, which.were turned entreatingly
to Lady Burnside, as aho said-

" Tell me really about-about uiother."
Then Lady Burnside drew Dorothy close

to ber, and said-
"Your dear mother is very il, Dorothy,

but we muet pray to God to make ber bet.
ter.p

Dorothy stood with Lady Burnside's arm
round ber, still gazing up at. the dear kind
face bending over her; and then, after a
pause, ahe said, in a low tone-

" Is it my fault 7 Is it all my fault 7"
Lady Burnside made Dorothy sit down

on a low chair by her side, and talked so
kindly and wisely to ber. She told ber
that ber mother had passed a very bad night
of coughing the night .before New Year's
Day ; that when the news came of her loss,
which Stefano had abruptly told ber, Mrs.
Acheson bad, forgetting how easily she was
chillea, run out into the garden with only a
shawl thrown over ber ; that it was with
great dificulty he bad been persuaded not
to go herself to look for Dorothy; that seb
had paced up and down the room in ber
distrems ; and that that night, after the excite-
ment and joy of her returu were over, she
bad' been very faint and ill, and now seb
had inflammation of ber lunga, wbich she
was very weak to bear up against.

Lady Burnside had gone through many
troubles berself, and she ehad the sympathetic
spirit which children, as well as grown-up
people, feel tao be sa sweet mi sorrow.
There were no reproaches, and no hard
words, but I think littie Dorothy never for-
got tbe lesson which bbe learned frodm Lady
Burnsid6 that morning, and often when he

.wa beginuing to h self-willed and irritable,
if tbat self-will was crossed, she would think
of Lady Burnside's words-

words are spoken, like Canon PercivalP, ali
the world seems bright and joyful, and hope
springs up like a fountain within us.

" Yes," Canon Percival said, as Dorothy
threw ber arms round bis neck, "we may
be very thankful and glad ; and now, while
I go and see Lady Burnside, will you get ready
to take me to visit the old town, and-'"

"Giulia, and the old wonan, ani Auton!"
exciaimed Dorothy.

Oh yes, the children were soon ready, and
they all set off towards the old town, all ex.
cept Willy, wbo bad to wait for Mr. Martyn,
and who looked with longing eyes at the
party as tbey walked away.

"Bother this horrid sum," hoe said, "it
won't come right. . What's the use of asking
such ridiculous questions? Who cares
about the answer 1" .

But Willy got the answer right in spite of
bis grumbling, and had the pleasure of hear-
ing Mr. Martyn tell bis grandmother that be
had improved very much of late, and that
he would take a good place at a school when
he was sent to ane.

7

"Take care wheu thefirst temptation her little lessons, and learn to knit and
comes to pray ta resist itI" crochet.,' " To make a shawl for mother by

She did not return to the Villa Firenze the time shea gets well," b ecame an object of
that night, nor did Irene talce ber irto the ambition ; and Irene helped ler out of difli
schoolroèm that day. She rea to ber, and culties, and turned the troublesome corners
amused ber by dressing a doll and teaching at the four parts of the square, and would
her. how to crochet a little frock for it. read to her'and Ella wbile ehe pulled the

Early the next morning Canon Percival eoft Pyreneau wool in and out the long
arrived, ansd Dorothy was taken by hirm to treble etitcbes.
sea ber mother. They weie very busy onenorning a week

As they were walking up the road to- after Canon Percival'e arrival, when they
gether, Dorothy said-- saw bis tall figure coming up the garden

"Uncle Crannie, doyou know al, all that He lookedhappier than ha.had -done for
bappened on New Year's Day 7" some time, and wheu Dorothy ran ta meel

" Yes, Dorothy ; I have heard all.". b, h said-
"Oh, Uncle Crannie, to think of Baby "Good news to-day ; *mother is really

Bob's taking my letter ta you beginning all better ; and Dr. Forman thinks ehe may soon
the trouble1!" eh as.well as she was before this last attack

" Nay, mylittle Dorothy, it was not Baby of illness."
Bob who began the trouble, it .was you. Good news indeed! If any little girl who
We must never shift the blame from our reads Dorothy's story bas ever to feel the
own shoulders, and say, if he had not said weight upon ber beart which a dear father's
that, or she bad not provoked me, I should or mother's illness has caused, she will know,
not have done what 1 dide when the burden is lifted, aud the welcomie

wp.'

"But it was tiresomxe to squeeze up your
letter which I had taken such pains to
write."

"Yes, very tiresome; but that does not
alter your fault."

" Oh, Uncle Crannie, Uncle Crannie I
wisl I hasi not run off; but then I thought
I saw Nino."

" Poor Nino !" exclaimed Canon Percival,
"in ail the trouble aud sorrow Ihave found,
bere I forgot aboùt Nino. I have some-
thing to tell you about him, but--"

Canon Percival was interrupted by meet-
ing Dr. Forman.

A few words. were excbanged between
them, and then little Dorothy, with a sad,
serions face, was taken by ber uncle into ber
mother's room.

CHAPTERt XII.-THi LoST FoUND.

Many days of deep anxiety followed, and
poor little Dorothy' abeart was sad and
troubled. Irene provead a true and loving
friend, and with wisdom far beyond ber
years encouraged Dorothy to go on with

wlo;t 1

It was alovely spring morning, that beau-
tiful spring in the sunny south, which comes
early in the year with a sudden bureV of

- flowera of ail colors. Ail the acacias and
a mimosas in the gardons before the villas
i were waving theii golden tassels in the
e breeze, and the scarlet anemones and the

yellow narcissi were making acarpet under
foot.

Durothy danced along in the gladness; of
er heart, and Canon Percival, when ho

. tholight of what night bave been, felt
r tbankful and glad also. As they climbed
t the eteep street leading to the square before

the big church, a little white dog with brown
east toddlead ont.

"Oh, that is the dog I thought was Nino I
1,w could I think 8o i Dorothy ex-

claimed; "his legs are so uly, and.h bas
such a mean little tail. Ah! ny peor Nino
was beautiful when con*ared with you;"

a she said, etooping down to pat the little dog.
" And,'Uncle Crannie," she said, "do you re-
Smember that sad, dread ful day ; when you
took nie to see mother, you.said you bad
sometbing to tell me about Nino, and.then
you left off."

"Ah !" Canon Percival said, "I believe
I did say so, but, Dorothy, can you wait:to
hear what it ie 7"

"I don't know," Dorotby said, doubtfully,
"I don't know; it can't ho anything very
happy."

" Well, I advise you ta wait," Canon Per-
cival said.

Dorothy looked at ber urcle, sd saiid-
"Is it that bis dear, dead little body has

been founds 7"
But Canon Percival only repeated, " T

advise you to wait."
"HIow long 7"
"Til we ail go back to Englandi 7"

(To be continued.)

A FUNNY GUIDE.
Away off in Germany there lives an old

blind womuan, who is led to church every
Sunday by a gander. Ha takes ber to the
very door of the pew, then goes out in the
yard, and stays there feeding quietly until
he hears the people comning out. Then he
goes to the pew again and leads bis old mis-
tress home.

One day the minister called to see ber at
her own bouse, but found that she was out.
Ho said to the daughter, " I should think
you would be afraid to let your poor blind
mother go out alone."

"Oh, sir," was the reply ; "there is noth-
ing to fear ! Mother is not alone ; thegan-
der is with hier."-Tho Adviscr.

THE LUXURY OF DOING GOOD.
"ring ye all the .tithe into the .torehouse, that

there iay be met in mine houe. and prove ne now
herewith, saith the Lord of l sti, If i villl not penl yo,
the vindows of heaveni,and pour you out a leing,that
there shal not beo rootm enough to receive it."-
blai. fil. 10.

The language of Malachi iii, 10, is often
used in prayer by those who are not aware
that it is rather a challenge than a promise
-" Prove me now herewith, ssith the Lord
of hoste." We naturally ask whether God

oes "open the windows of heaven and pour
down blessing " upon the faithful givers of
tithes. Instances are not wanting among
ourselves to supply the answer. No workers
in our day bave enjoyed larger blessing than
George Muller and Charles Spurgeon, both
of wbom bave, from the beginuning of their
work,.put the sacred rule into practice with
believiug and humble hearte. Years ago
Mr. Spurgeon said: "I knew a lad in Christ
once who adopted the principle of giving a
tenth to God. Whan ha won a money
prize for an essay on a religions subject, he
felt that ha. could not -give less than one.
fifth of it. lHe bas never since been able to
deny himself the pleasure of having a fifth
to give. God bas wonderfully blesed that
lad, and incraased bis means and bis enjoy.-
ment of that luxury of luxuries-the luxury
of doing good."-Old TestaenutAnecdotes.

IT 1e one thing for us to know Christ as.
the sacrifice for sin, it is another thing ta
know Him as the risen Man in heaven ; and
ta know the two i to know the fulness of
redemption.

Do NoT on any account neglect keeping
up Sabbath services in ail congregations and
stations, minister dr no minister. Meet in
the name of the Lord, and Ho will meet
with you.-Presbyterian Witness.
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