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~ ready for the bishop, he’s such

 though, as she dragged over the kitch-

May 16, 1889].

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.

—
THR BISHOP'S NAPKIN.

BY ELIZABETH ABBOTT RAND.

« T think I'll gather some roses for
the bishop,” and Amy tiptoed to reach
the garden-scissors swinging on their

”ﬁhe ran down the mossy walk. Tall
spikes of hollyhocks towered _high
above her head ; she nodded gaily at
them. * You look just like a chime
of bells ready to ring a welcome to the
bishop. Little Miss Rosebud and Mr.
Bachelor’s Button, oo, are all dressed
up in their Sanday best, in honour of
th. d"-" .

« Snip, snap,” clacked the scissors,
as dainty rosebuds fgll into Amy’s
basket.

« Everybody in the house is geiting

& good
man you see,” continued Amy, hliing
confidentially to a row of bachelor’s
buttons which bent stiffiy.to hear her
words.
paedias, and rolling his study chairs
around, so’s to hide the holes in the
carpet, and Charlie’s brushing down
the cobwebs in the barn, just as if the
bishop had a hundred eyes, like that
Argusman, he told us about. And
mamma—I'm sure I don’t know what
she's doing.” :

“ Amy,! Amy!” Her wmother was
calling. ! '
‘I'm coming
I'm coming,

My head is bending low,’ "
untg Amy as she skipped slong the
path, f

There was a faint “whirr whigr’”’ in
the air.
“ Mamma's in the pantry whippin
the cream,” she thongpht.t‘l:".l'he bli)llilog
is very fond of whipped eream, and
we're very fond of him. That's the
reason we have it when he comes. He
told mamma he always had scalloped
oysters and preserves everywhere else
he went. Poor Bishop! Sealloped
oysters are the very meanest kind of
bild.,”

Amy opened the pantry-doer, and
whirled the knob round and round.
“ Will my little daughter please press
out some napkins for me ? her tired
mother smiled over the creamy froth.
“Yes'm.” Amy scowled a wee bit

en floor. Ironing was such hot work,
snd not half so much fan as outding
roses in the cool garden,

‘ Remember, dear,” oalled her
mother, ** not to press the iron over the
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“ Papa’s dusting all his cyclo- |
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board drawer. ‘ Here’s ome. How
well Amy has folded it,”” and she laid
it at the bishop’s plate.

Amy sat on the gate-post, watching
for the chaise that would bring the

the cloth.”

““Oh, hum !” sighed Amy. * Idon't
b’lieve the bishop'd.ever notice about
the napkins, he'd be so interested in

in the eream.” bishop from the station. There it was
She ban he iron on the board.;now, rumbling and ereaking along the
Whet dainty napkins they were, alljroad. BShe could even see the initials

ocovered with a delicate starry frostwork.

on the bishop’s grey bag.
Four of them were neatly pressed and {nt.

He had come at

banging in the sunshine to air. From| ¢ Another of your delicious teas ?"
the window she could see the ool green|said the bishop.

garden, and the bu of sweet blush|] Amy’'s mamma smiled over the
roses, and the garden-scissors spraw-|amber goffee.

ling on the ground where she had| AmyeSw the bishop.

thrown them.

*“ What a bother ironing is |” Amy
sighed again as she took a hot iron
from the stove and mounted the wooden
stool by the board.

“ This iron’s cool emough. I can
tell by the looks of it ’ thout trying it
on the old cloth.” On the napkin she
pressed it.

Just then a ragged figure slouched
up the pathway. Awmy peered out the
window. The iron still rested on the
napkin.

‘““Ho! that's a tramp. I'd better
be a-watching my scissors. He may
be astealer |” She ran to the door; no
tramp fo be seen, but the socissors still
sprawled on the ground.

Back she came to to the board, a
dusky smoke rose from the napkin.
Amy snatched the iron. There
underneath in the very midst of the
froity stars, was a deep, brown, three-
cornered mark! She gazed sorrow-
fally afit. That horrible burned spot!
Not all the laundrying in the world,
not even Chin-Wah, the slantingeyed

What a very kind face he had, and
what a curiously carved ring he wore.
How daintily he lifted his little finger,
a8 he shook the snowy folds of his nap-
T}L and tocked it under his raised
chin,

Amy was still watohing him, b it
seemed as if she were frozen to an ice-
maiden.

There in the midst of the damask
star was the burned iron-prin |

How did he ever get that napkin ?
There was some mistake. If she onl
had told her mother. ‘And the
bishop was smiling. He didn't know of
the burn, but the rest had noticed it.
Amy had felt the blush on her mother’s
sheek. BShe didn's see it. Her eyes
were drawn toward the horrible mark.
It seemed to draw them with hot, hot

brown bands.
¢ Boo-hoo-hoo " covered her
sobbed, and

face with her hands, an
sobbed, and sobbed.

In the bishop's arms, her face against
the napkin, Amy cried out the story of
the day, abous her unwillingness to

Obinaman ocould ever wash it ount:|iron, and the burnell napkin, and the
And the bishop was coming to tes! |tramp and the quarter.
“ Guesa I'll fold it asnicely as I ean,””| The bishopdida’t even smile, as Am

expected he would when she looked up
at him through her tears. He spoke
very gently.

* My dear, before those kings of old
did penance, they confessed their sins.
You will notforget thas, willlyou Amy ?"
And Amy never did.—The Church-

she thought, * and hide it in the side-
board drewer. 'I'o-morrow I'll tell
mamma about it. She’s too tired to-
d.’.n

At last the hot work was over, and
Amy wandered among the rows of holly-
hocks nibbling at a tart mamma had
given her as a reward. Somehow, the
tart didn't taste as delicious as usual.
Amy couldn't forget the mark on the
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napkin. It almost seemed as if it were
burned into her heart. The world
would turnround and round andrrund,
but the mark would never, never come

ouf.
Horrible | Amy shivered in the warm

‘“ Papa, please take the dark away !"
My infant darling said,

As from his couch at midnight hour
He raised his little head.

"Twas half in fear, and yet in trass,

sunshine. The tramp slouched round| " Hg gtretohed his tiny arm

the corner of the house. Amy saw|To nestle by his father's side,

him. Quick as a flash she united the| And there fo from harm.
corner of her pink-bordered handker >

chief, and taking a silver quarter from|Yes sadly on hiy mother .l zﬁ“‘

its hiding place she ran soward the Aﬁmb:mpﬁl‘:d’:‘ﬂ ‘°°:"' e

tramp and dropped the money in his Py m:““h through
band. ‘ Whioh words bus feebly tell.

* Here, take this,” -hoThomd' b 'k';t’u
& pennance for my sin. e old kings
used to be forgiven for theéir wrong-
doings, if they parted with their money
Our bishop said so, and he ought to
know.” )
She skipped away, among the holly-
hoocks, laeving the tramp standing
sstonished, with his mouth wide open,

child,
Oh | 'tis & world of shade,
And often when 'tis tht without
Sooncr or later mush Iade.

child,
The world is full of sin,

;:: dg'mm the flvor in his rough| ™ ) eart is dark

“ Feel bouernow,”bw tmy, chas-|“ Save thee from dark,” thaé walley's
ing & pair of tiny oa utterflies. gloom,

Sha id's ol el by, The, i e ol L et
quarier only blotted out a wee corner| ™" "4 ward, alas !

of the brown, burned iron mark,

¢ Everything is all ready,” she mor-
mered, glancing st the foaming eream
and the cool salad. *“ Why no,” she
oontinued, * the bishop hasn't s nap-
kin.” Bhe quickly opened the side-
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Ob, Light of Heaven ! beam gently down, m
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FOR BOYS,

A publication called ** Science” tells
us that in an experimental observation
of thirty-eight boys of all classes of
society, and of & e health, who had
been using tobaccoo for a period ranging
from two months to two years, twenty-
seven showed severe injury to the con-
stitution, and insufficient growth ;
thirty-two showed the existence of

use of tobacoo, within six months one-
half were free from all their former

recovere
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