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THE FORTUNES OF THE CEILING Benny’s mother, about mending the for- room to look up at the clean, white
tunes of the Ceiling Family, and he ceiling from whence the family had
might have heard her say: “Why. yes, vanished, he wrote to his far-away uncle :
I don't care. The room will be done “Bear Uncle Phii: The farmer and his 

.... . 1-fl , . jn„ over again in the spring anyway, and it wife and their boys, and the grandfather
Benny lay in his white led looking win re.ieve his mind, won't it, the dear and the fisherman and Jane hi» wifer-

dreamingly at the ceiling, w îen nc child,—and amuse him/' the whole family—have gone to Europe
1,1,11 o'* One morning bright and earl, the lor a pl.aaure Lrip- What do you think
iravo the boy, hand* “H***1*; „ bird, woke Benny, singing outside his of that! 11 you aee any of them over

J ' >Tatd relatfon the Saher window, and he ,,petted hi, eyes alow- there please give them by best love. X
Benny, just what relation tire toner . lighted on the ceiling. It look- shouldn't wonder but what they d likeIwûk’voü toulT* y Id-Zfidtto- He rubbed hi, eyes » so,well over there they'd never oto.e
Îmy,Tad oïLrllk.Z:« spread them- and looked harder. Twu reai.y and bank.

..lves upou tire ceiling; the plaster was truly .ol There were boys toastjng And tire, never did.
certainly much cracked. To the eyes ol down that 1lull, lour Nm®1 Qu'<*‘S'
the sick chUd on the bed the lines simp » looked lor the fisherman. His whis.
Id themselves into forms and faces. kers were trimmed; he seemed sleek and
There was one pinched, sharp-featured prosperous, and-yes, sir-he was look-
face with hair drawn tightly up to a mg out of the corner of one eye at Jane. Very lovely is the confidence of child
Siwuil knot that might be that of a Wide awake now and bubbling with hood. We do wed to speak of "lung
hard-worked farmer's daughter; he call- laughter and delight, Benny's eyes al- Baby," for the right by which a olulu
ed her Jane. Over in one corner of the most tumbled over to Jane in their haste shall rule, ie a diviner, sweeter right aud
ceiling huddled a flock of sheep. Benny to see It anything had hapened to her. .anility Ulan ever was aocorueu to
called the ceiling people his "lami fam It had, sure enough. The sharp, thin kings. It is the inalienable right, the
ilv" Near the alieep was a dim outline features had softened and rounded; loyal prerogative, ol every ouild
of the farmer's wife, not very distinct to there was a ribbon or some other fancy into tnis world assured that ill coming
be sure, and Benny was not much inter- fixing around her neck, and Jane was will set joy bells of the heart Bringing,
ested iii her, hut she helped to flU in the actually smiling.!
story. In the farther right band corner "Uncle Phil I"
was such a splendid hill for coasting, That jol.y soul must have lain awake
and yet no sleds ever appeared. Neither all night listening for that very call,
was there a farmer, and Benny imagined for Benny had but just had time to dis-
tiie farmer must have to work very hard cover the grandfather comfortably seat-
and that lie kept the toys out in the ed in his new mil chair, when his call
field working, loo, and that was the rea was answered in person,
son lie never came into view, and that crept into lied with Benny, 
the hoys never had time to slide down "How did you do it? demanded

Benny, happily.
"(lave them a thousand dollars "
“Oh, ves, I remenilier." Benny was 

pleased with the fancy. “1 know where 
the fisherman went first thing when 

him his share,—to the barber

FAMILY.

By Grace Willis.

“KING BABY.”

«

L4j come

Ere that child came to «*rth, God 
stooped to take into Hi» arm# the tiny 
image ut liiwseii, to breathe between 
Uie nttie bps the breath ol Ilia vwu 
lue, to aet upon tike baby brow lue kia» 
ot which dreaming «uiiuren think when 
buuueuiy tney smile in their sleep. Then 

teutleiutWa lie laid uie lit
tle üuwet like form in the hands of an 
angel, kneel mg to receive the precious 
uurden.

Uncle Phil
wnii mail ne

lull.
An old man with a crooked back form 

ed another dim picture; that was the 
Grandfather. And he was evidently 
walking toward what looked like a chim 

and never got there. Benny

Gut of God’s hands, and the hand» 
of God's angel» in lieaveu, thou shall 
pass into the care of God's augel* on 
earth. Thou shall enter the world speed
ed ul God, and leuued by the hands ot 
Uod'e dear women, "ëteu aa when thud 
leaves! it, God’s dear wuuieu shall tend 
thee to the last, and God aud ilia bun, 
Uiy tiaviuur, snail wait to welcome thy

you gave 
shop, didn't he!"

"He surely did. And do you know 
where Jane went!’’

"To the dry goods store. Isn't she 
pretty though! She looks lots younger."

"Nothing like a little appreciation to 
make folks look young and happy,” said 
Uncle Phil. “How do you like the far 
nier!"

"Where! where!"
Uncle Phil pointed. Directly over 

Benny’s head stood the fattest, jolliest 
fanner imaginable, fairly beaming with 
good nature, and waving his hand to 
his wife on the other side of the ceiling. ON HEAVEN.
Bennv looked over to the dull little farm , ,,
mother. She, too, had brightened up, “H 1 could be out of phyaioal ***“' 
and seemed to have arisen and to be go- said a lifelong invalid, 1 d 
ing I,, meet her husband. ether fie.veu." "Il X outfit! to la . P‘*c.

-Well. I am awful glad,'1 smiled Ben where 1 might know that my bueband 
ny, happily. "They made me feel kind never could hf killed on the train 1
of troubled, you know, Uncle Phil, be cried one of the geutle "worriere" whose
cause nothing fitted. I guess they think capacity for suffering is neither under
a lot of you." stood or respected by the sanguine.

“Yes they seemed to. The fisherman "If 1 could take my children to a world
there was so tickled he promised me he where every time 1 hear a croupy oough
would throw away his old pipe. I told my heart did not stand still with terror,
him Jane didn't like tobacco smoke; urged another, "that would be heaven
makes lier cough, you know." for me.” The mulatto girl who burst m

A long time Benny lay there and to joyful tears at first sight of a uiartrfe
thought of his family. Uncle Phil had bust of he reelf, "because it was white,
nearly fallen asleep, when Benny said, bad a glimpse of her heaven before ita 
"Do you know, 1 think the fisherman 
and Jane are going to get married very 
soon, and I’d like to build them a house.
I was thinking we could take the old 
chimney-corner and use some more lines, 
and if you kind of squint, you know.

make a house out of it real nice.
Can’t you see it!"

Everybody who came to the house at 
fer that had to be taken to Benny’s room 
to hear all about the mended fortunes 
of the happy Ceiling family. Somehow 
or other it seemed to help the boy who 
had their welfare so at heart to get well, 
and Mote Uncle Phil left for Europe 
for a year of study, Benny was up and 
about, his healthy, happy self once more.

In the spring, when the room»
and Bennj sal down in ai»

ney corner, 
often felt tired for him, poor old man.

But the most i>erplexing of all was 
the fisherman, with his shaggy hair and 
eye brows. He turned his back on them 
all, though not very far from Jane, and 
appeared to tie absortod in his pipe.

“He doesn't seem to belong to the fam
ily at a.l,” complained Benny, "and he 
doesn’t seem to be interested in them. 
I cau't make out who he is."

Uncle Phil looked at him with a cnti 
He had been to an art school

return.
Go lorth, little one, aud may thy com- 

ing make glad ihp heart» of women and 
men, for 1 have »eut thee, i am with 
thee. Go I — Coalaon Earn ah an in A 
World Without a Child.

cal eyv. 
and he liked pictures.

“What makes you think he is a fisher
man! Perhaps he is the missing far

“Oh, uo, I’m sure he is a fisherman. 
I knew it the first time I saw him."

Jane and“Perhaps lie comes to see 
wants to marry her.”

Uncle Phil, lie never even looks“Why.

"Perhaps he is bashful, and hasn't 
his courage yet to talk togotten up

her." „„ , .
"Well, he’s dreadful slow. He s been 

there a long, long
"Your family seem in need of a friend 

to help them out, Benjamin Barrows. 
They're overworked, and bashful, and 
the toys never get out on that hill to 
coast. Maybe we can mend their for 
tunes a little."

"What do you mean, Uncle Phil!
“Why er, do something to help them 

along, you know. 1 might to a rich un 
vie and make them a present of a thous
and dollars, so life would to easier for 
them. lane. now. needs something to 
chirk her up, don’t you think so! And 
the fisherman certainly is rather froway 
and ragged."

"How oould you do it!" asked Benny, 
turning his big, wondering eyes toward 
those twinkling so near him.

“You wait and see."
If Benny had had eyes that could see 

and ears that could hear through floors 
and partitions, he might have seen his 
MTsni« sitting in the library that after 

noon *^l"g to hi» older slater Fanny,

time."

"Heaven must be like any other form 
'more »o,' " said a 

•And the conditions
of happiness, only 
thoughtful man. * 
happiness are three: A clean conscience, 
something to do, and some one to love. 
—(Elisabeth Stuart Phelpe, in Harper »• mi can

At Glasgow University Mr. Donald 
G. B. Gordon, Glasserton Manse, Wig 

the Dow-townshire, has been awarded 
antiill first prise of £100 for 
lence in the Art of Oratory and De 
clamation, and in the practice of a no-
tined and pleasing Delivery, and in 
reading the Ooal|dniee *


