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“Mother’ s Evemngs. o
By Sydney Dmyre ) ‘
‘Dmﬂy" h

""f'wo young g .1rls put their heads in at. 111e‘

- "front -door.

“Yes, I'mv hore, ca.lled an answermg volcevf,

" from thie sitting-room.’
‘At home for the evening? .
‘Yes,\come in.’
. 'That’s where you " ‘make your mistake,
though, my dea.r
" friends entered. -

"for the’ evening. It is rare good Tuck™to find.

you at. home

“What am b to’ do"’ :

‘Just come with us over to Mrs, Ca.rters
and try their new piano. They've bought

" one for little Belle, you know, and she’s

going to commence taking lessons at-once. J

* §ell, you can surely try it without me.”
‘No, Mrs. Carter specially asks us to bring .

you. She thinks no one can play like you.’
' ‘What can I do for you before I go, mo-
ther? aaked Emily of a frzul—lookmg woma.n

who sat near a window.

‘Oh, nothing more than usual, my ,deame.’_

© P11 tell ‘Jane to stay within call. Here’s
_ your knitting. I light your lamp .before I
go.’ '
“‘No, T like it Dbetter without
sometimes hurts my eyes.'
- TNl lower the window for you. Noh" —
.then here is your shawl in case you should
be chilly. Good-bye—I won’t be late.
“What a dear thoughtful girl you are of
"your mother, Emily,’ said Gertrude.

'Tne light

‘should never be so faithful to my. mother,
"I'm sure, if she were weakly., I don’t mean
'I.shouldn’t. have the heart for it, but that
my seattery brain. wouldnt hold so much
conmdera.uon
‘Mcthor is so unselfish,’ said Emﬂy ‘She
gurely deserves all I can do for her and
much more. She always insists on my go-
. ing out.” . o
‘How delightful' How dolightful!’ Mrs.
Oarter beamed with admiration as the three
.young girls did their best for her in the way
of music. ‘Really, I have not realized how
hungry I have heen for mousic all theze years,

And it seems to me, my dears, that-girls.

with such gifts as yours, ought to make the
most of them.’

The girls modestly dx.’cla.lmed

“Yes, in the way of giving pleasure to
others. You might male it a real blessing
in such a small town as this. Now—how
would it be if you should come here every
week for a kind of musical evening?

“Very pleasant, I'm sure, said Janet

‘faviting in some of our friends. Such a
treat to them. And I'm sure it would be of
great beneﬂt to you, in’ spurring you on to
keep up your practise.
. Mrs. Carter’s enthusiasm was contagious,

"and the girls lengthened out the evening
talking over the dew plan.

Emily carried it to her mother the mext
morning, receiving the sympathy which

never failed her in any new pursuit or plaa-

sure.
And Emily went to look for some new mu-

gic, not noticing the lillle sigh with which

mother dismissed the subject
On tho day following the next musical

gathering at Mrs. Carier’s a vzsitor was an- .

nounced. _
‘Good afbernoon Mrs. March Ah there

you are, L‘mlly ‘What a fine trcat you gave
us last evening. And Mrs. Carter. says you
arc going to give us some music every week.’
‘That’s what she says,’ says Emily, ‘but I
thirk that’s too often.”
‘Not a bit, Not a bit’ with enerzetic
gravity, ‘It’s your bounden duty, my child,

' Christmas, -

.said” Janet, as the two_'_

“We're gomg ‘to. claim you_':
the gir]s are in or theres somethmg gomg

‘so employed and so appreciated.

‘You .
. think of her comfort in every little thing. I -

‘mother whea 1 was your age,

""‘to ma.ke the most of your bea.ut.iful it

And it was a.long that same- Tine that I came

o to-tallt to you. wWe're getting up a little en-

vterlai.nmemt' for ‘the children to give at
2 " And we-want you, Emily —
" you're so willing to be hélpful in everything-
and so well , mble——to tra.in them a. ]ibtle in -

. the'choruees.’
. ‘Let me see——my‘ evenmgs are preuty well
ta.ken up,” said Em1ly " “Saturday, = cholr

" practice; Monday, Literary Club; Tuesday,
‘music at Mrs. Carter’'s; Wednesday, prayer

meetimg, and .Thursday and Friday, either

on.’

‘A good list, the caller nodded approvmg-‘
ly. ‘Well, set your own evening, my dear.
I'm sure your mother will spare you to us.
How T should rejoice in having such a
dal.ghrter — always busy with’ some good
good work or other.’

The rather pathetic expression usual on
the mother’s patient face had despered a
little as the talk went on. She ‘always en-
joryed the few evenings in which Emily’s
various duties and pleasures did not call her
out, and here were'schemes that bid fair to
put an end to such of them as remained.

She was glad and thankful to see Emily
She was
proud of her talents and rejoiced at their
being put to such excellent uses, and yet —

‘with what weary loneliness stretched out the

evenings in ‘which Emily’s swéefness, bright-
ness and talent were éxpended for the bene-
fit of other persons and places than home
and mother.

But what could she do? Emily e.nJoyed 1t
her friends enjoyed it. :

" “Bmily,’ said Gertrude, come in’ aml let us -’
try that new song.’ ’
" The girls were on their Wa.y home from
. pra.yer—meeting R N e
" ‘I"suppose I might for a short Ume mxd

Emily, hesitating a little, as they passed the
turn which led to her home.

‘I'do not see any light m the front of your
house, Emily.’

The remark was made by an 'umt of Ger-
trude’s, who had lately come to vigit at her
home.’

'No, Miss Barclay. Mother's eyes are
{roubling her tlis auturon, and she does not

.like a light’

- ‘Can" she get out, evenings?
‘No, ma’am, she’s not very sitrong.’
‘Is she alone.’

- Emily felt the hot color mounting to her -

face.
‘Why, no — that is, Jane is somewhera

about the hous= Mother is so unselfish, you
know—she always insists on my going—' —

‘H’m.’ There was a world of expression in
the short grunt. ‘Tell your mother. Emily,’
Miss Barclay quickly added, ‘that I should be
very glad to read to her, or anything else I
can do in the evenings. . She dnd I used to
be great. fricnds when we were younger.’

T won't go in with you this evening, girls,
said Emily, turning back. ‘

Emily hurried towards the gate, a surge

‘of remorseful thought rushing -upon  her.

Bad eyes, i1l and alone—her mother!  She
had always belleved herself a dutiful daugh-
ter, yet how it sounded as brought out by
the sharp questioning of Miss Barclay.

She turned at sound of a step behind her
and found that Miss Barclay had followed
her. All the sharpness, however, had gone
out of her voice, and she Iaid a ca.ressmg
hand on the young girl’s arm.

My dear, I'm afraid I sounded meddling

and impudent just now.'

‘Oh no,” murmured Emily. |
It -was because .I felt stro:g!  about it
her voice broke, but she went on. ‘I had a
Emily, and

me,’—

“eyes fixed on-the open door.

ghe was 11l . T had -plenty of young.friamds,
and mother always told me to-go—she was '’

~like yours, unselfish. I-left her much alone,

and ‘I never realized until long afterwards
how ‘sad and forlorn it was for her — how
hard and undufiful it-was in‘me. I learncd
my mistake too late.’" .
“With a kiss she hurried away, lea.ving

-Emily: with her full heart to~ha.sten to her -

mother, -

‘Oh, mother, mother! . I am the mo.st.

“gelfish, undutiful daughter that ever hved

Can you forgive me?

‘Why -— my dearie}’ Mother stared in
alarm at Emily’s excited {one. V

“‘Here have I heen leaving you a'one mght
after night. Ard you have always urged ma
to go—and — now, mother, you know you
have missed me.’ .

Emily had brought a light, and mo*hct )
was raising her hand.to shield her eyes, but
there was other cause. for shielding them,
and Emily was pricked to the heart.

‘You have been sad and lonely. Mother,
I'm going to give up everyihing and stay at
home with you. Will that make chu hap-
py?

‘Not at all, sweet one.’ Mother smi‘ed up
at the dear, bright face. ‘Why, think of all
you do, and of all the people who want you—"-

‘Do any of them want me more than you
do? .

“Well I think not, dear—'

‘And for all I do, can I do a.nythx;kg beitor
than be a comfort to you? We'll divide it
a little now. Half my evenings with you,
then. Hey, mother, darling?

‘Ch, my daughter! it will bo new  life to .
‘American - Messeng' SRR

Out From the Snép,’
© " .(Annett¢ L. ‘Noble, in “Forward:}:
It was an intemsely hot afternoon in Au-

- gust, and very little shopping was gding on

in Haworth’s great bazaar. The fashionable
Indiles who crowded the place in the cooler
months of 1he ycar were now at the seaside
or in the mountains, and the fow customers
present were people who Yad-come in from
the country or near towns.

At the kid glove countier were two young
girls about nincleen years of age—girls de-’
cidedly attractive in their appearance, One,
a shght -dark-cyed little creature, had the
vomewhat styvlizh air of an clezantly dressed
young lady; but the showy lace at her neek
was cotton, and very coarse, the jet fringoe

“on the threadbare dress.was tattered, and,

in spite of her prettier face, the observer
would perhaps turn with meore interest ta
the frank, countenance of the girl at her
side. = Customers always found the latter
much interested to suit them and very hom-
est in her statements about the goods; buf,
as we have said, this afterncon there weras
but few custorners.

Kate I-[nnes was leaning Ia.n.guidly agamst
the counter, fanning herself,” with a news-
paper, when observed by the floor-walkers,
reading a sensational story when sho could
do so undetested. Mollie Willis, her next
neighbor, was in deep 'thought, her clear
No breeze
came in, only now and then a pufl of heated
air. ‘ ' :
* Kate tossed her paper under the counter
at Jast, 'and gave a sigh of discontent,
 'What is the mattor to-day? asked Mollie.

‘The same as yesterday. I hate this.

Every bone in my body aches sianding do-
ing nothing such a day as this.’ .
"~ “Yes, I believe I prefer the holidays; when
there is such a rush that I forgst who I am
by day, and am too tired to remember at
night,’ answered Mollie, listlessly. N

“We are young and good-looking; I don't




